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Chapter One

I was a nervous ball of energy. I kept pulling my phone out of my pocket to check the time, each minute inched by slower than death. I didn’t get a single, solitary thing done all day as all the pent up excitement and anxiety kept me from really being able to focus on anything other than watching the clock.

It was pure agony.

And then finally it was 4:59. One minute to go. One minute and I was home free to the weekend. Our train into Chicago would be leaving in about one hour and my wife would be arriving a little past the hour to pick me up from that god forsaken hell hole: my place of employment.

I won’t bore you with the details there. What we had planned for our weekend in the Windy City was much more exciting, trust me.

I practically leapt out of my cubicle and went straight through the rafters when I got the text.

I’m here! :) <3

My wife, Molly, was idling outside and ready to drive us to the train station to catch our express train into Chicago where we’d be spending our seventh wedding anniversary in style. I’d book us a penthouse suite at the Four Seasons and we were going to pamper ourselves and spare no expense.

No kids. No restrictions. It was going to feel so damn good to experience that kind of freedom for the first time in what felt like forever.

I should mention, this romantic getaway of ours had a little extra spice to it, if you catch my drift.

My wife and I are, well, of a certain lifestyle. I think that may be a little vague and I suppose that’s the point but I’m someone who prefers to be direct if that’s alright with you.

Molly is a hotwife. Which means she fucks other men. Men who are not me. With my consent and support of course. Sometimes I’m there and sometimes I’m not. Sometimes I join in the fun and other times I just sit and watch the show.

Of course with seven years of marriage and two kids under the age of five, we didn’t quite get around like we used to. And this weekend was going to be a big one for us. We were going to get back in the swing of things to use a corny pun.

Now, I know what you might be thinking but trust me, you’re dead wrong. I love my life. We love our life. It’s not for everyone, of course, but it works well for us.

Very, very well.

We’d started a few years before we got married and just found it really suited us and turned the intensity and passion up to eleven. We were both hooked from the start.

Molly pretty much got to do whatever, or perhaps more precisely, whoever she wanted and our arrangement worked out pretty well.

We both got tremendous pleasure and satisfaction from it.

But there was one thing, a fantasy of ours - I guess you could say it was more mine than hers - that we’d always meant to try but had never quite made it happen. Don’t get me wrong, it was a huge fantasy for Molly too, but I suppose I was the one who really pushed for it to happen.

Molly had never been with a BBC before. For the uninitiated that stands for big, black, cock. There was something about the color contrast of the skin tones that really turned both of us on and it was the kind of porn we typically watched together when we played alone at home.

And this weekend, I had finally arranged for it to happen. The stars had aligned and we were going to get to cross yet another sexual fantasy off our bucket list.

Molly hopped out of the car and kissed me on the cheek. She was smiling from ear to ear.

“You’re driving,” she said as she shuffled over to the passenger side and got in.

“Of course I am,” I said with a smile. I figured that would happen. I hopped in the driver’s side, buckled up and put it in drive.

“I’m so freaking excited. I didn’t get shit done today,” I said.

“I know, me too.”

“Can you believe we’re finally doing this?” I asked, leaning over to kiss her on the cheek once more as we drove out of the lot.

“I really can’t, but it’s been a long time coming,” she gripped the wheel a little tighter. She let out a little squeal. “God, I can’t wait!”

I pressed down on the accelerator and we were off.


Chapter Two

“I’m so unbelievably excited,” Molly kept saying as we merged onto the interstate. We were roughly fifteen minutes from the train station at this point. “Like, I almost feel bad for how excited I am.”

She placed both hands over her mouth to muffle another squeal of delight and looked over at me.

Molly was a knockout. She had a beautifully deep tan and her brown hair with faint blonde highlights shimmered in the fading afternoon sun coming through the window. Even through her winter coat I could see make out the curvers of her slender and toned frame.

And her personality? God, I loved her for it. She was magnetic. Bubbly and outgoing in all the best ways. And her laugh? Tickled me pink every time I heard it. People always seemed to gravitate towards Molly. I was just glad she’d decided to pick from what had to be scores of other suitors.

“Don’t feel bad, what’s got you so excited though?”

I was trying to play stupid but of course I knew. It was the same reason I was so excited. I just liked to get her to open up and talk about it.

It was such a turn on to hear the words come out of her mouth. It made it more, I don’t know...real and tangible.

Honestly, hearing her talk dirty about some of the things we’d done together and still wanted to do was almost hotter than the acts themselves.

Emphasis on almost.

She playfully slapped at my shoulder.

“Don’t give me that Nathan Jones, you know what I’m excited about!”

“I know baby, but you also know how much I like hearing you talk about it. Come on, say it one time for me. Pretty please.”

She took a deep breath and laughed. She hated when I did this to her, but secretly I also knew she loved it at the same time.

“Please,” I continued to beg. It was someone standing at the edge of the pool who needed that extra encouragement from those already in the water to just jump and get it over with.

“Alright, alright,” she said, slapping at my shoulder again.

“So, what’s got you so excited?”

She laughed and then steadied herself.

“Well,” she said, her voice turning sultry, “I’m excited because tonight I get to have my first big, black cock and I can’t wait to feel it inside my tight little pussy.”

She bent over and whispered into my ear.

“And I can’t wait to lock you up and make you watch.” She reached into her jacket and pulled out a key that was dangling from a chain hung around her neck.

The key.

My dick was instantly rock hard and standing at attention as I switched lanes and prepared to exit the highway.

“You brought it?!” I exclaimed. “I can’t believe you remembered. I totally forgot.”

She bit her bottom lip, studying my face.

“Oh, I remembered. And I can’t wait to use it on you.”

This was something a little on the kinkier side that we’d never tried before but had wanted to for a while.

The key around my wife’s neck belonged to a cock cage. Simply put it was a device, made of clear plastic that would enclose my twig and berries, while soft, and be locked so that I couldn’t take it off or get an erection - at least not a full one.

Molly would wear the key around her neck while her bull ravaged her body right in front of me. IfI behaved myself and was a good boy, Molly would then unlock me after they were finished. If I was lucky, Molly would then let me jack off on her tits while she lightly teased and taunted me over my inadequacy compared to her bull.

If I was really lucky, she would let me slide it into her freshly fucked and well used pussy so I could feel how stretched and satisfied she’d been from taking her first ever BBC.

I swallowed hard. Molly noticed my erection and ran her hand over my crotch.

“Wow, so hard already. Naught boy.”

“Suck my dick,” I said out of nowhere.

“Excuse me?” she asked, pretending to be offended.

I gripped the steering wheel tighter.

“You heard me, suck it. If I’m gonna be locked up later, I want you to blow me now. That way, it’ll be easier,” I said.

“What if I don’t want to make it easier?” she asked, playing along.

“Well that’s too fucking bad, isn’t it? You’re going to make it easier for me,” I grabbed the back of her head and forced it between my legs and beneath my outstretched arms that were at ten and two on the wheel.

She smiled and unzipped my pants.

“You’re going to pay for this later,” she said before she gently bit the head of my cock sending a shiver down my spine.

“Oh, I hope so,” I said. Each of us relished playing the dominant role depending on the scenario, so like any good couple, we took turns.

She sucked and slurped greedily the rest of the way there, bringing all kinds of pleasure and stimulation to my shaft.

I exploded in her mouth as we pulled into the parking lot of the train station and she swallowed every last drop.

“Mmm, thank you babe,” she said, kissing me on the lips.

I zipped up in a hurry before we got out and grabbed our bags from the trunk of the car.

“You’re the best wife in the world, you know?”

She smiled.

“I know.”

We started walking towards the platform.

“God, I love getting on the train having a fresh, hot load from you in my belly. It makes me feel like such a slut and all the people we’ll be sitting with have no idea about all the nasty things we just did and are about to do. Don’t you just love that feeling?”

Molly nibbled on my ear as we ascended the steps to the platform.

“Absolutely I do. And I love you too,” I said, kissing her on the cheek.

Within a few minutes the train arrived. We’d had near perfect timing.

All aboard.

We stepped on and sat down, each of giddy with excitement and anticipation for what was about to unfold.

And it couldn’t come soon enough.


Chapter Three

“Oh my god, I am shaking. I’m so nervous. How do I look?” Molly turned away from the mirror in our plush penthouse suite on the top level of the Four Seasons in downtown Chicago. The floor to ceiling windows provided a sweeping and breathtaking view of the city skyline as the last of the sun’s rays vanished from the late-winter sky.

She was wearing a tight red dress that fit her perfectly. Her hair was down and curled just a little - just the way I like. She was twirling the key to my lock in her fingers as she checked herself from different angles.

“You look fucking amazing. Amazing,” I said, truly marveling in her goddess-like beauty.

“Are you sure I don’t look too desperate or...I don’t know, slutty?”

“Absolutely not, you don’t look desperate at all and you look just the right amount of slutty. You’re perfect. Come here,” I said, pulling her towards me and into a loving embrace. We kissed deeply and passionately for about five seconds.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too,” I replied.

Then her lips curled into a smile.

“What?” I asked.

She held up the key that was still dangling from her neck.

“It’s time to lock up that dick of yours, Mr. Jones. Wouldn’t want you getting into any trouble before I’ve had my fun.”

I frowned. It turned me on to no end, but now that moment was finally here I was a little nervous. But I obeyed. It was my turn to be the submissive one. So I went over to our suitcase, dropped my trousers and grabbed the cage.

I felt the cool chill of the plastic on my balls which caused them to shrivel and shrink up inside me, searching for warmth. I clicked the cage into place at which time Molly inserted the lock and snapped it shut.

She waved the key in my face to drive home the point that she was the only one in the world with the power to relieve me from this prison.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now, shall we go meet my bull? I don’t want to keep him waiting.”

“Yes ma’am,” I said, smiling.

I took out my phone and texted Jason, the bull I’d met online in a forum for like minded individuals to gather and share their darkest fantasies and occasionally, as in this instance, help each other to bring those fantasies to life in the real, physical world for those who had the stomach for those kinds of things, which Molly and I certainly did.

We’re here. Just got dressed. Ready to head down to the hotel bar for a drink. Care to join?

As we approached the elevator, I saw three dancing dots on my screen indicating Jason was typing a reply.

Way ahead of you. I’ll grab us a round. See you soon.

“He’s already down there,” I said to Molly as we hopped on the elevator.

“Oh my god,” I heard her whisper under her breath. The elevator dinged and the doors closed. Suddenly we were on our way down to meet our bull for the night.

. . .

The elevator doors opened and we stepped into the lobby. My heart was thumping out of my chest. It took every ounce of focused, distracted thinking I could muster to keep myself from getting hard. Then I remembered the cage as it pinched against the inside of my thigh.

As we approached the bar area, Molly stopped dead in her tracks and put her hand on my forearm stopping me mid-stride as well.

“Oh my, is that him?” she whispered and nodded with her head.

And it was. Jason was seated at the bar with three drinks in front of him. He was big and muscular, chiseled jawline, piercing eyes, dressed in a designer suit and shoes that must have cost thousands of dollars.

The watch on his wrist? I’d guess five figures, easy.

There was an intensity about him I immediately found intimidating despite our friendly previous correspondence via the internet.

This was a whole different ball game.

“Yep, that’s him,” I said.

“Honey, you have really outdone yourself this time. He is so, so sexy. Oh my god,” she said waving a hand at her face in a mock effort to cool herself down.

Her excitement got the best of her and she let it take over. She raced ahead of me over to the bar and made a beeline for where Jason was sitting. I broke into a slight jog to catch up and cleared my throat to get his attention so we didn’t scare him.

Jason looked up from his phone, immediately recognized us and smiled. When I got there, Jason extended his hand and shook mine, nearly crushing it. His were twice the size of mine and he had a strong, powerful grip that felt like he could pulverize my bones into a fine power if he really wanted to.

But he flashed those pearly whites at us and was warm and friendly and a perfect gentleman.

“Nice to finally meet you in person,” I said.

“And you,” Jason said, then turned to face Molly head on. “And you must be Molly, so nice to finally meet you. You look absolutely stunning, even more beautiful than the pictures.”

He took Molly’s hand and kissed it. But not in a corny way, no. Not at all. This was oozing with charm and sexuality and prowess and confidence and dominance - all of that. And it was working on Molly. She was so flustered I thought I might have to reach out and catch her from fainting.

Molly went for a big hug, having to stand on her tippy toes to wrap both her arms around his massive shoulders. She lingered for perhaps a little too long and broke it off. She let out a little giggle and then stared nervously at the ground.

Like I said, my wife and I had been doing this for a long time and I’d never seen her quite like this. Jason had really floored her. Generally she was charming and talkative but now she was just giggling like a schoolgirl and afraid to speak.

Jason cleared his throat.

“Shall we have a drink,” he motioned towards the high top table just behind where we stood. There were three tall martini glasses perched on top. “I took the liberty of ordering us a round. I’m told you like martini’s?”

Molly blushed. She loved martinis and I’d let Jason know that at one point in our conversations. What a guy. A real good listener.

“Like ‘em? I love him,” she said. She laughed a little too hard at something that wasn’t that funny and in an attempt to cut her laughter short she snorted a little and turned a bright shade of red. Man did she have it bad.

But it was cute and endearing and I could tell Jason was quite smitten with her so far. The three of us settled in around the table, guzzled down the first round to break the ice and then ordered a second and third.

We were all loosening up and getting to know each other, setting the stage for what was to come.


Chapter Four

I don’t remember how many it was, maybe three or four martinis, and we were all nearly sprinting out of the bar and towards the elevator in the lobby. Ready to head upstairs and get the party started.

The martinis had loosened Molly up and she and Jason had really hit it off. You’d have to be a fool to miss the obvious chemistry between them. And a fool I am not.

Molly practically assaulted Jason as we got in the elevator and doors dinged shut. She started making out with him as if I wasn’t even there. I caught a glimpse of the key dangling from her neck as she kissed him. I felt the blood rushing to my cock and then immediately felt the cool, constricting plastic of the cage Molly had locked me in. I watched them with longing and lust. It was pure torture and the real fun hadn’t even begun.

“I wish I could suck your dick right here in this elevator,” she whispered in his ear as she ran a hand over the growing bulge in his pants.

“Well, why don’t you then?” Jason said and began to reach for his zipper to undo his pants. But just then the elevator dinged and the doors flung open. There was a young family waiting to get in and I’m sure they caught a whiff of what was about to go down. Nonetheless this little hiccup was enough to snap Molly and Jason out of their revelry for a brief moment as they gathered themselves and tried to play it cool.

“Wrong floor,” I said, “we’re going up.” I hit the door close button and slowly, mercifully the doors finally shut and we continued up to the penthouse level. Finally, we reached the top level and the three of us stumbled out of the elevator and down the hallway to our luscious suite.

As soon as we were inside Molly went to the bed and began to undress. She was wearing a sexy, silk lingerie set I’d purchased for her birthday last year. She looked so sexy, especially with that devilish little key dangling from her neck. She was in complete control of me and I was loving it.

“Come here, honey,” she said, beckoning me over with a finger, she pulled her panties off as I approached. “I want you to lick this pussy for me, get me nice and wet for that big, fat cock of yours.”

I got down on my knees before her and began to eat her peach. I was soon devouring her. She tasted sweet and delicious. Her juices trickled down my tongue and slid down my throat. My cock kept trying to expand but the cage would only allow it to get so hard.

I gazed up at her from below, her toned, tan tummy rising and falling with each heated breath. She reached over and grabbed Jason by the belt buckle and pulled him closer to where her head was laying. She began to undo his pants. Soon, the largest, thickest, and darkest cock I’d ever seen came flopping out and nearly took her eye out. Molly gasped and let out a burst of nervous laughter as she reached up to examine the impressive specimen.

“Wow,” she said, marveling at his cock. “This is so beautiful. So big. So sexy.” She was wrapping her fingers around his shaft and slowly stroking it to bring him to life. I watched eagerly from her pelvis, still lapping up her juices and tickling her lips with my tongue as she opened her mouth and started sucking him off. I swallowed hard, trying to control my breathing and maintain an even keel. But it was tough.

I’d never seen so much lust in Molly’s eyes and I could tell she couldn’t wait to feel him stretching her out. I watched, mesmerized as her diamond engagement ring - the ring I’d proposed to her with - danced and sparkled in the light as her hand moved up and down his shaft while she sucked and slurped. Hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

“Fuck, you taste so good,” she said, smiling up at Jason. Then she looked down at me, obediently awaiting her command between her legs. “You like how I suck his cock baby?”

I nodded while continuing to eat her out.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

Soon my tongue strokes brought her to climax as she reached down and grabbed a handful of my hair while she came softly and generously.

“I think I’m ready for this big, black dick to be inside me now. You ready to fuck me Jason?”

“Oh, you know I am,” Jason said.

“Alright, I’m done with you for now,” Molly said, “go sit over there and watch how a real man fucks.”

She banished me to the chair next to the bed. For what felt like the next several hours, I would be watching from that vantage point in complete and total agony. So turned on, so worked up, so filled with a jealous lust, but unable and incapable of doing anything whatsoever about it.

Jason took my place between Molly’s legs and slapped his hard rod on her tiny tummy. It made an audible slapping noise and my wife giggled with delight.

“Oh my god, it’s so heavy. I don’t think it’s gonna fit,” she said, peering down at Jason’s cock resting on her stomach. His balls were on the entrance to her pussy and the head of his cock reached all the way past her belly button.

“Oh, it’ll fit, we’ll make it fit,” Jason said with a wink.

He grabbed his cock and then gently pressed the head against the entrance to her pussy. I could hear a wet sloshing noise as he slowly inserted himself. Molly was clearly super wet.

“Holy shit,” she gasped, grabbing handfuls of sheets as she braced herself against this unfamiliar sensation. “Oh my god, this is incredible, holy shit, holy shit…”

She kept repeating that for a few moments until suddenly the only thing visible was Jason’s balls. He was all the way inside her and she made him stop there as she leaned up to kiss him and grind her hips down on his cock.

Very soon, she was already coming and being transported to a whole other level and plane of existence where a pleasure so intense awaited her that she would never be the same.

Soon, the key swinging from her neck was all I could focus on, almost like it was taunting me. I couldn’t wait to be freed from the cage and free to truly revel in the pleasures of what I was witnessing.

But it was going to be a while.

So, I did my best to sit back, relax, and enjoy the show.


Chapter Five

I’ll never forget the look on her face as every single inch of Jason’s cock was firmly and completely inside her. She was experiencing pure, unadulterated pleasure - more intense than anything I could possibly imagine or experience for myself.

The dopamine flooding my brain was almost too much to bear. I reached down to stroke my cock but was denied by the plastic cage in which I found myself locked. If I could have ripped the thing off right then and there, I would have, but it was impossible without the key around my wife’s neck and I knew she had no intention of letting me out early. She was going to make it hard on me.

Her eyes flashed to me as I touched my cock cage.

“Tsk, tsk,” she said as Jason withdrew from her body and then pressed his hips forward again beginning a slow thrust that was bringing Molly so much pleasure, it was clearly hard for her to even get words out, let alone complete sentences.

“Aww...is...someone...getting...a...little...too...excited?”

I nodded vigorously.

She smiled a devious smile and called me over.

“Kiss me, I want you to taste his cock on my breath.”

I did as I was told and leaned down to kiss Molly as she writhed and shaked on Jason’s giant cock. Her tongue was wet and warm with a bitter, acrid taste. She kissed me back hard, clearly enjoying the attention of two men at once as well as the power trip.

She pulled back from the kiss and reached up to grab the key, holding it out in my direction to taunt me. She twirled it between her fingers.

“Don’t you wish you could touch yourself? Don’t you wish you could take out that wimpy dick and jerk off while you watch a real man fuck your wife?”

I nodded vigorously knowing full well it wouldn’t make a difference. She smiled and bit her bottom lip.

“Well, that’s just too bad,” she said.

Then she pushed me away and concentrated solely on fucking Jason as hard as she could.

“Fuck, babe. I can’t believe what he is making me feel. Things you never could, he’s so deep I didn’t even know I could feel pleasure in these places. You could never...ever...fuck me like this.”

Molly stopped thrusting back against Jason and then turned around to suck his cock for a little. I stared, once again mesmerized by the spectacle.

“This is such a beautiful cock, don’t you think babe?” she asked, turning towards me. “Don’t I look so hot sucking this big, beautiful, black cock?”

“Absolutely you do, so sexy,” I said, once again grabbing for my cock but Molly noticed instantly and wagged a shaming finger at me.

“Lay down,” she said to Jason, “I want to ride this thing.”

Jason laid down on the bed and Molly climbed on top and slid right down on his dick since she was good and stretched out at that point. I watched as she bounced her juicy, supple, and toned ass up and down on his cock. She was driving him wild and I could tell he was doing his best not to come with each labored, concentrated breath he took.

But then Molly started nibbling on his ear and whispering all kinds of sweet nasties to him and I could tell he didn’t stand a chance for much longer. When she got going, she could be absolutely filthy and there wasn’t a man on earth who could withstand her barrage of sensual, vivid and deviant dirty talk. Not even a stud like Jason.

“You gonna give me that nut?” she whispered. “I want that hot, sticky cum.”

She turned back to me as she continued to ride and grind her hips down onto him.

“I think I’m gonna let him cum in my pussy, that ok with you babe? Do you want to watch him breed me?”

I opened my mouth to protest. She wasn’t on the pill and Jason wasn’t wearing a condom. But she cut me off with a wave of her hand.

“I don’t give a fuck what you say, I want him to cum in my pussy,” she turned back to Jason, placing both hands on his massive pecs for better leverage and began to ride harder and faster. “Fill me up with your seed, baby. Breed this married pussy.”

I swallowed hard. Fuck it was so hot.

And so...dangerous.


Chapter Six

Jason’s legs tensed up beneath Molly’s weight. I heard him grunt and gasp for breath. It was coming. He couldn’t hold it any longer. He was coming. In my wife. A mix of horror and insane jealousy and lust coursed through my veins. Molly had gone off script here. This was not part of the plan. It was something we’d fantasized about countless times, but it hadn’t been covered in the ground rules.

I wasn’t mad, but I was scared. Although at the time I was too fucking turned on to give a shit. Jason’s giant, dark rod was pumping my wife’s belly full of white hot come and the fact that she wasn’t on the pill made it all the more exciting. I couldn’t think far enough down the road to what the implications of her actually getting…

Molly came hard and loud. Harder and louder than I’d ever witnessed before. The image of her face, eyes rolled back in her head, mouth open, body shaking and the sounds she was making are burned into my memory for all time. I will simply never forget it. Or get tired of masturbating to it when the mood strikes, but that's for another day.

“Oh god yes, fill me up baby. It’s so warm and feels so good,” Molly slid herself off of Jason and laid down next to him so her pummeled pussy was facing me straight on. She leaned over and sucked his cock, coaxing the last little bit of cream from the tip. But all I could focus on was her wet pussy.

It was two seconds, maybe three but they were the longest of my life. After that delay, the river of cum that had entered her womb came seeping out, dripping down the sides of her legs and onto the bed sheets. When I say river, it was a river. His load had to be two or three times the volume of my typical nut.

A jealous, crazy rage that turned to lust and longing overtook me. Seeing another man plant his seed in my wife awakened something in me. Something powerful and monstrous but also somehow beautiful and useful. I could simply not wait to be free to reclaim what was mine, but I knew Molly was going to revel in the power she held over me for a little longer.

Soon, Jason was cleaning himself up and changing to leave us to enjoy the aftermath alone as Molly laid on the bed, dipping a dainty finger inside herself, tweaking her nipples and looking down to see the last drops of Jason’s hot, sticky load leaving her body and drying on her legs. She was so turned on and clearly ready for more, but it seemed for the moment, she’d forgotten I was there.

But then that all changed and she snapped her gaze towards me. She held up the key around her neck.

“Are you ready to be unlocked?” she asked. But there was something in the tone of her voice that let me know loud and clear she had no intention of setting me free. At least not yet.

“Yes,” I answered. Hoping against hope I was reading her wrong.

She beckoned me over with a finger.

“You have to clean me up first,” she said with a wicked smile. “Come eat this freshly fucked pussy,” she said.

And...I obeyed her.


Chapter Seven

After I performed my cleanup duties, Jason was long gone and Molly finally, mercifully let me out of my cage. The game was over and a new one was beginning.

It was time to reclaim what was mine and remind my whore of a wife just who exactly she belonged to.

I heard the click of the lock and watched it fall to the ground and roll under the bed. Molly looked up at me from her knees and smiled innocently.

“You gonna punish me now, daddy?” she said, reaching up to touch my cock which was rapidly filling with blood and was soon hard as stone.

“Stand the fuck up,” I said, grabbing her by the arm and forcing her over to the bed. “Bend over.”

She did as she was told.

“Mmm, I like this. Did you enjoy watching me be a little slut? Fucking that big, black cock? Mmm, he was so much better than you.”

I slapped her ass with my open palm, hard. I could see a five-finger red mark on her left cheek. She squealed with delight.

“That’s right, daddy. I was a bad little slut. I need to be punished.”

I leaned up against her body and prepared to enter her from behind.

“You need to be reminded who you belong to, don’t you?”

“That’s right, I do,” she said, reaching up and running her fingers through my hair.

“Are you ready to get fucked again?” I asked.

“You know I am, I’m always ready to get fucked. But...I don’t know if I’ll even be able to feel you having Jason inside me...you can try, but I doubt…”

The primal instinct in me to reclaim my wife and plant my seed inside her to compete with Jason’s kicked into overdrive. I thrust deep inside her and I wasn’t gentle about it either.

The forcefulness of my entry cut her words short and made her shut her eyes tightly.

“We’ll just see about that,” I hissed in her ear.

I was so hard, I was maybe a quarter of an inch longer I bet. Thicker too. And it was just enough. Because soon Molly was coming all over me. Harder and louder than she did with Jason even.

And soon, she was begging me to impregnate her. To fill her with my seed. She wanted another load inside her.

“Fuck yes, that’s it baby, give me that cum. Fill me up, please,” she begged.

And...I obeyed.

. . .

We spent the rest of our stay in that luxurious penthouse reliving the experience over and over and over again. I lost count but I think we fucked over a dozen times between that night and the following day.

It was a hell of a way to spend our anniversary and an experience we won’t soon forget. I know Molly has already made plans, as soon as we can find a sitter, to go into the city on her own and meet up for a night of fun with Jason again.

Needless to say, she’s hooked and craving another fix. And I am more than happy to let her out on her own to play and scratch that itch.

As for that seed we planted inside her? Well, time will tell won’t it?

It always does.

THE END


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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