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Rose and I met in college. She was your typical party girl who loved to let loose and had almost zero inhibitions once the vodka shots started sliding down her throat. She was smart too. Didn’t even have to try, straight A’s, 4.0 GPA all four years. No sweat. It was easy for her. Not like me, I was a dumb oaf who smoked a little too much pot, partied a little too hard, and didn’t go to class nearly enough. I graduated in five years. Rose was finished in three and a half. She just had this magnetism and sophistication about her that I couldn’t resist. I was in love from the very second I laid eyes on her.

When we finally hooked up, it was the most intense, passionate, mind-blowing sex I’d ever had in my life. Not that I was anything like the other sexual conquistadors in my social circle. Rose was only the fourth girl I’d ever slept with. And she would remain the fourth for all time since we fell in love and eventually got married.

At one point, early on in our courtship, a mutual guy friend of ours casually remarked that Rose, “got around.” He told me he’d heard from a friend that she’d been to a frat off campus and had a threesome with two guys and they’d done it on more than one occasion. Which gave me some pause as I was already intimidated by her. But oddly enough, I found it all very arousing. Eventually, I worked up the courage to just ask her how many men she’d been with.

“Mmm, like ten maybe? I’m not sure,” she said. And I took it at face value. Probably because it wasn’t too much bigger than four, only about double, and it wasn’t as intimidating as say twenty or fifty. But I think deep down, I knew better. A girl like Rose? Just ten guys? There was no chance. I realized much later that she was just saying that to protect my feelings, because she thought that’s what I would want to hear. And she was probably right.

I was a lot younger back then, obviously and I guess you could say that I had some pretty old-fashioned or at least dated views on relationships. I wasn’t exactly conscious of it the way I am now, but I behaved as if Rose was my property. You know what I’m saying? Like she was a nice watch I bought or a fancy car. Most guys do this. It’s our default condition you might say. Being a slut is bad. You never question that. It’s fine if you go out and stick your dick in anything that moves, sure. You’re the man then. But a girl goes out and gets filled up by a different guy every single night? No way. Now, you tell me…how’s that fair?

We want a freak between the sheets but we expect, what? She just magically turns into one the day she meets you? Before that she was all sweet and innocent? That ain’t how it works, and we know it too, deep down we know it. But for some reason our monkey brains can’t quite grasp the truth. We fumble around in the dark waiting for someone to turn on the light, but unfortunately that hardly ever happens.

Thankfully, someone turned on the light for me. Or maybe I turned it on for myself. Who can say? Well, anyway with Rose’s guidance and help, I was able to see the light. You know how I found it oddly arousing that she’d had threesome with multiple men and had been fucked by so many dudes? Yeah, that’s because it was arousing. It was hot. Sexy. Impressive. Deep down, I loved that about her. I was just too afraid, insecure, and over conditioned by society to admit it.

It happened kind of naturally. We sort of just fell into it I guess. At a certain point, I started asking her to tell me about her sexual conquests in bed together. I especially loved hearing about how she worked two dicks at the same time. Those were some of my favorites. We both just got really turned on by the idea of her being with other men and me watching or joining in. It was years before we actually turned it into a reality though, but the first time we tried it, we were both instantly hooked. We both agreed it was the most powerful and potent drug we’d ever taken and we couldn’t wait to score some more.

It was usually someone we met online, all properly vetted and carefully arranged. It was a long, slow process and you met a lot of phonies in those circles. Fakes and flakes we called ‘em. Most people were fakes and you could tell right away. They were easy to suss out. But the flakes, well they always burned you. They were real enough, but unreliable.

Anyway, long story short. When our regular friends we liked to play with were out of town or unavailable, we’d taken things up a notch. Simply, we started playing a game called I Dare You and well, basically we’d dare each other to do crazy things and you either stepped up or chickened out. Whoever won, got the point and well…the points were meaningless. It was just for fun.

On one particular night, we were out at a swanky new speakeasy-type joint downtown and Rose was looking sexier than ever. She was wearing this tight red skirt with black fishnet stockings. Her black top was see-through and she had this red bra on that matched her skirt. It was my turn to offer the dare that night and I had something deliciously wicked up my sleeve. It wasn’t guaranteed, as it depended on certain variables, but I felt pretty confident at a place this hip in the downtown area, I’d have some luck.

One of our biggest fantasies had been for me to watch Rose with a hung black guy. Rose had told me about this one time in college when she hooked up with a black guy in her organic chemistry class who was apparently packing double-digit heat and Rose said it was the most mind-blowing sex she’d ever had.

“Until I met you, of course,” she added hastily. Yeah right. Nice save.

But by that point, I’d shed those youthful insecurities and it didn’t bother me one bit. Turned my cock to steel is what it did. And I loved asking her to tell me all about it. I always came the hardest when she talked about how good he used to fuck her.

So far, we’d been unsuccessful in finding any willing participants in our local area on the sites we frequented and so it just hadn’t happened yet but it was often the subject of our dirty-talking fantasies in the bedroom when it was just us having sex together. There was something about the skin contrast that drove us both wild. We just needed to find the right guy.

That night, at the swanky new speakeasy joint downtown, when we played our game of I Dare You, well I was hoping the right guy would be in attendance.

ᗩ ᗩ ᗩ

We arrived at the bar after a late dinner at our favorite restaurant downtown. Rose was practically glowing. She was a goddess. I couldn’t help but stare at her the whole ride over.

“Alright, I can’t take it anymore. What is it?” she asked as we walked down the steps into the  belly of the beast. It was a dimly lit lounge with lots of leather and dark wood (there’s a pun in there somewhere).

“What’s what?” I asked playing dumb.

She slapped me playfully.

“You know, the dare. What’s the dare this time, it’s your turn. Don’t tell me you don’t have something cooked up already, I know you do.”

Of course, she was right. I did. But I wasn’t quite ready to divulge it yet.

We ordered some cocktails from the bar and took some empty seats in a corner booth. I scanned the area but at first glance, didn’t find what I’d hoped to.

“Come on, come on,” she pleaded with me after a few swigs of our drinks.

I looked around the bar, still scanning.

“Oh, I have something in mind. Just waiting to see if the opportunity presents itself.”

“Please, just tell me,” she pleaded, placing a hand on my forearm and looking at me with puppy dog eyes.

“Guess,” I said.

“Bathroom blowjob,” she said. And she said it like she was definitely right. The sound of victory rang in her voice.

I frowned.

“Nope,” I said. “Of course, that would be awesome but no. That’s not quite it.”

“Alright, fine, whatever. I give up. Just tell me.”

“Man, that’s weak. You give up way too easily.”

Again she gave me her pouty, puppy dog face.

“Forget about it, I’ll just save it for next time. It doesn’t look like the opportunity is presenting itself. At least not yet.”

That’s when she put her drink down and moved towards me with outstretched hands. She was going to attempt to tickle it out of me. There was nothing I hated more than being tickled. It was the absolute worst sensation in the world and I simply couldn’t take it. To attempt to tickle me would be to risk severe bodily harm to yourself and others. My reactions were wild, violent, and completely out of my control.

But Rose loved to try anyway. She was willing to take the risk because it gave her such a thrill to see me squirm and in cases like this one, it was an excellent way to threaten me into submission, into getting exactly what she wanted.

“Alright, no. Stop. Okay. Okay,” I said, my heart rate already spiking in anticipation of the awful event. “I’ll tell you. I’ll tell you. Just back off.”

I pushed her hands away as she giggled at me in disbelief.

“So, you know how recently…in the bedroom, when we…you know, we’ve been fantasizing about you fucking…”

“A black guy?!” she chimed in, a little too loudly. A few other patrons quickly looked over at us, wondering what the commotion was all about.

“Yes,” I said, using a much lower voice than she just had. “Jeez, calm down. You don’t have to scream it.”

I made a sweeping motion with my arm across the whole of the bar.

“But as you can see, well…”

“So, what? If you saw someone you thought I would like you were going to dare me to pick him up or something? Wow. That’s uh, taking things up quite a few levels don’t you think? We’re usually a little more…deliberate than that.”

I shrugged.

“Hey, I was hoping to get a point. It’s been a while. Figured it was a lock that you wouldn’t be up for it and also, you know, if you were and I lost…well–”

“You’d get to watch me fuck a big, black cock?”

“Exactly. Win, win.”

She took a sip of her cocktail and eyed me suspiciously.

“What?”

“You really think I wouldn’t have the guts to do it?”

I shrugged.

“Oh you are so, so wrong. I could do it. I would do it.”

“Okay, hey sure. I believe you. But I guess we’ll have to wait to find out.”

She clicked her tongue and shook her head. Then she stood up and grabbed my hand.

“Where are we going?”

“I’m gonna suck the shit out of your cock in the bathroom,” she said, pulling me out of my seat.

Thankfully, this place had single-person bathrooms and after we made sure the coast was clear, we ducked inside and locked the door behind us.

My god, it was the most exquisite blowjob I’ve ever gotten. She really did suck the shit out of my dick. Sucked it dry. It was so wet and sloppy and aggressive. I wondered if she was fantasizing about big, black cocks the whole time and hoped that she was.

After I finished, we cleaned up and exited the bathroom. There was a line at that point and we got more than a few dirty looks from the people waiting. But we just rushed past them, trying not to laugh, and ordered another round at the bar before returning to our seats.

To be honest, I felt a strange sense of relief that it just wasn’t going to happen that night. Not that it wouldn’t have been hot and I did want to try it eventually, but I also liked just being us. Sometimes it was all I wanted.

Naturally, as I was having these thoughts, a tall, athletic black man walked right into the bar. Life is funny sometimes, isn’t it? And I immediately recognized him, arguably the best hockey player in the world, Desmond Dubois. Local celebrity and international superstar. He’d been selected number one overall by our team the previous year and immediately turned the team’s fortunes around. Now he was tickling the twine and lighting the lamp on a nightly basis, much to the delight of hockey fans all across our fair city.

I turned to Rose to see if she was paying attention. She was. Her jaw was almost on the floor as she watched Desmond maneuver his way across the crowded floor and up to the bar. He wasn’t on skates, of course, but he moved as if he was, elegantly and with supreme confidence.

Rose finally reached out and grabbed my arm.

“Uh oh,” she said, “looks like we might get to find out after all.”

There went my idea of just being us for the night and taking it easy. Of course, I can’t lie and say I wasn’t excited either. I was hard as steel and I couldn’t disappoint Rose after that wonderful blowjob she’d so selflessly given me.

“Looks like we might,” I said, absentmindedly.

“Are you sure this is what you want?”

I paused and thought for a minute. My cock got harder and won the battle. Yes. Yes, it was what I wanted. I gritted my teeth and nodded.

“You know, you still have to make the dare. To make it official.”

“Of course,” I said. I looked over at Desmond who was still waiting to be served. If anyone recognized him, they were giving him his space. No one seemed to be making a fuss. At least not yet. And Rose was poised to take care of that.

“Do you know who that is?” I asked.

“No,” she shook her head, “Why? Is he famous or something?”

“Yeah, something like that. That’s Desmond Dubois. Best hockey player in the world.”

She turned to look at him.

“Hockey huh?”

I nodded.

“Hockey players are sexy,” she said, nodding her head. Then she turned back to me. “I’m waiting…”

I cleared my throat.

“Right, I dare you…to go try and pick up that guy at the bar.”

“Thank you, I accept,” she said and gave me a sweet peck on the cheek.

She stood there for a moment hesitating. To be honest, I wasn’t sure if she was really going to do it. I had my doubts though. I’d say it was better than fifty-percent she would chicken out and make up some excuse.

“You really don’t think I’ll do it, do you?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Who knows?”

She chugged the rest of her cocktail down in less than a second and placed it down next to me. She leaned in and kissed me hard. Wet and sloppy. I could still taste the sting of the gin from her cocktail and perhaps, maybe somewhere, lingering on the finish, my own cum.

“Well, watch me,” she said, blowing a kiss as she walked away. I watched her sweet ass bounce all the way over to the bar as she approached Desmond and tapped him on the shoulder. As he turned around my dick lurched and my pulse hummed in my ears. I had a lump in my throat and butterflies in my stomach. She was doing it. She was really doing it.

Holy shit. I thought.

Holy shit.
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I was dying to hear their conversation. Could this really work or would someone like Desmond Dubois simply shut her down politely and send her on her way?

Rose was incredibly sexy afterall, but someone like him must have an endless supply of hot little pieces practically throwing themselves at him nonstop.

As covertly as I could, I grabbed my drink and made my way over to where they were standing. I tried to remain unseen but within earshot of their conversation and managed to get there just in time to hear everything.

Rose didn’t waste any time.

“Hi there,” she said. “I’m Rose. I thought you might like to buy me a drink.”

Simple. Direct. Honest.

Desmond smiled and looked her up and down. From what I could tell, he was enjoying what he saw. Very much so.

“Oh yeah? Is that so, Rose. And why would I want to do that?”

I could see that his French-Canadian accent was already making her melt and probably, wet too.

She leaned in and whispered something in his ear that made him laugh.

“Alright, well tell you what. I’m Desmond, let’s start there first,” he said and extended his hand to shake hers.

Rose blushed and took his hand. It was so small and fragile in his. The contrast of their skin immediately sent my lust into overdrive.

“You have beautiful eyes, Rose,” he said, staring into them for perhaps a second too long before he looked away. Perhaps slightly embarrassed. “Let’s get you that drink.”

Rose stood on her tippy toes to get the bartender’s attention.

“I’ll have a dirty martini please, and -” she pointed to Desmond.

“Uhh, gin and tonic, please.”

The bartender turned to leave and make the drinks when Rose stopped him.

“Oh wait, could I also have an old fashioned? For my husband.”

The bartender nodded and left while Desmond looked at Rose sideways.

“Husband? What the hell?”

Rose began to play the ditz.

“Oh my gosh. How silly of me. I forgot to mention that. So forgetful tonight. But it’s not every night you meet the greatest hockey player in the world and ask him if he wants to fuck you…”

So that’s what she whispered. Then she pointed directly at me. I guess I wasn’t as incognito as I’d thought.

“That’s him right over there. His name is Nick. Wave to him.”

Desmond waved to me and I waved back, probably like a doofus.

He turned back to Rose, still not following what was going on.

“He likes to watch,” Rose said, picking up her dirty martini as it arrived and taking a sexy sip. Desmond took a pull from his gin and tonic.

“Watch what?”

“Watch me get fucked, of course,” she said with a giggle. Desmond looked like his eyes were going to bug out of his head.

My old fashioned arrived next and Rose finally waved me over.

I picked up my drink and offered my hand to Desmond.

“Hi Desmond, really nice to meet you. Huge fan.”

He took my hand and shook it, a confused look on his face.

“Thanks, nice to meet you too Nick…I’m sorry, is this a prank or something?”

Rose and I looked at each other and shook our heads.

“Not at all,” Rose said seductively.

Desmond shook his head and tried to process everything. It was clear he was having a hard time making sense of it all.

“I don’t know,” he said finally, “I mean you are one of the most gorgeous women I’ve ever laid eyes on and I would definitely love to, you know. But you’re married and your husband wants to watch? It’s all a little…freaky to me.”

Rose bit her bottom lip and nodded along.

“You’re right. It is freaky…because I’m a little freak. Trust me, I’ll make you forget he’s even there.”

Desmond shook his head again.

“I don’t know, I’m supposed to be meeting one of my teammates here in a bit. Maybe I could take a rain check?”

He was intrigued no doubt, but his intellect was getting the best of him. I’d been there myself and I understood, at least somewhat, how conflicting it was. He was trying to wriggle free before his dick did too much of the thinking.

“Mmm, two hockey studs?” Rose said. “I wouldn’t mind that at all. I can handle two sticks like a pro,” she said. The analogy didn’t make much sense but it was sexy as hell and suddenly the prospect of her banging not one, but two guys at the same time was firmly on the table.

My mind raced wondering which one of his teammates it would be. I assumed (correctly it would turn out) that it had to be one of his linemates. Tommy Callahan or Claude LeBois.

Desmond stroked his goatee, thinking.

“Well, me and Tommy have done the devil’s threesome once or twice,” he said with a wry smile, then looked at me. “But I don’t think we’ve ever done it with a married woman and if we did, well…certainly not with her husband in the room!”

“Well, then I think it’s time for a first, don’t you?” Rose said.

Desmond smiled.

“Maybe, maybe. I’m gonna need another one of these to think it over,” he said.

“I’ll get this round,” I said.

Sure, why not? He was a multi, multi millionaire, but sure, I should buy his drink, right?

We ordered another round and clinked glasses. Desmond could not take his eyes off Rose. He wanted her. Badly. I could tell and it was only a matter of time. We just had to keep him on the hook, so to speak.

“There he is now,” Desmond finally said, looking beyond our shoulders and waving at someone. “Tell you what, if Tommy is in…I’m in.”

Rose’s face lit up as she turned around and laid eyes on Tommy Callahan. California surfer dude written all over his chiseled face. Long, flowing blond locks and a mountain of muscle. He was no Desmond Dubois on the ice, but he was a hell of a player in his own right.

He walked right up to us and shook Desmond’s hand and introduced himself. He ordered a drink and then Desmond said…

“So, Tommy…this beautiful lady right here wants us both to fuck her,” then he pointed at me, “while her husband watches. What do you think?”

Tommy almost spit out his drink. But when he regained his composure he just smiled. It was a smile that said, Hell yeah. I’m up for anything. Especially if it involves this piece of ass right here.

“I’m game,” he said. And then it was on.

“Alright, so…” Desmond said, looking around to each of us.

There was an awkward pause.

“What do we do now?” he asked.

“You guys live nearby or have a hotel or what?” Tommy asked.

“Well, no…we live in the suburbs,” I said.

“Shit, we’re both across the river. Kind of a hike,” Desmond said.

Rose looked at me. I scratched the back of my head. Shit. Guess I didn’t really think it all the way through. It hadn’t occurred to me that we’d actually need a place to do the deed in question. What a fool.

“Well…” Tommy said and then stopped his thought.

“What?” Desmond asked.

“I did bring the Caddy tonight. Wasn’t planning on going too hard since we got a game tomorrow…it’s got plenty of room. We could…”

“What? Fuck in your car?” Rose said. I could tell she was intrigued by the idea. I wasn’t so sure. But we didn’t seem to have a lot of options and it was apparent we were all pretty horny and committed at this point.

“I don’t know man,” Desmond said, shaking his head. “This is crazy. Maybe we should just take that rain check, do it another time, you know? Like you said, we do have a game tomorrow.”

“Come on man, it’ll be good luck,” Tommy said, “remember that other time, back in Calgary? We each had two goals the next day.”

Desmond smiled wistfully and scratched his chin.

“Yeah, yeah. That’s true. I could use a two goal game.”

“Shit, so could I,” Tommy said.

“Trust me boys,” Rose said, “I can help with that.”

“Alright fine,” Desmond said. “But he has to drive.”

He pointed a finger at my chest and winked at me.

“Drive?” I asked, stupidly.

“Yeah, well we can’t exactly just bang out in the parking lot. Too risky,” Tommy said.

“Alright. Sure. Fine, whatever,” I said.

And the four of us left to go outside.

ᗩ ᗩ ᗩ

Next thing I know, I’m driving Tommy Callahan’s SUV around the city while he and Desmond-mother-fuckin’-Dubois are in the back seat, each groping one of my wife’s tits and sucking on it. They are about to ravage her and I’ll be watching it all unfold in the rearview mirror of one of my favorite players’ own cars.

Somebody pinch me, I’m dreaming.

I made eye contact with Rose in the rearview and she winked at me. I watched their expert tongues lick and suck on her now exposed, dark-pink nipples.

Rose tilted her head back and closed her eyes, basking in the feeling of having two sets of powerful hands (and tongues) working her body.

I turned right onto Chestnut street and cruised at an easy pace.

Desmond expertly ran his hand up the inside of her leg and I watched it disappear beneath her skirt as she let out a soft whimper.

Tommy sucked hard on her nipple and then let it fall out of his mouth with a wet plopping noise as he took her chin in his hand and started making out with her while Desmond, it appeared, slipped a couple of fingers inside her dripping cunt.

Even over the road noise I could make out the wet sloshing sound of his fingers inside my wife’s pussy. I gripped the steering wheel a little tighter and tried to resist the urge to pull over right there and whip my dick out so I could pleasure myself to the scene.

We paused at a red light and I looked back just in time to watch my wife’s hands creep out and down towards each of their crotches, massaging their ever-growing bulges from outside their trousers.

“Alright, let’s see ‘em boys, I wanna see those fat cocks,” Rose said.

And they were only too happy to oblige her.

It seemed like they were racing against each other to see who could whip it out the fastest. Tommy won.

He hauled out a very respectable, thick cock that was probably about as long as my own, perhaps a quarter to a half inch longer. But his girth was incredible.

Desmond wasn’t far behind and while he wasn’t nearly as thick, he was about three inches longer and still plenty, plenty thick. Enough to stretch and enough to reach places most men simply could not.

Rose clasped her hands over her mouth to stifle her squeals of delight. Her eyes were wide with excitement and wonder and I could see the hunger in her eyes as they darted back and forth between their laps.

Both Tommy and Desmond were stroking themselves slowly for her enjoyment.

“You like?” Desmond asked.

Rose nodded with enthusiasm.

“Suck my friend,” he commanded as he gently placed a hand on the back of her head and guided it down towards Tommy’s cock.

He watched with great pleasure as Rose did as she was told and opened her wet mouth, placing it gently on the head of Tommy’s prick. She paused for a moment, then flicked her tongue out and tickled his shaft.

“That’s it,” Desmond said. Still stroking himself while he watched my wife suck on his friend and teammate’s thick shaft.

I’ll admit, I was more than a little jealous. I was so hard and so turned on, but I couldn’t do anything about it. It was close to torture, but far more enjoyable when I thought about the release I would experience whenever I finally got to put the car in park and rush back to our hotel room to ravage Rose and relive the whole adventure.

But for now, I just had to keep it in my pants (literally) and keep two hands on the wheel. It would have done us no good at all to get into an accident or worse, pulled over, when one of them was balls deep inside my wife.

As Rose moaned and sucked on Tommy Callahan’s cock in the backseat, I tried to keep the car steady along the empty city streets while stealing every glance I possibly could.

We made eye contact more than a few times and there was nothing I loved more than locking eyes with the love of my life while her mouth was filled with another man’s cock.

“Alright, my turn,” Desmond said, pulling Rose off of Tommy’s cock that was now glistening with her spit and towards his.

Rose put her head next to Desmond’s cock, resting her chin in his lap. She stared up at it in wonder as his dark shaft towered over her.

“Oh my god, look at this cock.”

“You like it, don’t you?” Desmond said with a smile.

Rose nodded her head.

“Yes I do. It’s so sexy. This big, fat cock,” she said, reaching out and grabbing it at the base of the shaft. She flicked her tongue out and licked it from the bottom to the top and then back again.

Desmond smiled at me and winked.

“You are one lucky man. You’re wife gives some bomb ass head…thanks for sharing,” he said.

I chuckled nervously.

“Hey, don’t thank me. Thank her,” I said and winked awkwardly back at him.

My heart was pounding in my ears as I watched Rose lick greedily at what had to be the biggest, darkest, and most impressive cock I’d ever seen. It was even hotter than I’d imagined it would be, even in some of my wildest fantasies.

She worked her mouth back and forth between their hardened sticks, sloppily sucking them off while I continued to drive around.

After a while, I could take it no more and finally pulled the car into an abandoned lot on a quiet street and put it in park.

“You sure, we’ll be ok here?” Rose asked nervously.

Tommy looked around.

“Yeah, we should be. Plus, the tint’s pretty dark on this puppy.”

“Just keep an eye out, huh?” Desmond said to me and he pulled his pants further down around his ankles and Rose got up on all fours between them in the back seat.

In the throes of passion, it seemed everyone had grown just a bit bolder and little less concerned about any possibility of being caught in the act and what, if any, consequences might follow. 

I nodded that I would keep an eye out, but I knew it would be hard for me to look anywhere but at Rose. I had turned to face them and took my cock in my hand.

“Just…try to be quick,” Rose said with a smile, she offered Desmond her pussy as she leaned forward to suck on Tommy’s cock.

Rose got her mouth firmly on Tommy’s thick and bulbous head as she waited for Desmond to slide himself into her.

But he was taking his time. Admiring the view as he ran his fingers over her wet pussy.

“Mmm, such a pretty pussy,” he whispered and then made eye contact with me and smirked. It was a smirk that said, Yes. I am going to destroy her pussy. I hope you enjoy it as much as I do.

He then took his shaft in his hand and beat his cock up against her pelvis, the pressure of the slaps was clearly tickling her clit or giving her some such other pleasure because she was moaning and writhing her hips, practically begging him to keep it up.

Just when she had been worked up to a frenzy, Desmond forced himself inside her. And I mean forced. He was so big and thick that my wife’s tiny pussy wasn’t going to open up so easily.

Rose spat out Tommy’s cock and let out a loud scream. So loud in fact that I worried for a moment that Desmond may have hurt her. Badly.

But before I had any time to worry, she was giggling and moaning and whispering about how good it felt while she stroked Tommy’s cock and licked at his shaft and balls.

“That’s it baby,” she said, “ruin that pussy with your big cock. I wanna be well stretched and used up for my husband later.”

Gulp.

I loved, absolutely loved, when she talked so filthy like that.

“Damn, you are a little freak, aren’t you?” Desmond said with a smile. Then he looked at me and shook his head in disbelief.

But he carried on, encouraged by Rose’s directive, and proceeded to start pummeling her insides in an attempt to really ruin that pussy for me whenever I reclaimed her later.

And reclaim it I would.

After about a minute of heavy, intense pounding - fast, long strokes that must have been hitting and reaching places no man ever had - Rose began to come loud and hard. It was a total body orgasm that left her breathless and shaking as she drunkenly turned so that her head was now in Demond’s lap and her ass was up in the air, pointed towards Tommy.

And now, it was Tommy’s turn as he got up onto his knees and repeated a ritual that was very much similar to Demond’s before he’d entered my wife.

Rose opened her mouth and lowered it softly and sensually onto Demond’s big, black cock and locked eyes with me the entire time as I slowly stroked myself.

It was difficult, but I could not, under any circumstances allow myself to come. What a horrific fauxpas that would be, especially in the driver’s seat of Tommy Callahan’s car of all places. I had already cooked up this dirty little fantasy where the four of us might make this a regular thing and that maybe, just maybe we could even score some semi-regular seats up against the glass if everything went well. That would be something indeed. But it was definitely not going to happen if I lost control and made a royal mess all over Tommy’s brand new Caddy.

I snapped out my little daydream just in time to watch Rose bucking and writhing her hips on the thickness that was Tommy’s shaft as he brought her to the edge of a second, earth-shattering orgasm.

“That’s it,” Desmond said, “be a good, little slut and come all over my friend’s cock. Good girl.” He patted her head as she sucked and slurped on his dick and soon was doing exactly as she was told: coming hard all over Tommy’s thick pole.

Again she staggered on the seat between them, dick drunk and craving more.

“Alright, who’s ready to give me some hot come? I know you both have some big loads in those balls for me,” she said, reaching out to massage their sacks with her hands.

“Where do you want us to come?” Tommy asked, taking his dick in his hand and slowly milking it as Rose gazed intently at it.

She took her index finger and brought it up to her wet mouth, sticking out her tongue, and placing the tip of her finger on it.

“I wanna taste you,” she said, it was sexy and seductive and Tommy couldn’t hold it.

He grunted and gasped.

“Fuck, come here then,” he said hurriedly as he grabbed the back of her head and forced it down on his lurching cock.

Rose got about halfway down and held herself there for a while as Tommy tensed and convulsed beneath her, spewing his white jizz down her throat.

After about three seconds, Rose took her mouth off and showed everyone an empty mouth. Every last drop and suctioned down her slutty throat.

“Mmm, very nice,” Desmond said. “Now come here and get some more.”

Like a moth to a flame, Rose lowered herself down towards Demond’s dark shaft and placed her mouth just over the head and sucked on the tip as she stroked himself into her mouth.

Desmond let out a primal, guttural yell as he came and came and came. Soon Rose could not keep it all in her mouth and she let it spill out the side and down his ebony shaft.

His white hot nut was so voluminous that it coated the entire surface area of his dick as it poured out of Rose’s mouth.

“Fuck, that’s so much cum,” she said, only it was hard to make out because her mouth was full and her lips were sticky with seed. She swallowed what she could and then without prompting, went to work cleaning up the sexy mess she’d made, lapping every last drop off of Desmond’s shaft and out of his trimmed pubes.

When she was finished, she swallowed and wiped her mouth.

“Come here, baby,” she said to me. She leaned forward and put her hand on the back of my head and pulled me in for a kiss. We’d never done anything this debaucherous or depraved before but I was so caught up in her beauty that I wouldn’t dare disobey her at the moment. So I just went with the flow and met her sticky, wet lips for a kiss. I felt her press hard into me as her lips parted and forced my own open too.

Before I knew it, her tongue was down my throat and I was tasting the bitter-sweet come that she’d just swallowed. My dick got so hard it ached and we kissed for what felt like several minutes. Tasting each other and our own wicked deeds.

“Damn. Little freak doesn’t even do her justice,” I heard Tommy say from the backseat.

Rose finally broke off the kiss and whispered, “I love you.”

I silently put the car back in drive as everyone got themselves dressed in the backseat.

It was only a few minutes before we were back in the parking lot at the end of the block where the lounge we’d met in was located.

Rose and I got out and said our goodbyes. She hugged each of them tightly and shared a deep, passionate kiss with each.

I shook hands with Desmond and Tommy.

“Good luck tomorrow,” I said. And I meant it.

“Thanks man,” Desmond said. “Here, let me get your number.” He handed me his phone. I looked back at him, confused.

“Hey, if we play well tomorrow…well I can’t speak for Tommy here, but we might want to do this again. Us hockey players are very superstitious, you know?”

I couldn’t believe it. In a daze, I punched in my number.

Rose waited on my shoulder, watching me type. She was humming with sexual energy and I could tell she couldn’t wait to get me back home and inside her so I could feel just how much they’d ruined her pussy for me.

When I was finished, I handed back the phone and we said a final goodbye before finally parting ways.

ᗩ ᗩ ᗩ

To say that we went home and had wild, animalistic sex would be the understatement of the millenium. I’m not sure that I could ever do it justice by using mere words to describe it and so I won’t even try. I’m sure whatever you can cook up in your own imagination might even suffice here.

Instead, I’ll leave you with a fun little tidbit of sports information. Statistics, if you will, from the game the following day.

Desmond DuBois: 3 G, 3 A, 6 Pts

Tommy Callahan: 3 G, 3 A, 6 Pts

Yes, that’s right. They each had identical and historic games. And yes, later that night I got a text from a number I didn’t recognize. As I said before, I think I’ll let you fill in the rest.

THE END
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Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place.

Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious.

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.
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It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.
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About F. Rey Noel

I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.

I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.

I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind.

Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban.

I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may.

We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together.

I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book.

Again, thank you so much for reading and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica).

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

"Buy the ticket, take the ride." - Hunter S. Thompson

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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