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    Scarlett Offers
A Bribe 
 
      
 
    A Hotwife Romance 
 
    By: F. Rey Noel 
 
    ◈ ◈ ◈ 
 
      
 
    My wife Scarlett is the best thing that’s ever happened to me. I know a lot of guys say that, but in my case it’s actually the truth. When we first met in college, well, let’s just say she was quite the party girl if you know what I mean. Never in a million years did I ever think I’d be able to win her favor and keep her “tied down” for even a few months, let alone the rest of our lives. I guess the secret was that I never really did try to keep her tied down, not in the traditional sense anyway. I mean sure, we’re married, but I understood from the moment I met her that Scarlett needed a certain amount of latitude to be who she was and quench the specific thirsts that she often had. 
 
    I went into it with eyes wide open. I was more than okay with our arrangement and had been from the night we met. It was at a frat party, off-campus, and I had wandered upstairs, looking for my buddy, Eric, who lived on the third floor of the frat. I was hoping to escape the crush on the dance floor and maybe smoke a joint or two safely away from the raucous party. I was a little drunk though and couldn’t quite remember what room was his and I stumbled into the wrong one. Only it turned out to be the right one when it was all said and done because Scarlett was in there. 
 
    There she was, the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen, next to the bed, on her knees, sucking on a big, meaty, dark cock. My eyes went wide when I realized what was happening. It took a few moments for it all to process in my mind. I stood there, unable to move or look away. Scarlett was so into sucking his dick and the guy, some big football player, was lost in whatever pleasure he was feeling, eyes shut tight, that neither one of them noticed me for at least a minute. They didn’t even hear the door open apparently. Then I moved my right foot and my sneaker squeaked against the hardwood floor. 
 
    Scarlett wheeled around, still holding the big, fat cock in her hand and looked at me. But she didn’t look embarrassed or even surprised. She looked at me and then down towards my crotch and raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Well, if you want to stay and watch, at least close the door,” she said.  
 
    What? 
 
    I looked down at my crotch and realized I was fully erect. What the hell was happening to me? I wasn’t sure, but Scarlett simply went back to sucking dick and I closed the door behind me. And stayed in the room. The guy didn’t seem to give a crap if I was there or not. So, I sat down on the bed and watched. I didn’t touch myself or anything, at least not at first. The thought hadn’t even crossed my mind until Scarlett suggested it. 
 
    After a few minutes of watching her slurp and gag on the biggest cock I’d ever seen, Scarlett once again turned to me and this time she looked annoyed or put off by something and I thought it had to be me. I thought she was going to tell me to leave. Or call me a perv and ask what I was still doing there. But she didn’t do any of that. 
 
    “Well, are you going to jerk off or what?” 
 
    Jerk off? 
 
    Well, I was hard as a rock and she did look sexy as all hell slutting herself out for a big dick that belonged to a guy she probably just met fifteen minutes ago. So, with my inhibitions lowered and my judgment slightly impaired from the five vodka shots I’d downed earlier in the evening, I unzipped my jeans and took out my hard cock. I wasn’t huge like the guy she was sucking, but I wasn’t small either. Maybe a tad bit above average? Who knows? Who cares? Most guys worry too much about size and not enough about the other things but that’s a discussion for another day. 
 
    Scarlett turned again to look at me and looked pleased this time to see me sitting there, stroking my cock, and watching her suck dick. She took her mouth off and looked at my dick, appraising it with hungry eyes. 
 
    “Not bad, actually,” she said and beckoned me over with a finger, “Come here, I want to suck you.” 
 
    My heart was thudding in my chest as I stood up and walked the few feet over to where she was, my jeans were down around my thighs and I almost tripped and fell over when I tried to take the first step but thankfully I saved myself from the colossal embarrassment that would have followed had I fallen down on my way to get my dick sucked. I managed to arrive at Scarlett’s side upright and still hard. 
 
    She looked up at the big dude she was sucking off and said, “I’m gonna suck him now.” 
 
    And my heart melted as my excitement spiked. This was really going to happen and she was so beautiful. The most delicious little slut I’d ever laid eyes on and she wanted to suck my cock. 
 
    The guy shrugged and said, “go for it.” 
 
    Before I knew it, Scarlett’s wet and warm mouth was wrapped around the head of my cock and soon sliding down the shaft until I was almost entirely down her throat. 
 
    I came in less than thirty seconds. Even though I was a little tipsy and even though it wasn’t my first rodeo by any stretch, there was just something about the whole thing - really about her - that was just so sexy and powerful I couldn’t help but erupt. 
 
    She took it like a champ too and swallowed every drop even though I apologized profusely for...what? I wasn’t sure. 
 
    “It’s alright, I’m awesome at giving head. I take it as a compliment,” she said with a smile and a wink. Some of my cum was still glistening on her supple lips. 
 
    I stood there for a moment as my dick deflated, unsure what to do. 
 
    Scarlett went back to sucking the guy off and then eventually turned around and looked at me as if to say Oh, didn’t realize you were still here. 
 
    “He’s going to fuck me now,” she said, “You can stay and watch if you want.” 
 
    But it was suddenly all too much and I had to get out of there. 
 
    “No thanks, maybe next time,” I said, stumbling and mumbling my way out of the room, tripping over furniture as I did. “Really, thanks. This was great, you were great. It was all great. Both of you.” 
 
    Both of you? 
 
    What was I saying? 
 
    As I backed out of the room, Scarlett winked at me and blew me a kiss. 
 
    “Bye,” she said. 
 
    That image is burned into my memory forever, the most beautiful and confident woman I’d ever seen, on her knees, a big, black cock in her hand, my cum still on her breath and she’s blowing me a kiss. We hadn’t even learned each other’s names yet. 
 
    I closed the door behind me and eventually managed to find Eric’s room and smoked a few joints to calm myself down. I told Eric the whole story and while he was amused, he thought it was all rather strange. 
 
    “No. No, it wasn’t,” I said, my body tingling from the intense high I was experiencing. And that’s when I had an epiphany. 
 
    “I need to marry that girl,” I said as Eric lit up another joint. He cackled and assured me I wanted no part of a slut like that, but he was wrong. I wanted every part of a slut like that. I declined the newly-sparked joint and rushed out of the room and back down the hall and burst into the room where Scarlett had been. 
 
    But it was empty. 
 
    To make a long story short, I eventually found her out on the dance floor later in the night. She was dancing with another hulking guy from the football team, a different guy than the one from the room. But I just had to talk to her. 
 
    So, I summoned up all my courage and walked right over to her. 
 
    “Can we talk?”  
 
    “I’d rather fuck,” she said back, still dancing with the guy behind her, she was shaking her ass and grinding it into his crotch with such force I thought she might knock him over despite the nearly one-hundred pounds he probably had on her. 
 
    She leaned back and whispered something in his ear and he looked at me, then shrugged his shoulders. 
 
    “Alright, sure,” he said. 
 
    “What?” I asked, barely able to hear over the loud music. 
 
    Scarlett smiled and then leaned towards me and whispered in my ear. 
 
    “Let’s go back upstairs and have a threesome,” she said. 
 
    “Didn’t we kind of just do that?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged and shook her head. 
 
    “So? Plus, you never put your dick in me. Don’t you want to feel how stretched out I am from that big, black cock you were watching me suck?” 
 
    She bit her lip and studied my reaction and then grabbed a handful of my cock. It was rock hard. 
 
    “Thought so,” she said. 
 
    So the three of us went back up to the room and had a threesome. A proper one where I put my cock inside her this time. It was a magical blur of body parts, sweat, cum, and saliva.  
 
    Anyway, we started hanging out pretty regularly and just kind of kept having these sexual adventures as if it was all perfectly natural and normal. Our friends thought we were nuts but they just didn’t understand. Sometimes I joined in but most of the time I just watched and then after, when it was just me and her, we’d relive the moment together. That was always the most powerful. 
 
    I figured we had a few months tops before she’d get bored with me and tell me to beat it. So I was determined to enjoy it while it lasted. No one was more surprised than me when it just kept going. And going. And going. 
 
    She actually asked me to be her boyfriend before I ever had the courage to ask her to be my girlfriend. Despite it carrying on longer than expecting I still never allowed my mind to think there was a chance we could be a serious thing. Hard to believe right? But what I didn’t realize until she told me, was that much like Scarlett wasn’t like other girls, I wasn’t like other guys either. 
 
    “Most guys want me like they want a watch, or a nice car. They want me to be their property. They almost never say it like that, but they always act like it. You don’t. And I like that about you.” 
 
    To wrap this part of the story up so we can get to the meat and potatoes, eventually, we said ‘I do,’ and settled down, more or less in the traditional sense. Except after five years of marriage we still like to have fun and enjoy the lifestyle as we’d come to call it.  
 
    We both had pretty busy lives and hectic careers and we were planning to have kids someday in the not so distant future. But we made sure to set aside at least one night a week to do the thing that really made us...us. 
 
    Which brings me to this story I’m about to tell you. It was one of those nights and lately we’d been playing a game we simply called I Dare You. But really, it was nothing more than a dolled-up night on the town where we’d hit various bars, clubs, and strip joints and I would basically dare Scarlett to do things. Namely, flirt with other guys and see where it led. And usually it led to her pleasing their cocks in front of me or with me joining in. I guess we hadn’t really changed much since our college days but it worked for us. Why question it? 
 
      
 
    ◈ ◈ ◈ 
 
      
 
    It was a Friday night. At least, I’m pretty sure it was. Scarlett was wearing this tight, red dress with fishnet stockings. She put in a long, dangling belly button ring (my favorite) and her blond hair was wavy and flowing with fresh, new, subtle curls. She looked more beautiful than the day we’d met and as soon as she stepped out of the bathroom to tell me she was ready to go I had a lump in my throat...and my pants. 
 
    “My god, you look incredible,” I whispered. She smiled and held up her finger.  
 
    “Keep it in your pants...for now,” she said with a wry smile. She knew me all too well.  
 
    We called a ride and headed downtown to this swanky new lounge-slash-club , called The Empire, that we’d heard from some friends was a decent place to meet “like-minded” people. We’d been wanting to check it out for a while now and it seemed like the perfect night. 
 
    And there was no way Scarlett was going to come up empty handed looking like that. It was a certainty that I would be watching her service someone elses cock that night. Probably, a big black one. Not that she discriminated per se, but she was a self-professed size queen and on average, black guys just tended to be bigger in her (and our) experience. Plus, she loved the contrast of her skin against theirs, there was something so erotic about it. Personally, I would have to agree with that. It was pretty sexy. 
 
    We arrived at The Empire a little early and filtered in through the front entrance. The place was dimly lit and sparsely populated, but like I said, it was a little early.  
 
    Scarlett and I headed for the back and took our seats on a dark-brown, leather loveseat adjacent to the end of the bar. We looked around and well, there wasn’t much doing. 
 
    “Shall I get us some drinks?” I asked. 
 
    “That would be lovely,” Scarlett said. “Vodka-tonic please.” 
 
    I went up to the bar and waited a few anxious seconds before the bartender acknowledged my presence.  
 
    “What’ll it be?” she asked. 
 
    “I’ll have a vodka-tonic and a scotch and soda, please.” 
 
    “Coming right up.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    I tapped my hands on the bar and looked around. 
 
    “Do you guys usually get busy later?” 
 
    She looked up at me and then looked around. Then she checked her watch. 
 
    “Oh yeah, in about a half-hour to an hour this place will be packed.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    “Here you go, one vodka-tonic and one scotch and soda.” 
 
    I thanked her very much and paid for the drinks. 
 
    “Should be getting crowded within the hour,” I said as I sat back down next to Scarlett and handed her the vodka-tonic. 
 
    “Well, cheers,” she said. We clinked glasses and sipped liberally from our drinks. It helped take the edge off. 
 
    No matter how many times we did this, chatting up strangers and hitting on them was never something you really got used to. Well, maybe Scarlett did. But not me.  
 
    However, I find that following the fear is a good rule for life. I like to live where the fear is. All of the best things in my life have come from following that feeling. But I think that’s yet another conversation best saved for another time. 
 
    We finished our first drinks rather quickly and I went up to order a second round. At the hour mark, only about another handful of people had filtered into the place. It was beginning to look like the night may turn out to be a dud. 
 
    Disappointing but no matter. We didn’t bat a thousand doing this and never expected to. We had our ways of making the evening worthwhile no matter what. 
 
    “Alright, I’m bored. Let’s start,” Scarlett said. 
 
    “Really, you want to play right now?” 
 
    “Sure, why not? I’ll go first.” 
 
    “Okay…” 
 
    “Feel my pussy,” she said and spread her legs, pulling her dress up for easier access.  
 
    Now, this was a place to meet like-minded people as I mentioned but it wasn’t that kind of place. It wasn’t an all-out, in your face swingers paradise sex palace orgy kingdom. We’d been to those places before and they could be fun, but we preferred something a little more laid back and low key. 
 
    Anyway, suffice to say, I had to check my surroundings first to make sure the coast was clear and indeed it was. No one was paying us any mind at all. 
 
    I reached out with my hand and placed it between Scarlett’s warm legs and felt her pussy. She wasn’t wearing any panties and I felt a shiver go down my spine.  
 
    She opened her mouth and let out a soft moan before sucking in a deep breath. I didn’t put a finger inside, that was too risky, but I could still feel how wet she was and my cock lurched and stiffened in my pants. 
 
    “Mmm, alright. Your turn,” she said, as I took my hand away and she sat up and moved her legs a little closer together. 
 
    It was a cliche, sure. But I couldn’t think of anything better so I just blurted it out. 
 
    “Bathroom blowjob,” I said. 
 
    Scarlett rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Oh come on! You always pick that one!” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
    “Can you blame me?” 
 
    Scarlett smiled and stood up, straightening out her dress and then downed the last of her second drink. I could tell she was already feeling pretty good (it never took more than a drink or two for her). 
 
    She reached out for my hand and pulled me to my feet.  
 
    My cock was still hard and so as she led me away from the love seat and towards the bathrooms in the back, I had to quickly reach in and tuck my boner up into the waist of my pants. 
 
      
 
    ◈ ◈ ◈ 
 
      
 
    We busted into the men’s room, our bodies already entangled in a sloppy embrace, and luckily it was empty. Yes, I know what you’re thinking but we had a lot of experience with this. The odds of someone walking in and ratting you out to the bouncer or club security were exponentially higher when engaging in sexual acts in the women’s room. Simply put, the getting-caught factor far outweighed the filth-factor for us. 
 
    Scarlett giggled as I kicked open a stall in the back and led her inside. I closed and locked the door behind me. 
 
    “We better hurry up,” she whispered, groping for my zipper. 
 
    “Well, that’s all up to you now, isn’t it?” I said, finding my fly and unzipping it for her. 
 
    She bit her bottom lip. 
 
    “Challenge accepted,” she said. 
 
    She reached into my trousers and pulled out my hard cock, she gave it a few quick pumps with her hand before taking it into her mouth. 
 
    I closed my eyes as she softly sucked me off. The wet warmth of her mouth spread the length of my shaft slowly and with purpose until I was all the way inside and down her throat.  
 
    She sucked and slurped hard, almost greedily. 
 
    “Oh Scarlett,” I moaned. And she sucked harder. She loved when I moaned her name during sex, but she especially loved to hear it when she was giving me head. 
 
    I reached down and grabbed her blonde hair and pulled it back and away from her face so I could have a better view. She looked up at me just then and we locked eyes as her tongue flicked out and tickled my balls. 
 
    “Fuck, baby,” I whispered.  
 
    I was getting very close to exploding in her mouth when I heard the unmistakable sound of the door to the bathroom swinging open.  
 
    Scarlett stopped dead, my cock still in her mouth as her eyes went wide. 
 
    But it was too late for me. Something about the adrenaline rush from knowing that someone else was in the room with us sent me tumbling over the edge. 
 
    “Oh fuck, I’m gonna come,” I said. Or more like blurted out. It was totally involuntary.  
 
    Scarlett, bless her heart, just moaned and went along with it, eagerly gulping my seed down into her belly. 
 
    “Jesus christ, what the fuck,” I heard someone mutter as they turned and went right back out the door.  
 
    When the door slammed shut I looked down at Scarlett. My face must have been bright red at that point. 
 
    “Well, they definitely heard us.” 
 
    Scarlett was giggling as she adjusted her dress and stood up. 
 
    “Hurry up, let’s get out of here before -” 
 
    Boom! 
 
    The door burst open once again and I knew by the force of the sound we were in trouble.  
 
    “Out of the stall, now!” a deep, booming voice called. 
 
    I looked at Scarlett as if to say, what the hell do we do now? 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. I looked all around, then up at the ceiling. Scarlett rolled her eyes at me. 
 
    “There’s nowhere else to go,” she hissed. Then reached for the latch and opened the door.  
 
    She went out first, I followed sheepishly behind.  
 
    Standing in the middle of the bathroom, arms folded and a scowl on his face, was a large black man with a handlebar mustache. He was tall, at least six-foot-two, and he was bald. He had a faded tattoo on his left forearm and looked like he’d been carved from solid oak. 
 
    He was wearing a name tag that said: JACK 
 
    And beneath that, his polo shirt read: SECURITY. 
 
    “Shit,” I muttered.  
 
    “Yeah, shit is right. Come with me,” he said.  
 
    We followed him out of the bathroom like two obedient but definitely guilty kids who’d just been caught doing something that was going to get them grounded for life.  
 
    Scarlett looked at me and for the first time in my life, I saw fear in her eyes. Real fear. 
 
    To be honest, I was scared too. 
 
    This dude seemed serious and in no mood for bullshit. 
 
    Would he call the cops? Would we be arrested? 
 
    So much for the odds being in our favor. 
 
    Guess we should’ve tried the women’s room. 
 
      
 
    ◈ ◈ ◈ 
 
      
 
    The security office was sparse and dimly lit. Shocker, right? Jack sat across the metal desk from us. Scarlett fidgeted with her dress and I tried to maintain eye contact without wetting myself. 
 
    “So,” he said, sitting back in his chair a little. He reached out for a remote control and picked it up. “We have you on video, so let’s just skip the part where you say we can’t prove anything and blah, blah, blah. We can prove it.” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. Was he bluffing or serious? I followed his eyes to the wall and saw a small TV screen. On it were four different feeds from around the club but none of them were in the bathroom. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Scarlett said, “you can’t have security cameras in the bathroom! That’s illegal. Isn’t it?” 
 
    Jack raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “So is blowing your husband in a public restroom.” 
 
    My head was spinning and I was breathing hard. 
 
    “So, where does that leave us?” 
 
    He put down the remote and picked up the phone that was on the desk. 
 
    “Why don’t I just call the cops and let them decide? Police chief’s a good friend of mine. Served together. They’ll know what to do.” 
 
    But before he could dial, something caught his eye on the TV screen. It appeared a long line was forming outside the club and the doorman was in a heated discussion with a group of younger-looking people.  
 
    “Shit,” he said, putting the phone down and rising from his feet. “Wait here.” 
 
    And he left us there. 
 
    Scarlett and I immediately turned to each other. 
 
    “There’s no way he can call the cops,” she said, “And if he does, so what? Let him. He’s got nothing. There’s no way they’re filming people in the bathroom and if they are, he would never want to advertise that. I don’t care if the police chief is his best friend for life. It’s a bluff.” 
 
    I wasn’t sold. Scarlett was probably right but I didn’t want to take a chance. 
 
    Jack seemed pissed and confident. 
 
    I didn’t want to spend even one minute in jail or worse - be charged with some sort of sex crime. Would they put us in a database? Would we have to go door to door and tell our neighbors? 
 
    In the midst of my irrational panic, I had an idea. 
 
    An irrational solution. So crazy, it might just work.  
 
    I placed my hand on her knees. 
 
    “I have an idea.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, what is it?” 
 
    “We bribe him.” 
 
    Scarlett quite literally guffawed in my face. 
 
    “What? You can’t be serious? With what?” 
 
    “You,” I said. My voice was almost a whisper. 
 
    Scarlett raised an eyebrow and bit her bottom lip. I could tell she was liking where I was going with this. 
 
    “What’s the worst that could happen? Not like he’s a police officer, right? You can offer him a blowjob, if he says no...then oh well.” 
 
    “He won’t say no,” Scarlett said. Her body was regaining its composure and confident posture. It made me sit up a little straighter myself. “I saw him checking me out.” 
 
    The door opened and in walked Jack. 
 
      
 
    ◈ ◈ ◈ 
 
      
 
    He seemed a little more relaxed than before as he took his seat across from us. He took a deep breath and rubbed his temples. 
 
    I was tempted to ask him what happened outside and if everything was alright, but I thought better of it. I figured it was best if I kept quiet and let Scarlett do all the talking. But then things took quite the unexpected turn. 
 
    “Alright, look. You’re right. We don’t film people in the bathroom. Of course, that’s illegal. But we both know what you were doing. So let’s just cut the shit, alright?” 
 
    He stared at me and then looked at Scarlett and threw his hands up in the air. 
 
    “I’m not gonna call the cops. Just get the hell out of here and don’t come back, alright? Find somewhere else to get your kicks. Got it?” 
 
    I almost burst out laughing right then and there. I looked over at Scarlett and I could tell she was holding it in too. 
 
    All the worrying and scheming and here he was, just going to let us waltz right out without so much as a slap on the wrist. 
 
    I stood up and got ready to leave, but Scarlett remained seated. I reached out for her hand to help her to her feet but she swatted it away, much to my surprise.  
 
    She was staring straight at Jack, a hunger in her eyes, and he was staring back at her. 
 
    “What is it?” he asked.  
 
    Scarlett bit her bottom lip. Sexy as all hell. 
 
    “Well, Jack. Now I’m disappointed,” she said, laying it on thick. 
 
    “And why’s that?” 
 
    “Because, we were going to offer you a nice bribe to forget this whole thing ever happened and now...well, now we don’t need to.” 
 
    Jack chuckled. 
 
    “Oh yeah? A bribe huh? You know, I could use a good bribe. How much were you thinking?”  
 
    He was joking of course, playing along with what he thought was a little joke from my wife. It hadn’t quite hit him yet what she was getting at and that she was completely serious. 
 
    “No, not that kind of bribe. We don’t have much cash on us,” Scarlett said, leaning forward so that Jack had a perfect view of her ample cleavage. 
 
    I watched him stare, he couldn’t help it. And my cock started to get hard as I realized he was now firmly under Scarlett’s spell and would not be able to resist. 
 
    “No? Well, then what kind of bribe did you have in mind?” he asked. 
 
    I reached over and turned the lock on the door with a soft click. 
 
    Jack cast a curious eye in my direction as Scarlett stood up and walked over to his side of the desk and wrapped her arms around him from behind and whispered in his ear. 
 
    “I was thinking I could suck your cock like I just sucked my husband’s...maybe better even.” 
 
    I could see the goosebumps on Jack’s skin as he looked up at Scarlett and then over at me. 
 
    “It’s ok, he likes to watch. He might even join in too. That is, if that’s alright with you?” 
 
    Jack was breathing heavily now and I could see it plainly in his eyes. He wasn’t quite sure what the hell was going on, but he wasn’t going to ask too many questions either. 
 
    And who would with a woman as scorching hot as Scarlett begging to suck their cock? 
 
    “Sure, sure. That’s fine, uh…” 
 
    Suddenly, the imposing, alpha-male, security guard was at a loss for words and unsure what to do. But Scarlett knew exactly what to do to build him back up. 
 
    “Stand up,” she said. She sat down on the desk in front of him and started to unbuckle his pants. 
 
    “Shit, you’re serious? Really?” Jack looked at me and I nodded. 
 
    “Enjoy,” I said, taking one of the seats opposite them and pulling it around the side for a better view. 
 
    ◈ ◈ ◈ 
 
      
 
    Scarlett’s eyes were wide with excitement as she undid his belt. She popped the button out and then pulled the zipper down all the way. She pulled his pants down next and gasped softly, eyeing the bulge in his underwear that was nearly poking her in the eye now. 
 
    She was in her element, her domain. She looked over at me and blew me a kiss as she reached into his waistband and pulled his underwear down next. 
 
    Jack’s colossal cock flopped out, springing up like it was shot out of a cannon and boinged up and down for a few seconds before finally stabilizing at a shade over 180 degrees. 
 
    Scarlett reached out and touched the head with her index finger. 
 
    “Holy shit,” she whispered. 
 
    Jack looked down and smiled. 
 
    “You like that?” 
 
    “Yes I do. Big, black cocks are my favorite,” she said, wrapping her tiny fingers around the thick shaft. “And you have a beautiful one.” 
 
    Jack smiled at that as she gave the fat head of his prick a soft kiss with her wet lips. Lips which I assumed were still glistening with some of my come. If the thought had occurred to Jack, he didn’t seem to care one bit. She began to slowly jerk him off as she admired his member. 
 
    I watched her wedding ring sparkle in the dim, overhead light. That was one of my favorite parts of being married. It was always exciting before we got hitched, but there was something about watching that diamond sparkle as it danced up and down another man’s shaft that was just so deliciously wrong and depraved that it got my cock a little extra hard. 
 
    “It gets bigger too,” Jack said, looking down as Scarlett jerked him to life. 
 
    And he wasn’t lying. In the next few seconds the thing seemed to grow an additional two inches. I didn’t have my ruler with me but he had to be approaching foot-long territory and he was thick too. 
 
    Scarlett licked her lips and began to suck him off. I watched her head bob up and down for a little while as my pants tented around my crotch and my dick became harder than a steel rod in frozen tundra.  
 
    She looked over at me and took his dick out of her mouth. 
 
    “Well, are you gonna jerk off or what?” 
 
    I smiled and nodded my head as I unzipped my own pants and took out my hard cock. She really got off on being watched. It was truthfully what made us such a perfect pair. A match made in heaven, you might say. Thought I doubt God would.  
 
    “Good boy,” she said and then she went back to sucking off Jack. He looked over at me and I think he felt a little strange. I’m not sure if he’d ever been watched quite like this before so in an effort to make things a little less strange, I stood up and walked over to the desk and stood next to Scarlett.  
 
    She reached out and grabbed my dick and began to stroke it while she sucked Jack even harder. I could hear the spit and saliva sloshing around in her mouth as she sucked and slurped on his cock. 
 
    Jack reached out and offered me a fist bump. 
 
    “You are one lucky man, if I found a girl like this, I’d marry her too.” 
 
    “Thanks man,” I said, “but I think you’re gonna be the lucky one tonight.” 
 
    Scarlett looked up and smiled, his cock still in her mouth. Then she took it out and spit on it and began to work her hand up and down the shaft in a circular motion. 
 
    “My pussy is so wet right now, I need you inside me,” she whispered. She laid back, resting her on her elbows on the desk. It was just long enough to support her ass. Jack pushed the chair over so she could rest her feet on it and she spread her legs wide to reveal her juicy pussy. 
 
    Much like her wedding ring, the insides of her thighs glistened in the dim overhead light as her juices trickled out of her quivering cunt.  
 
    “Mmm, fuck me, baby. Stick that big, fat cock inside me,” she reached out and pulled Jack closer to her. 
 
    He rubbed the head of his cock on the entrance of her pussy as he prepared to split her in two. She whimpered and moaned as the sensations made her skin break out in goose flesh.  
 
    I moved position so that I was closer to where her head was and offered her my cock. She reached out and grabbed it softly but never took her eyes off her vagina. Her favorite part was watching it go in. Watching it split her lips and pressed past the entrance as it stretched her to the max and filled her up to her absolute limit.  
 
    “Oh fuck, look at that baby. You ready to see him fuck me?” 
 
    I nodded a vigorous yes in response and cast my gaze down between her legs as well. It was my favorite part also, after all.  
 
    Jack was still rubbing the head of his cock against her pussy when there came a knock on the door. 
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    We all froze in unison. The steady, pulsing beat of the music seemed to thump in tandem with my heart which was now in my throat.  
 
    Jack picked up the remote and clicked a button. The quadrant on the screen changed to display the feed from just outside the door. 
 
    “It’s Derrick, shit,” he muttered. 
 
    Standing just outside the door was a man even larger than Jack. He was pure muscle and I recognized him instantly: the doorman I saw on the feed earlier was attempting to tame the crowd that had gathered outside the door. 
 
    “One second,” Jack said. “Let me just get rid of him.” 
 
    But before he could leave, Scarlett grabbed him by the shirt and held him there while she gazed at Derrick’s imposing frame on the TV screen. 
 
    “Mmm, but he’s so sexy...do we have to get rid of him? Maybe we can invite him in to play too?” 
 
    Jack shook his head.  
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Sure, why not? The more the merrier. Right babe?” 
 
    “That’s right,” I said. 
 
    Jack quickly tucked himself back in and pulled up his pants and went to answer the door. I tucked back in as well, but stayed in my seat.  
 
    Scarlett remained exactly where she was and didn’t bother to hide anything. She still laid back on the desk, legs spread wide, playing with herself a little and moaning softly.  
 
    “Yo, we’re all clear out there,” I heard Derrick say. 
 
    “Yeah? Alright, cool. Hey, come in here a second,” Jack said and soon Derrick was in the room with us. 
 
    “Alright, whoa!”  
 
    Jack closed the door behind them and clicked the lock once more.  
 
    Derrick stood there, dumbfounded and stared at Scarlett who was playing with her pussy. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Derrick said. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “I was about to fuck your boss here, but then you knocked on the door and you just so sexy I had to have you. Both of you,” Scarlett said, still playing with herself.  
 
    “Holy shit, is this a prank?” 
 
    “No prank,” Jack said. 
 
    Then Derrick finally noticed me sitting there next to his right arm. 
 
    “Who’s this?” 
 
    Scarlett let out a slutty little giggle.  
 
    “That’s my husband, don’t worry, he likes to watch.” 
 
    Derrick shook his head. 
 
    “This is crazy.” 
 
    He looked at Jack who shrugged his shoulders.  
 
    “You want in or not?” Jack asked.  
 
    Derrick thought for a moment, looked at Scarlett on the desk and said… 
 
    “Fuck it, hell yeah I’m in.” 
 
    And who could blame him. Suddenly his shirt was off revealing a dark, chiseled torso that was perfectly v-shaped with the most insane set of abs I’d ever seen. Scarlett reached out in awe and ran her hand along them. 
 
    “Wow, so hard and sexy,” she said. Then she beckoned him with a finger. “Come here and eat this pussy.” 
 
    Derrick didn’t need to be told twice and within a second flat, he was on his knees by the desk with his face between my wife’s legs. 
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    While Derrick eagerly lapped at my wife’s wet cunt, Jack stood near her head and let him suck her off. I was a little disappointed no one was fucking her yet, but it was pretty hot to watch all the same and the anticipation and build up were rising to a fever pitch. It would make it all the more exciting when one of them finally split her open. 
 
    After a few minutes, Scarlett could take it no longer. 
 
    “Alright, one of you needs to fuck me right now.” 
 
    Derrick stood up and reached into his pants and hauled out an absolute monster cock. It was every bit the size of Jack’s and perhaps a little longer. 
 
    “Whoa, whoa, hold on there man,” Jack said, moving to block Derrick. “I was about to stick it in her when you got here, wait your turn.” 
 
    Scarlett giggled. 
 
    “Don’t worry boys, there’s plenty of me to go around.” 
 
    But Derrick conceded to Jack and stepped aside and moved toward Scarlett’s head. 
 
    Jack got back between his legs and went back to teasing her with the head of his dick. 
 
    When I could take it no more, I finally unzipped my pants again and began to stroke my hard cock as I watched. 
 
    Then Jack shoved himself inside and Scarlett let out a wild scream. 
 
    “Holy shit,” she said, head shooting up and looking down between her legs to watch the big, dark cock disappear inside her. “Oh fuck yes,” she purred as Jack inched deeper and deeper until he was all the way inside. 
 
    “Oh that’s good pussy,” he grunted. 
 
    “Yeah? You like that tight, little pussy gripping on your dick?” 
 
    She pulled Derrick closer to her and for the first time, reached out and grabbed his cock. She began to slowly stroke him, holding him right next to her glistening mouth as Jack began to thrust hard and deep inside her. 
 
    “That’s it daddy, fuck me. Harder! Harder! Oh shit you’re gonna make me cum already. I’m gonna cum all over that big dick. Fuck!” 
 
    And then she lost it. Scarlett began to come, loud and hard, within thirty seconds of Jack’s fat meat stick inside her. As she screamed and moaned, she took Derrick into her mouth to help muffle the sound of her cries. 
 
    She sucked and slurped on him as Jack began to pound away, slow at first but then harder, building her up toward her second orgasm. 
 
    I watched, unable to take my eyes off of my wife’s trembling body as these two men tag teamed her. I don’t believe I could even blink. I was so enthralled by the depraved scene. 
 
    Scarlett looked over at me, just before her second orgasm, dick still in her mouth and winked at me and I melted inside.  
 
    Soon, she was coming Jack’s dick right out of her pussy as she erupted in a squirting geyser all over the dingy room. 
 
    “Oh shit, that’s hot,” Derrick said. “Let me get in there.” 
 
    Jack pulled out and stepped aside. A whoosh of air escaped Scarlett’s vagina. I leaned forward to gaze at her flower. It was swollen and raw and stretched. Quivering from the pleasure and intensity of it.  
 
    Derrick stepped up to the plate and slipped himself inside. She was nice and stretched now and so he had an easier time than Jack, but I could still see the look of twisted pleasure mixed with pain on my wife’s face as he began to pummel her insides.  
 
    “Damn, you weren’t lying. That is some good pussy, tight and wet,” he grunted as he thrusted into her and brought her to her third orgasm in less than ten minutes. 
 
    After a while, he needed a break and looked at me. For the first time in what felt like forever, someone was actually acknowledging that I was in the room. 
 
    “You want next, man?” he asked.  
 
    Normally, I would pass in a situation like this. I’m typically content to just watch and have my turn with Scarlett later in the night when it’s just the two of us. But I did in fact, want next. 
 
    I couldn’t stop staring at her used and stretched pussy and I couldn’t recall a time when I’d seen it this worn out before. Their cocks were huge and perhaps the biggest she’d ever taken and I just had to feel for myself what it would feel like to follow in their wake.  
 
    So, I stood up and walked over and got between her legs. She looked up at me, a surprise smile on her face and slapped her pussy. 
 
    “Mmm, you wanna feel how stretched out I am, baby?” 
 
    I grunted and nodded yes and slipped inside. Or more like fell or flopped inside. Her hole was wide and wet and so, so warm. I loved the feeling of her well-worn pussy lightly gripping my dick and I wondered why I didn’t do this more. 
 
    “Fuck baby, yes, fuck me,” she whispered. I rubbed her clit as I thrusted and it took all I had not to explode inside her as I brought her to her fourth orgasm of the evening. 
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    Jack and Derrick took a few more turns on her pussy before she was simply too sore to continue.  
 
    “Alright, I need some come now,” Scarlett said, hopping off the desk and getting onto her knees on the dirty floor. “All three of you. I want each of you to drop a nice hot load in my mouth.” 
 
    It was unbelievably hot. Jack and Derrick got on her left and right sides as I stood right in front of her. 
 
    Scarlett opened her mouth and begged for our loads like a greedy little slut. 
 
    Jack was the first one to pop. He squeezed and jerked himself to completion, getting nearly every drop of his massive load into her mouth. The few drops that sprinkled onto her lips were hungrily lapped up by her eager tongue. 
 
    I was intent on finishing last and thankfully Derrick wasn’t close behind Jack as Scarlett blew him until he nutted right down her throat and into her belly.  
 
    Jack and Derrick stepped back and watched as Scarlett went after my cock with a ferocious hunger. 
 
    “Fuck baby, I love it when you’re a good little slut for me. Oh, fuck. Oh, Scarlett, I’m gonna fucking cummmmm!” 
 
    I howled as my toes curled in my shoes and my shaft lurched and spat a torrent of seed into my wife’s mouth. I shivered and shook from the intensity and finally, when I was finished I stepped back and watched my angel of a wife, on her knees, still playing with her pussy as she brought herself to yet another orgasm as the three of us watched on. 
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    By the time I was coming down from the high of my orgasm, Jack and Derrick were already hard again. 
 
    “Mmm, I wish I wasn’t so sore or I’d let you both fuck me again,” she said, eyeing their hard, dark cocks.  
 
    “Damn, baby. Well, I know I said to never come back, but after this? You guys are welcome here anytime you want. Right, Derrick?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” he said. 
 
    Scarlett smiled and called them back over.  
 
    “Let me suck those big, black cocks one more time. I’m hungry for a little more come,” she said. 
 
    So, she blew them each one more time and swallowed a couple more loads. Between the amount of orgasms she had and the loads she swallowed I lost count. 
 
    To this day, I still think it’s a personal record for each, but it’s not like we keep track. 
 
    And we’ve been back to The Empire more than a few times to visit Jack and Derrick. Oh, if the walls of that security office could talk...well, I guess they’d tell you some stories similar to the one I just told you. 
 
      
 
    THE END

  

 OceanofPDF.com


   
    Rose Takes
A Ride 
 
      
 
    A Hotwife Romance 
 
    By: F. Rey Noel 
 
      
 
    ᗩ ᗩ ᗩ 
 
      
 
    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. 
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    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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    ♥ ♥ ♥ 
 
      
 
    “Alright, enough about your ex-boyfriend. Just forget that limp-dicked loser and come out with us tonight. Let’s party and get you some strange, girl.” 
 
    My roommate Kim is putting on makeup and fussing with her hair in the mirror and she’s apparently had quite enough of me droning on about Ben and how it’s so unfair that he dumped me over the summer. I didn’t think I’d been gabbing for too long but evidently, I have. I look at the clock and it’s almost ten-thirty. Jeez, what time did I start this rant? 
 
    It's the fall semester of our senior year and it’s our first night back. Well, first real night. It’s Friday and it’s time to party. 
 
    For everyone else anyway. 
 
    Me? I think I’m just going to hang in tonight. I’m still in my sweatpants and hoody that I put on twelve hours ago. 
 
    Kim keeps tinkering with her look as I eye her in the mirror. I don’t know why she bothers. She’s perfect. Born for this, really. I don’t know what she’s going to do with herself once we graduate. She lives for college. 
 
    “Come on, Millie. You know I’m right. Sitting here and moping around the apartment isn’t going to help you get over Ben,” she says as she meets my eyes in the mirror. 
 
    Then she spins around. 
 
    “How do I look?” 
 
    I frown. 
 
    “Shut up, Kim. You know you look amazing.” 
 
    And I know she’s right. But I’m not like her. I mean we’re friends and all but we come from radically different backgrounds. 
 
    Her: only child, parents divorced, little supervision, liberal upbringing. 
 
    Me: oldest of five, parents married young, very strict, religious, conservative upbringing.  
 
    Long story short, Kim is comfortable playing the slut and I’m just not. Or can’t. 
 
    Don’t get me wrong, I’m no prude. I’ve had sex before and with more than one guy (okay, only three), but I guess I’m just the type of girl who needs to be in a relationship. I need to be comfortable. I need to know the person. 
 
    Or maybe...that’s just what I tell myself because I’m scared of going there. 
 
    Kim walks over to me and grabs me by the shoulders. 
 
    “Look at me,” she says, which makes no sense because I’m already staring right at her. “You need to get laid. Tonight. Not in a few months when you have a new boyfriend and after you’ve gone on like a zillion dates.” 
 
    I frown again and shake my head. 
 
    “Trust me, come out with us, we’ll do some shots, get loose and it’ll just happen. It’s the most natural thing in the world. This,” she puts her hand on my vagina, it’s brief and I know she doesn’t mean anything by it, but it sends a tingle down my spine, “This was made for fucking. You need to let it experience some things.” 
 
    I let out a heavy sigh. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Kim. I’m just...not like you. That’s all. It’s not a big deal.” 
 
    She raises an eyebrow at me and smirks. 
 
    “What, you mean you’re not into getting railed by big, bad alpha cocks? Trust me, try it once and you will be.” 
 
    Before I can answer, there’s a loud knock on the door and before Kim goes to answer it I already know who it is. 
 
    It’s Jordan Jenkins, the football team’s star running back, a hulking mass of chiseled, perfect muscles and beautiful chestnut skin...and also, Kim’s “boyfriend.” 
 
    I use quotations because her definition of that term is almost as loose as her...well you get the point. She always insists it’s nothing serious, especially since he’s set to go pro next year. 
 
    “He’ll be up to his elbows in pussy then,” Kim always jokes. As if that’s any different from now. “And besides, we both fuck other people anyways,” is a favorite line of her’s too. Apparently that’s just normal? 
 
    Kim opens the door and Jordan walks in. 
 
    They hug and kiss. Then Jordan turns to me and says, “Hey, Millie.” 
 
    I feel that tingling in my pussy again, the same one I felt when Kim touched it briefly but I push it away. I’m a good girl. I don’t have eyes for my friend’s boyfriends, even if they are just boyfriends with quotation marks. I give a meek smile and a small wave. 
 
    “Hey, Jordan.” 
 
    Kim returns to the mirror to tinker some more. Again, a waste of time. She leaves us standing there awkwardly in silence. 
 
    “Jordan, I’ll be ready in like three minutes.” 
 
    “Alright, no rush,” he says.  
 
    “Where are we going?” she asks, putting on some finishing touches. What they are, I’m really not sure. I think she’s simply moved the same strand of hair back and forth for three minutes, but what do I know. She looks great, like I said. 
 
    Jordan claps his hands and rubs them together. He is the epitome of chill. Soft spoken, humble, nice, and funny. But he does it with no perceptible effort. If ever there was a guy with big dick energy, it’s him. 
 
    “I don’t know. Think we might head to Lincoln’s apartment, do some pre-gaming. Then, I don’t know, maybe head over to the athlete dorms, think the DB’s are throwing a party later. We’ll see.” 
 
    I wonder about the game tomorrow. There’s definitely a football game tomorrow. But, I don’t say anything about it. I assume they all know what they’re doing. 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” Kim says, finally rejoining us. Then slaps his arm playfully. I wonder if he can even feel it or if it’s like a gnat just landed on his giant bicep. “Hey, Jordan, convince Millie to come out with us, her loser boyfriend just broke up with her and she’s planning to just spend the night here, moping around.” 
 
    She makes a mock frowny face at me and rubs her fists next to her eyes. She stops short of whining like a baby, but still, it annoys me. I stick my tongue out at her and blow a raspberry. 
 
    Jordan shakes his head. 
 
    “Damn, sorry to hear that Millie. But you definitely should come. You’re more than welcome,” he says with a smile. 
 
    “Thanks, but not tonight. Eventually, I will. I just need a little time,” I say and I immediately regret it because I know what’s coming next. 
 
    “No, you need some dick,” Kim says. And I wince. Like I said, I’m not a prude. But I’m nowhere near as open about my sexuality as Kim is, especially when I’m around people I only kind of know. I like to play it tight to the vest. Kim likes to scream it from the mountain tops. 
 
    She puts her hand on my wrist and looks at me with pleading eyes. I know she’s just trying to help. 
 
    “Seriously, Jordan’s friends are almost as sexy as he is and trust me, they are exactly what you need.” 
 
    She holds up both hands in front of her and spreads them until they’re about a foot apart. Which, knowing her as I do, I can only assume is meant to indicate the largeness of their man parts. 
 
    Kim is obsessed with dick size. A self-professed size queen and lover of “big, fat cocks.” 
 
    I’ve never seen a big dick, only average ones I guess, but they seem plenty big enough to me. I think if I ever saw a dick the size of the one’s Kim has encountered, I’d probably run the other way. 
 
    But despite my brain telling me this, for a brief moment the image of Kim with Jordan’s big, dark meat in her mouth pops into my head and it’s more than a tingle this time. I feel myself getting wet and weak in the knees. 
 
    I immediately curse her in my head. The only reason I can see Jordan’s thing in my head so clearly is because Kim never shuts the hell up about it. I can picture every vein, bump, and freckle and I know which way it curves: just right. 
 
    The first time she hooked up with him she came home at three in the morning and woke me up just to tell me all about it. 
 
    She often jokes that she doesn’t fall in love with guys, she falls in love with cocks. And she often fell hard and fast for big black ones. It had kind of become her “thing.” 
 
    I finally snap out of my stupor and shake my head. 
 
    “Rain check,” I say. “I promise, next time.” 
 
    She lets out a heavy sigh and finally gives up. 
 
    “Fine, but I’m gonna hold you to it,” she looks around our empty apartment, “Well, have fun doing...nothing. Text me if you change your mind.” 
 
    I nod and wave and they are out the door. After it clicks shut, I do the same scan of our empty, quiet apartment and I suddenly feel very lonely. I can’t help but feel a pang of regret and wonder if maybe I should have just sucked it up and gone out with them. 
 
      
 
    ♥ ♥ ♥ 
 
      
 
    I’m trying to study and get ahead on my homework for the semester, but my brain won’t focus. I can’t get Kim and Jordan out of my head for some reason and that sting of remorse is still hanging around and the nervous anxiety it’s producing in me is almost too much to bear. 
 
    I want to be anywhere but here right now. Suddenly, I feel suffocated and trapped and I just need to leave this lonely apartment before I go crazy. 
 
    My prayers are answered in short order (not that I’ve prayed in years, but in a manner of speaking). My friend from down the hall, Jess, texts me and my phone buzzes and the screen lights up: 
 
      
 
    Come hang. Pre-gaming with tequila shots. Now. 
 
      
 
    A lifeline. 
 
    A way out. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    I’ll take it. 
 
    What the hell? Like I said, I’m no prude. I do like to have fun. This could be fun. And it’s safe, not like the opportunity Kim was offering me which was filled with uncertainty. Not that I’m consciously making that connection in my head right now. 
 
    I text Jess back immediately and say I’ll be there in a bit and I frantically scurry about trying to get ready as quickly as possible without sacrificing anything in the looks department. 
 
    When I get out of the shower, I look at my naked body in the mirror and I stop dead in my tracks. It had been a busy summer and I guess I hadn’t taken the time to appreciate the results of all my hard work in the gym. Damn. I look amazing AF.  
 
    I’ve been hiding it with sweats and hoodies because I’ve been down in the dumps, but holy shit. I twirl around and check out my ass and my legs, for a few minutes I’m enthralled with what I see. A beautifully built machine. I look hot.  
 
    But once again, I’m left thinking...how the hell could Ben dump me? 
 
    But then I stare some more and I can’t escape it. I look like a whole new person and I think Fuck this. 
 
    “Fuck Ben,” I hear myself whisper to my reflection. And then I smile and a small weight lifts off my shoulders. Yes, fuck Ben indeed. 
 
    Maybe I do need to just take this hot body of mine out for a spin and hookup with some random guy. Maybe Kim is right. 
 
    I pull on a tight, purple dress that hugs my new, trim and toned figure in all the right places and then I start doing my hair and makeup. I’m going for classy-slut. That’s what Kim calls the look she’s perfected these three-plus years.  
 
    When I’m finished, I check myself out in the mirror again. The finished product is amazing. I hardly recognize myself...in all the best ways imaginable and again for some reason, my mind drifts off to Jordan’s cock. Or maybe one of his friend’s cocks. I’m not sure, but it’s big and black and it’s in my mouth now, not Kim’s. I’m the slut on her knees in my tight purple dress in this fantasy and I feel myself getting wetter than I’ve ever been in my life.  
 
    I tinker in the mirror to distract myself and push the thought away. It’s just a fantasy anyway. Not something I would ever really do, would I? I laugh out loud as I realize I was just judging Kim for doing this exact routine just an hour ago. There’s nothing to fix. I look perfect.  
 
    “Perfectly fuckable,” I whisper to my reflection in the mirror. Then I blow myself a kiss, grab my things, and I’m out the door. 
 
      
 
    ♥ ♥ ♥ 
 
      
 
    The hallway smells like stale beer and freedom. I walk the several hundred feet or so to Jess’s apartment and stop outside the door.  
 
    Before I knock, I straighten out my dress and pull it down a little but it doesn’t do much. It’s almost at my ass cheeks. I can hear music and laughter inside and I can smell the tequila.  
 
    I reach out and knock three times. 
 
    “It’s open,” someone says from inside.  
 
    Jess greets me with a big smile and a warm hug and asks me how my summer was. I can tell she’s already tipsy and I feel the sudden urge to get on her level as quickly as possible.  
 
    There are other people inside her apartment, some I recognize and some I don’t. But that’s why God invented tequila right? I accept a shot and clink glasses with Jess. 
 
    It feels warm and metallic going down my throat and I suck on a lime to chase it down. I ask for another and quickly repeat the process. I feel the tension and worry and anxiety that’s been pent up inside me evaporate like magic and I feel loose and relaxed and warm. 
 
    This is nice. I’m glad I didn’t stay in. This is what I should be doing. This is where I belong. 
 
    We do a few more shots and now I’m more than loose. I’m on that level and it feels good. I’m not wasted, but I’m out there. Just tipsy enough to get into some trouble I think. 
 
    “Fuck Ben,” I whisper. 
 
    “What?” Jess asks. 
 
    “Oh, nothing. Did I tell you Ben and I broke up?” 
 
    She feigns shock, but I’m sure she knew. She’s dating Tim, who is Ben’s roommate. She’s nice and tells me all the things one does in those situations. How he’ll regret it, how I’m better off without him, and I’ll find someone new, someone even better. 
 
    But for the first time, I’m not sure that’s what I want and I’m back to thinking about a big piece of dark meat and this time, Kim is there cheering me on and coaching me. 
 
    Fuck, I’m wet again. And this time it’s not going away. I need to do something to relieve this pressure so I go to the bathroom and lock the door behind me. I lean up against the door and pull up my purple dress to my bellybutton and stare down at my soaked panties. 
 
    “Oh fuck, I’m so wet,” I whisper and pull them to the side. My juicy pussy is quivering and aching to be touched as I take deep, deliberate breaths. 
 
    I think the music is loud enough that they won’t hear me if I sneak in a quickie, so I rubbed my clit a little at first. It’s swollen and sensitive and it feels so good. 
 
    My mind drifts back to Jordan or one of his friends and their big, black cock. This time, I’m laying in bed and he’s slapping it on my tummy. Kim leans down over my head and whispers, “This is going to feel so good,” then she kisses me hard and our tongues lap at one another as the cock prepares to split me in two. 
 
    But that’s as far as my mind goes because I start to cum. Hard but quietly as I rub my clit. My body shudders and convulses gently up against the bathroom door. 
 
    When I finish, I straighten my panties back out, juices still soaking the fabric and I pull my dress down. I flush the toilet (for good measure) and wash my hands. 
 
    I have to get out of here. I look at my phone and it’s only 11:30. Kim is probably still out. I can probably still meet them. 
 
    In a rush, I exit the bathroom and bump right into someone. And I already know who it is. I can smell his cologne. The cologne I bought for him. I used to love it. But now, it’s making me sick and turning my mood sour. 
 
    “Oh sorry,” he mutters. Then when he realizes it’s me, “Oh, hey Millie.” 
 
    He smiles at me with that dumb, sheepish smile of his and I wonder what the hell I ever saw in him. For some reason, I think of his pasty cock and I’m even more repulsed. 
 
    Limp-dicked loser. That’s what Kim called him. I’d told her a few stories, but I won’t get into that now. She was right. That’s all that matters. 
 
    “Fuck you, Ben,” I say and I push past him and out of the apartment without saying goodbye to anyone and I let the door slam behind me. I hear laughter from inside and some muffled banter, but I don’t care. 
 
      
 
    I take out my phone and text Kim: Where are you? 
 
    She answers almost immediately: getting ready to leave Lincoln’s. what’s up? 
 
    To which I say: Just saw Ben...I need some dick. 
 
    Her reply: haha yes! don’t worry, i gotchu girl. 
 
      
 
    I don’t know what that means exactly, but my pussy is throbbing at the thought of all the possibilities.  
 
      
 
    I fire off another text: Should I come meet you? 
 
      
 
    I’m back in our apartment and I head in and pour myself some water and try to calm myself down, but I’m all hot and bothered and I can’t cool off. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later: nah, don’t worry. we’re cumming to you :) 
 
      
 
    Ordinarily her spelling of the word coming would make me gag. But tonight, it turns me on because I am so ready to get some random dick. 
 
    I just hope Kim comes through for me. 
 
      
 
    ♥ ♥ ♥ 
 
      
 
    Sleep comes for me quickly as I lay in bed, waiting for Kim to come back. I guess I went a little too hard too fast. But as I’m dozing in and out, I hear our door burst open, followed by Kim’s drunken laughter. 
 
    I could smack myself in the face. What the hell was I thinking? This was a mistake. But then I hear them going at each other. It sounds like they’ve moved to the couch. I hear lip-smacking and the removal of clothes. 
 
    Normally, I hate it when they do this. But I’m strangely relieved. Maybe she’s so wasted she forgot all about my texts. And it seems likely. It’s just her and Jordan. Well, most likely Jordan. I suppose it could be someone else. Wouldn’t be the first time she came home with someone who wasn’t Jordan Jenkins. 
 
    But they’re being loud and I think now all I want to do is sleep off this regret and shame. After a while, I decide to say fuck it, and get out of bed. I’m going to tell them to quiet the hell down. I’m still in my tight, purple dress and my panties are almost dry now. 
 
    My mind flashes back to the bathroom incident at Jess’s place and while I’m a little embarrassed, I’m also kind of proud. It was really hot after all. And who cares if they heard me? I bite my bottom lip and contemplate hopping back in bed and rubbing another one out while I listen to Kim and Jordan fuck. 
 
    But that’s a little too creepy and pervy for me, even in my semi-drunken state. 
 
    So, I decide to go tell them to keep quiet.  
 
    I open the door and round the corner and there they are. 
 
    It’s Jordan alright. 
 
    Kim is in his lap, her dress is off and she’s just wearing her thong as she makes out with him. Jordan is wearing nothing but his underwear as he sits beneath her petite frame and grips her ass with both of his powerful hands. 
 
    All of the intense feelings I’ve been having throughout the course of the evening come rushing back tenfold. 
 
    For a moment, or perhaps several moments, I’m frozen. Overcome by the strongest primal and carnal lust I’ve ever felt. 
 
    I can’t even open my mouth to speak. I just stand there and watch them make out with each other. 
 
    Finally, I manage to clear my throat. 
 
    “Oh my god, Millie?!” Kim says, turning around to face me and not even bothering to cover her tits. Not that I haven’t seen them a thousand times before. But still, I envy her for that. I’d instinctively try to duck and cover in shame. But not Kim. Loud and proud, always. 
 
    #Freethenipple. 
 
    “I thought you were asleep,” she says, then she rakes her eyes over my body and they nearly pop out of her skull. “Damn, girl. You look fine as hell.” 
 
    I try to play it cool but I think I’m probably blushing from the compliment. I can tell she means it.  
 
    “Thanks,” I finally manage to say, “yeah, I ended up going down the hall for a little bit to Jess’s. That’s where I ran into Ben…” 
 
    Kim smiles. 
 
    “And texted me?” 
 
    Shit. She remembers.  
 
    “Yeah, anyway...umm you think you could keep it down or maybe move to your room?” 
 
    I’m trying to just gloss over it and hope she moves on. But she doesn’t. 
 
    Kim rolls her eyes and gets up off Jordan’s lap and walks over to me. Her thong is riding up her hips in the most perfect way and I can’t help but stare at the wet stain on her panties from where she was grinding herself down onto Jordan’s dick. 
 
    I’m not sure what she’s doing, but the way she’s looking at me is making me flush and hot. 
 
    She wraps her arms around my shoulders and looks me in the eye. 
 
    “Millie, I told you. I gotchu. I just thought you were asleep when we got back and didn’t want to wake you up. Let’s get you some dick.” 
 
    I look at her, confused. It’s nearly 1:30 at this point. 
 
    “It’s late Kim, maybe another time. I think all the dick has been spoken for at this point.” 
 
    She looks back over her shoulder at Jordan and he gives a slight nod of his head as if he’s telling her to go ahead and say whatever she’s about to say. Then she turns back to me and bites her bottom lip. 
 
    “Well, that might be true. But lucky for you, I’m willing to share.” 
 
    I feel my eyes narrow. I heard exactly what she said, loud and clear, but I don’t quite believe it. 
 
    “Share?” I say dumbly. But I know what she’s suggesting: a threesome. Her and Jordan...and me. Innocent, sweet, conservative, only-has-sex-when-she-has-a-boyfriend Millie.  
 
    And my knees are weak at the thought. I feel like I might pass out as my mind flashes through the possibilities.  
 
    Something about her right now is so sexy I just want to… 
 
    “Kiss me,” she whispers. 
 
    “What?” I ask, even though once again I heard her loud and clear. 
 
    “You ever kissed a girl before?” she asks. 
 
    I shake my head no. 
 
    “We’re gonna open you up tonight, Millie. Let that inner slut out. Here,” she says and leans in to kiss me. I can’t stop it. I don’t want to. 
 
    I want to feel what it’s like so I just stand there and wait for her lips to connect with mine. They are soft. Wet and warm. I can smell the stale vodka on her breath and maybe something else? Maybe, Jordan? But I like it and for a moment we just hold it there. Lips pressed together, nothing more. 
 
    She presses more firmly into me and I feel her tongue pressing on the entrance to my mouth and for a moment I feel like I might resist, pull away, something, but I relax and give in and let my lips part as she slips into my mouth. 
 
    Now we’re kissing hard, wet and sloppy, and I really taste the vodka now and Jordan’s breath. Maybe something else? Like his dick...or his come? I wouldn’t put it past Kim to have already blown him at the party or something. 
 
    But I’m not grossed out, I love it. Like really love it. Juices are trickling down my legs as we keep lapping at one another, aggressively, for a few more long seconds. 
 
    Finally, we break it off. 
 
    It’s the best kiss I’ve ever had in my life.  
 
    Yes, I kissed a girl. And I loved it. 
 
    Then I looked over Kim’s shoulder and saw Jordan, staring at us. Eyes on fire. I forgot he was even in the room. Then I look down and he’s stroking himself. To us. To me.  
 
    His big, black cock is in his hand and he’s hard because of us and I love the feeling of power and sexiness it gives me. 
 
    Kim watches my eyes and follows them to where I’m looking. Then she raises an eyebrow. 
 
    “Sexy right?” 
 
    I bite my bottom lip and nod as she lifts up my dress and feels my pussy. She lets out a soft gasp. “Mmm, that’s so hot, Millie.” 
 
    All I can do is inhale and exhale loudly as I stare at Jordan stroking his big cock on the couch as Kim gently feels up my pussy. 
 
    Kim smiles at me. 
 
    “Let’s go get some dick,” she whispers in my ear as she nibbles on it. 
 
    I pause for a long moment then smile back. 
 
    “Let’s,” I whisper back. And we walk over to the couch together. 
 
      
 
    ♥ ♥ ♥ 
 
      
 
    Kim gets on the couch next to Jordan first. I stand there, a little unsure what to do next. She reaches out and wraps her hand around Jordan’s cock. It looks so small compared to his massive member. Kim looks at me while she strokes it to see my reaction. 
 
    “You wanna touch it?” she asks.  
 
    Yes. Yes, more than anything, I want to touch it. I always thought I’d run away in the opposite direction if I ever came face to face with a dick this big but it’s just the opposite. It’s like a magnet or a tractor beam pulling me in and I am powerless to resist it. 
 
    “Yes,” I whisper. 
 
    “Come here,” she says and I get on the couch next to Jordan opposite of her. 
 
    Like a King on his throne, Jordan sits back, arms stretched wide and resting on the back of the couch as he watches us marvel over his big, delicious, juicy cock.  
 
    He’s rock hard now as Kim continues to stroke him slowly, moaning softly and looking at me. His cock is easily ten inches long and I don’t know how many thick, but it’s at least as thick as my wrist I’d guess.  
 
    “You like watching me stroke this big, black cock?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whisper. “It’s so hot.” 
 
    She pushes his cock in my direction and smiles. 
 
    “Here, try it for yourself,” she says. 
 
    Without thinking, I reach out to accept Jordan’s cock. He looks at me and I melt inside. He’s so masculine and powerful and sexy. Nothing at all like the guys I’ve been with. 
 
    For the briefest of moments, I balk. My fingers pause just millimeters away and my arm trembles. I shouldn’t be doing this. It’s wrong.  
 
    And that’s exactly why I have to do it. Temptation doesn’t just win out, it wins in a landslide and my fingers finally touch the dark flesh of his shaft and then slowly wrap around it. 
 
    It’s in my hand now and it’s even harder than it looks. I can barely wrap my tiny fingers all the way around its firmness.  
 
    “Wow,” I whisper as I stare directly at the bulbous head and watch the skin of his shaft move and up and down with the steady rhythm of my hand. I bite my bottom lip and feel myself get wetter and wetter as Kim watches on and encourages me. 
 
    “That’s it. Good girl. Yeah, you like that don’t you?” 
 
    I nod my head but can’t look away. 
 
    “I bet Ben didn’t have a cock like this, did he?” 
 
    I shake my head no.  
 
    “He wasn’t even half this size,” I say, and then I start to laugh just thinking about how pathetic he would look next to this big, alpha cock. Kim laughs too and then reaches across Jordan’s lap and cups my breast from outside my dress. 
 
    “We need to get you out of this thing,” she says. And she’s right. I just want to be naked and free and vulnerable. I want to feel the warmth of his skin and maybe even Kim’s skin against my trembling body. I am ready to let go and give in to this moment. 
 
    I stand up and strip out of my dress. I stand there in my bra and panties as they marvel at my body. It feels so good to have them staring at me.  
 
    “Damn girl, you really put in some work this summer. Isn’t she sexy?” Kim says, asking Jordan. He nods in agreement. I feel his eyes on me again, they are burning with lust as he takes his cock back into his own hand and begins lightly stroking himself again as Kim reaches out and sticks her hand in the waist of my panties and pulls me closer. 
 
    She kisses my tummy, right near my belly button ring, and I feel a shiver go down my spine. She reaches up and unclasps my bra and lets it fall to the ground at my feet. My breasts are firm and perky and they hardly move. My nipples are rock hard and pointed.  
 
    “Mmm,” Kim says as she reaches out and grabs a handful of my exposed breasts and tweaks my nipples. I shoot my head back and open my mouth with a soft gasp. It feels so nice. She knows exactly what she’s doing. A woman’s touch is a wonderful thing indeed. 
 
    “Do you wanna suck his cock?” 
 
    I open my eyes and look back down at Jordan’s lap. It’s so big. I still can’t believe it’s real. 
 
    Kim must sense some hesitation because she puts her head down in his lap and opens her mouth just above the head of his dick. 
 
    “Here, I’ll show you how,” she says and she slowly lowers her mouth onto his cock. She’s looking at me the whole time and it’s my fantasy from earlier coming true. Sure, the position is a little different but it’s the same basic thing. And it’s even hotter than I imagined. 
 
    I can’t help but touch myself while I watch Kim work that big, black cock right in front of me. I rub my clit for a little before slipping one finger inside. I’m so wet, but I’m also incredibly tight and for the first time I wonder how the hell I could possibly fit something the size of Jordan’s cock inside me. I try a second finger and it barely fits, but I’m so wet that I eventually get it all the way in and it feels wonderful. 
 
    I watch Kim for a few minutes as she eagerly slurps and sucks and gags on his cock. Then finally, she comes up for air and calls me down to them. I get back on the couch opposite her and lean down so that our heads are on either side of his cock which towers over us. 
 
    Kim holds it steady for me as I open my mouth and flick out my tongue to lick the shaft. It tastes sweet and good and I get a hint of that stale vodka again, probably from Kim’s saliva.  
 
    “Mmm, that’s it. Good girl, now suck his cock for me,” she says and I raise my head up his shaft so that my mouth is now over that bulbous, fat head and I open wide. Kim gently presses my head down and I’m doing it. I’m sucking on Jordan’s big, black cock and I feel so sexy doing it. 
 
    Having Kim’s eyes on me, watching me, as I do it, only heightens my arousal and makes me work harder and faster to please him and to put on a good show for her. It’s so thick, I can barely get past the head. I probably only have the first couple of inches in my mouth but it feels so full. With Ben, I could take him all the way down my throat. But he was skinny and not very long. There’s no way Jordan’s cock will slide down my throat like that. 
 
    “Oh my goodness, look how wet you are,” Kim whispers and points to my panties which are now soaked all the way through and I can see my juices glistening on my inner thighs as they run down my legs. 
 
    Kim stands up and pulls both of us to our feet. She kisses Jordan first and then me. Then I kiss Jordan, and then Kim and I kiss each other. It’s a beautiful, lustful triangle and I know the fun is only just beginning.  
 
    She takes us both by the hand and starts leading us to her room. 
 
    “Come on, let’s get in bed together,” she says. And we both follow her. 
 
    The whole walk over I can’t take my eyes off Jordan’s cock as it flops and bounces with each step, staying rock hard the whole time. 
 
    Kim pushes open the door and we cross the threshold together. 
 
    “Fuck Ben,” I mutter under my breath, neither of them hear me but for the first time I don’t feel any contempt for him. Just gratitude. Without him dumping me, I wouldn’t be doing this. I wouldn’t be here, walking into Kim’s room, about to have a threesome with her and Jordan Jenkins. 
 
    I have to pinch myself to make sure I’m not dreaming. I most definitely am not. 
 
      
 
    ♥ ♥ ♥ 
 
      
 
    Kim is in control. Or rather, she’s directing things at least. And I like being told what to do so I just go with it. Jordan hardly speaks, but he doesn’t have to. He can say it all with a look or a touch and I love that about him. He’s more than happy to be the object of our attention for the night. And who wouldn’t be? 
 
    “Lay down on the bed,” Kim says to me and I do as I’m told. “I wanna taste your pussy while he fucks me.” 
 
    I have butterflies in my stomach as I spread my legs for her. She stands at the foot of the bed and bends forward so Jordan can slide into her from behind while she stands and eats my pussy. 
 
    Kim looks down at my dripping wet slit and smiles. 
 
    “Mmm, that’s it. We’re gonna have to get you nice and wet if you’re gonna take this big dick inside you. That’s what you want, isn’t it?” 
 
    I nod. It is what I want. More than anything. But I’m still a little scared. I worry that thing will split my vagina, maybe even my whole body, right down the middle. But Kim knows what she’s doing so I just lay my head back and watch as she leans down and kisses my mound. 
 
    I feel her hot breath on my lips as her tongue flicks out and tickles my clit. She sucks on it lightly before I hear her let out a soft moan. Then a louder one. 
 
    I look up and Jordan is inside her. I can’t exactly see it from here but he’s giving her a pretty good pounding already and seemed to be getting deep inside her with long, hard strokes. 
 
    Kim keeps working my pussy and soon she has me coming harder than I’ve ever come before in my life. I’m screaming from the pleasure and nearly ripping the sheets off the bed. 
 
    And then Kim starts to come. I don’t know if it’s because of my moaning and the pleasure she’s giving me but I like to think it’s at least playing a role.  
 
    When she’s finished, she slips a finger inside me and starts to thrust. Then I feel a second inside and my pussy stretches a little. But I’m so wet, I hardly notice. 
 
    “I think she’s ready,” I hear her whisper. I open my eyes and she’s moved aside as Jordan approaches the bed. His dick is pointed right at me and he’s holding it in his hand. He’s so tall he has to kneel down in front of me and suddenly, his big dick is just inches away from my cunt. 
 
    “Holy shit,” I whisper. “Holy shit, I don’t think that’s gonna fit.” And I really don’t. My eyes are wide with near-panic as I realize I am about to cross a line that Kim insists will have me hooked on big, bad alpha cock.  
 
    “Shhh,” she whispers as she leans down and holds my head in her arms. “It’s gonna fit. And it’s gonna feel so fucking good. He’ll be gentle...at first.” 
 
    She smiles with a wicked grin and it turns me on so much. 
 
    Jordan gets closer to me and now I can feel the flesh of his cock against mine. It’s warm and throbbing and my pussy is quivering for it. He slaps it against my tummy. Again, just like my fantasy. And then he begins to tease the entrance of my pussy with the head, flicking it up and down my slit.  
 
    “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” I say, I’m going crazy from the desire and anticipation to just feel it enter me that I’m afraid I’m going to pass out.  
 
    “You ready?” Jordan asks. 
 
    “Yes! Please, fuck me! Put it in me!” I’m practically screaming now, begging for it.  
 
    That’s when I feel the first half-inch split my peach and spread me wide. It’s already intense as he’s certainly wider than two fingers. I resist at first, but I’m so wet and ready that it actually goes in quicker and easier than I expected, the first half anyway. 
 
    And then all the air is sucked straight out of my lungs. It’s like I’ve had the wind knocked out of me, but it doesn’t hurt. Not exactly. Now, I understand the true meaning of the phrase hurt so good. 
 
    Jordan plunges into my depths and my world is forever changed. I feel him stretch me wide and deep, going to depths no man has ever been before. Depths I didn’t even know existed and it feels wonderful. 
 
    When my breath returns I look down and watch as the last of his big, black dick disappears inside me and it is so hot to see him between my legs. I look up at Kim and she looks back at me. 
 
    “Good girl,” she says, then starts rubbing my clit while Jordan pulls back out and pauses for a second. Then he thrusts back in, somehow even deeper this time, and I feel like I’m going to come already. He does it a third time and a fourth time and I’m gone. All control is lost. 
 
    My body nearly shuts down from the bliss and pleasure as I feel my eyes roll back in my head, stupid grin on my face.  
 
    Climax, orgasm, cumming, whatever you want to call it - none of those words do justice to what I’m feeling right now. 
 
    I’m screaming and moaning like a whore and begging Jordan to just keep going.  
 
    “Keep fucking me. Don’t stop! Please don’t stop!” I beg and soon a second orgasm, even more powerful than the first, is rocking my world.  
 
    That’s when Kim sits on my face and tells me to start eating her out. 
 
    I feel her dank juices dripping onto my tongue and it heightens my arousal once more.  
 
    “That’s right, eat this juicy pussy while you get fucked like a slut. Mmmm, that’s so hot.” 
 
    I’ve never eaten pussy before. But it tastes amazing and I just know exactly what to do. Soon I feel Kim shaking above me as her legs quake from the orgasm I’ve just brought her to with my tongue.  
 
    Then we switch and Jordan is back inside her. 
 
      
 
    ♥ ♥ ♥ 
 
      
 
    I make out with Jordan for a while and feel his strong, well-defined pecs while he pounds Kim from behind. I watch as her entire body convulses again with pleasure and I watch the smile stretch across her face as she experiences true and total bliss. It’s pure and hot and true.  
 
    I imagine that’s what I must have looked like just minutes ago and I’m eager to feel it again. When she’s finished I lean down and kiss her. 
 
    “I want to ride it,” I whisper. 
 
    “Ok,” she says. 
 
    Jordan lays down on the bed and I climb on top. He fits perfectly now and soon I am twerking my ass on his cock to another full-body orgasm as Kim watches us from a desk chair and plays with her swollen, stretched out pussy. 
 
    I don’t know how long the whole night lasts because I lose track of time - the very conception of it. But I know I cum at least five times. 
 
    Dick drunk and worn the hell out, Kim and I eventually get onto our knees and beg for Jordan’s seed. 
 
    He strokes himself off onto our greedy little faces and mouths before collapsing into the bed from exhaustion. 
 
    Kim and I share a cum-filled kiss and play with each other’s pussies a little longer while Jordan watches us from the bed and soon he is hard as a rock once more and sliding himself back into me.  
 
    I don’t remember falling asleep.  
 
    The next morning, I wake up next to Kim. Jordan is gone and we are cuddling with each other. 
 
    “Fuck Ben,” I whisper as I watch the rise and fall of Kim’s chest. 
 
    I smile to myself as I replay the highlights from the night before. I don’t feel an ounce of regret. Only sorrow that I didn’t get to experience it sooner. 
 
    But I smile and think that we have a whole year ahead of us and this definitely won’t be the last time we do something like this. 
 
    Kim was right. 
 
    I’m hooked now. 
 
    And it feels so good to be bad. 
 
    It’s going to be a fun senior year. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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 One 
 
    It was in the air. It was all around us. It was all encompassing. There was no escaping it. If I ignored it any longer, it would suffocate us. Simply put, after seven blissful years of marriage, something was off. Hannah and I just weren’t on the same page anymore. It was like I was on page one and she was off somewhere on page three-hundred-and-ninety-two. That’s how wide the gap was between us and it was growing every single day. 
 
    But even though I knew something was wrong, even though I was absolutely certain of it, I didn’t have a clue as to what it might actually be. I couldn’t, for the life of me, get a grip on what it might be. Like smoke through my fingers. 
 
    Sure, on the surface, everything seemed fine. Maybe even great. We excelled in communication. Stable financially. Living in a swanky Manhattan apartment. Both in shape and still keeping fit for each other. Neither one of us had fallen into the temptation to let ourselves go now that we were settled into “life.” 
 
    It just didn’t make sense. I spent hours, days, perhaps even weeks sitting and contemplating this single, solitary thought. Combing through the depths of my brain and wondering over and over again what it might be. I followed every thread I could, every single possibility. But all led to the same conclusion: dead end.  
 
    Then, one day, as it so often does, it hit me. I smacked my forehead for ignoring something so obvious, so elementary, so primal in its nature.  
 
    Sex. 
 
    Yes, sex. 
 
    Certainly we still had it. We weren’t one of those couples who hadn’t fucked in years. But when I ran the numbers, our frequency had seen a precipitous drop off over the last year and change. And what about passion? Was it still there? 
 
    I suddenly wasn’t so sure. I knew I enjoyed sex when we had it. But what about her? What about Hannah? Did she still enjoy it? Could it be as simple as that?  
 
    A wave of intense fear and absolute panic crept slowly over me at that moment. Like a tsunami rolling in from far out in the ocean. 
 
    Oh my god. She doesn’t still enjoy it. Hannah doesn’t like fucking me any more. That’s it. That must be it. Oh god. 
 
    I watch her laying on the sofa, reading a book. It was a steamy new romance novel and I imagined her living vicariously through the characters, getting her rocks off thinking about other adventures, other lovers, other sexual conquests. I hadn’t thought much of it, but lately she’d been spending nearly all of her free time reading those kinds of books. I studied her face silently as she read and wondered what or more importantly who she was fantasizing about now. I was certain it wasn’t me and the thought sucked all the wind from my chest. I believe the phrase soul crushing is apt here. Because that is what it felt like.  
 
    Paralyzed by the weight of my realizations I studied her beauty. She was a tall, slender blonde with wide hips and a slim waist. Her long, silky legs were the thing I loved most about her body. I followed them down to her feet before gazing back up at her breasts and remembering what they felt like in my hands. It had been a while since I’d caressed and sucked them like I used to.  
 
    In need of some relief lest the anxiety crush me, I grabbed my coat and left to go for a walk. I didn’t say one word to Hannah and if she’d noticed I left without telling her or tried to call after me, well, I didn’t notice or hear it.  
 
    I strolled the West Side Highway in a silent stupor and contemplated my options. The d-word popped into my head just briefly but I laughed it away. Surely, surely it was not coming to that, was it? At least, not yet. We couldn’t find ourselves in such dire straits as those. 
 
    After a while of walking and with no resolution or insight on the horizon, I decided all at once that I needed to turn around and go home. I wasn’t going to find any answers in the chilly, November air. The only place I was going to find my answers was at home, with Hannah. I needed to confront this thing head on and shine some light on whatever darkness was hiding in the shadows.  
 
    This realization, however, filled me with an uneasy dread. Yes, we were good at communicating…about most anything. But our sex life? Well it wasn’t something we discussed very often, if at all.  
 
    How would I broach such a delicate subject as this? What would Hannah say? Was I even correct to worry? Was I imagining everything? 
 
    These questions and more swirled around my head as I approached our building. There was only one way to find out the answers.
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    I opened the door to our apartment as quietly as I could. I assumed that Hannah would still be engrossed in her book, totally lost in whatever romantic fantasy world her favorite author was enthralling her with. I assumed that she wouldn’t have even noticed I had left. I was wrong on both counts. 
 
    “Where did you go?” she asked from the couch. Her book was closed and nestled on her tight and toned tummy. She was reclined on the couch in a cut-off t-shirt and yoga pants with her glasses on. It was one of my favorite looks of her’s, but she always thought it was ridiculous when I told her so.  
 
    She had a trace of concern on her face as she waited for my answer. I could see her perky nipples poking through her shirt. She looked stunning and for a moment no words seemed to come. I stood there silently staring. 
 
    “Hello? Are you okay? You just got up without saying a word and left me here. You’ve been gone for almost an hour. I tried calling but you left your phone here. I thought you were having a nervous breakdown or something…” 
 
    I glanced to the kitchen and saw my phone resting next to the stove. 
 
    “Earth to Oscar. You with me?” 
 
    I finally snapped out of my stupor. 
 
    “Yeah, uh…yeah. I’m fine. Sorry, you seemed so into your book I didn’t want to disturb you. Just needed to get out and get some fresh air. That’s all.” 
 
    Hannah eyed me suspiciously. 
 
    “Okay. Well, just give me a heads up next time.” 
 
    “Yeah. Will do. Sorry,” I said.  
 
    An awkward silence filled the void between us. 
 
    “Actually,” I said, “I’m not sure if everything is alright. I mean, do you think so?” 
 
    I didn’t need to worry if she was picking up what I was putting down. It was written all over her face. A strange mix of relief and sadness. 
 
    “Come here,” she said, sitting up and patting the cushion on the couch next to her. “We should talk.” 
 
    My stomach dropped into what felt like a bottomless well. It was clear she was ready to unload some heavy news on me. Suddenly I regretted everything. My regret then turned to anger. So something was wrong and she was just sitting on it and waiting around. What if I hadn’t said anything? Would she have just stewed in silence? 
 
    I began to feel woozy as I walked the few short feet over to Hannah and sat down on the couch next to her. I felt awful. I couldn’t even bring myself to look at her. I simply sat and stared blankly out the window as she put her hand on my knee. I looked down at the three-carat engagement ring and accompanying wedding band that absolutely dazzled on her well-manicured fingers. It was a spectacular ring. Everyone said so. 
 
    “So…” she said and stopped, her voice trailing off and clearly hoping I would pick up the barely started thread. 
 
    “So? Something is wrong, isn’t it?” I said. “I knew it. I could feel it. Sensed it really. It hit me all at once only I had no idea what it could be. And that’s why I needed to just…get out of here and clear my head so I could think.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And what?” 
 
    “Well, did you come up with anything?” 
 
    I finally brought my eyes up to meet her gaze. Her bright blue eyes held a sadness and a longing that simply crushed me. That’s the only way I know how to describe it.  
 
    Crushed me. 
 
    “Nothing,” I whispered. Which was a small lie. I had an inkling of what it might be, but I didn’t dare say it out loud. To speak it into existence was something I simply could not risk.  
 
    “Nothing?” she asked, her eyes were now probing me, searching up and down for…what? I wasn’t sure.  
 
    She squeezed my hand in her’s. 
 
    “I love you. You know that right?” 
 
    I nodded my head in the affirmative. 
 
    “Of course, and you know I love you.” 
 
    “Yes, I do,” she said. 
 
    Another awkward silence rushed in to fill that old familiar void. 
 
    “Sex,” I whispered, disobeying every ounce of intellect I had in my body which was screaming at me to keep my trap shut. 
 
    “What?” she asked, even though I knew she heard. 
 
    “Sex. Our sex life. It’s…you’re not happy. Right?” 
 
    More awkward silence as she finally let go of my hand and turned away from me. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes. That’s it.” 
 
    And that was all she had to say. After all we’d been through. Just like a band aid. No hemming or hawing. No qualifiers or hedges to help take the edge off or soften to blow for me. Just like that. 
 
    Yes. Yes that’s it. 
 
    Crushed all over again, a thousand times harder than before.  
 
    She finally broke the silence with a, “But.” 
 
    “But…that’s not to say…I mean, that doesn’t mean I’m not happy with you or with us…” her voice kept trailing off as her mind frantically, but unsuccessfully, tried to come up with the right words or at least some better ones. Words that might help me both understand and make me feel better.  
 
    “I just…” she continued stammering. 
 
    “Just what?” 
 
    “I just feel like maybe I’m not as happy as I could be, you know?” 
 
    “Wait, what?”  
 
    What the hell was she talking about? Of course, we could all be happier, but we sucked it up and carried on anyway. That was the whole point of life. 
 
    “I need more. I want to be…to feel more…satisfied, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    Her voice sounded funny. It had an odd cadence. Like there was some innuendo I should be picking up on…but unfortunately I was too dense to make the connection just then. 
 
    “No, I don’t know what you mean,” I said. 
 
    “Well, I don’t really know if I should just come right out and say it. I mean, I think it might hurt your feelings.” 
 
    Now I put my hand on hers. Whatever this was I was sure we could work through it. 
 
    “I promise, I won’t get upset. Just tell me.” 
 
    “Honey,” she took a deep breath, “you’re just not enough for me. Sexually.” 
 
    I looked at her sideways, still not getting it. She sighed deeply. 
 
    “You’re not big enough for me,” she said and looked down toward my crotch. I instinctively placed one hand over my junk as if she didn’t already know every vein, bump, and curve by heart at this point. 
 
    “Big enough?” I asked, like an idiot. By then I figured it out, but my mouth was a few steps behind my brain and was still processing this ego-busting information that was coming my way. 
 
    “Well, before I met you I was a bit of a size queen and I guess I just thought it was something I could get past…you know with your charm and sense of humor and I really do love you…just not…I guess I just find myself craving that feeling of being so full again.” 
 
    Those damn romance novels.  
 
    “Craving?” I asked, my stupid mouth still saying stupid things. 
 
    What happened next shocked me to my core. 
 
    Hannah closed her eyes, tilted her head back, and let out a soft moan. 
 
    “Yes, I’m craving some big, fat cock, Oscar. I need it.” 
 
    Suddenly, I was as hard as a steel rod in Siberia and I had no idea why.
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    I started to panic. I didn’t understand what was happening at all. My dick was throbbing in my lap, aching almost from the intense rush of blood. I looked to my left and saw a pillow that was just out of reach. Hannah’s eyes were still closed and if I was quick about it, I could probably snatch the pillow and use it to cover my junk without her noticing. 
 
    Only, I wasn’t quick enough. Just then Hannah’s eyes snapped wide open and as luck would have it, set their gaze on the very area of my body that I did not want them to see. Her face scrunched up, confused at first, but then relaxed. A wicked, knowing smile began to spread across her lips as she leaned forward to get a better view. I squirmed in shame and embarrassment. 
 
    “Well, well, well. Oscar. What is this?” She reached out and touched it, flicking at the tip with her thumb and index finger and giggling. Then she gasped. Her eyes darted up to meet mine and she locked onto them. 
 
    “Is this…is this turning you on?” she asked. 
 
    “What? What are you talking about? Is what turning me on?” I stammered in response. Unsure of just what she meant or what exactly was happening. 
 
    “This,” she repeated, “the thought of me getting…” 
 
    Her voice trailed off then she leaned in and whispered in my ear, “a bigger dick than yours.” 
 
    A cold shiver went down my spine and an intense chill overtook my entire body. 
 
    “Why on earth would that turn me on?” I said, my voice a little too loud. 
 
    “I don’t know, but how else to explain that?” she asked, pointing at my still erect penis. 
 
    I looked down. She was right. How else could I explain it? As soon as she’d said those words I went from six to midnight in a half-second. I didn’t even have time to be upset really. I was only confused. Jealousy and anger mixed and muddled with intense lust and desire. A potent but cloudy cocktail. 
 
    I should have only been hurt and offended and angry with her. But instead there was something else going on beneath the surface. It almost felt like my competitive juices were flowing now, like they used to back when I played sports or the day before a big assignment in school. I was ready to prove myself, my worth. 
 
    Perhaps sensing an opportunity, Hannah wrapped herself around me and began to nibble on my neck and lick at my ear lobes. Still unable to come to terms with what I was feeling, I tried to squirm away, but it was no use. She had me in her clutches. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Oscar? Don’t you want to feel how wet I am?” 
 
    Before waiting for an answer, she took my hand and placed it on her pulsing mound. Even through her yoga pants, I could feel how wet she was. 
 
    Then she plunged her own hand into my pants and grabbed a handful of my dick. I felt her cool, slender fingers wrapping around my shaft and squeezed gently. My cock lurched and throbbed from the sensation. It had been weeks since she’d touched my cock and it felt nice to have her paying attention to it. 
 
    “Oh my god, Oscar,” she said with genuine shock. “So hard. I’ve never felt you like this before. It’s so much…bigger than usual.” 
 
    A sliver of hope ran through my brain circuitry and my eyes lit up. Perhaps… 
 
    But as if sensing my hope, Hannah decided to crush me once again and snuff out any hope that might be lingering in my being. 
 
    “I mean, still not big enough,” she said with a laugh, “but still, much better than usual.” 
 
    My cock once again lurched in her hand. I couldn’t help it. It hurt like hell hearing her talk like that, but the end result was clear: it was turning me on. 
 
    “Mmm,” she said with a smile and a raised eyebrow, “thought so.” 
 
    She pulled my pants down off my waist and off my legs and dropped to her knees on the couch between my legs. It all happened so fast, I had no time to protest. 
 
    Hannah began to stroke my cock gently and slowly. 
 
    “So, you do like it. You like thinking about me taking a bigger cock?” 
 
    I didn’t answer immediately. But I was so turned on and so horny, I could hardly focus. 
 
    Hannah stopped stroking me and I let out a low whimper. 
 
    “I need to hear you say it if you want me to keep going…” 
 
    I gritted my teeth and swallowed hard, whatever pride I may have had went sliding down my throat and I said it. 
 
    “I like it…” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Hearing you talk about needing a bigger cock than mine.” 
 
    A wicked smile returned to her lips as she continued stroking my cock. 
 
    “Mmm, good boy,” she said, then spit on my cock to lube it up and began to stroke me faster. “You want your wife to be a dirty little cock slut?” 
 
    I nodded and then let my imagination run wild as she stroked me and filled my head with her dirty fantasies. I imagined a powerful, alpha male, hung and buff, plowing himself into her tiny, tight pussy. Dopamine and adrenaline flooded into my brain and sent me into overdrive. I wouldn't be able to hold my load in much longer if we kept traveling down this road.  
 
    “Good,” she whispered, “because I am dying to have some big, fat cock in this hungry pussy. I wish you could feel how wet I am just thinking about it.” 
 
    I was finished then. Gobs and gobs of white, hot cum began to ooze and spew forth from my shaft, spilling over her hand and coating that beautiful, three-carat ring in a sticky mess of seed. 
 
    Hannah began to giggle as she continued to stroke and milk every last drop from my balls.  
 
    “Oh baby,” she whispered. “Oh baby, that’s so hot. I’ve never seen you come so much before. You must really like this, huh?” 
 
    I was too out of sorts to answer just then as I was swept up in a viscous cyclone of post-orgasm emotions.  
 
    Without waiting for an answer, Hannah began to lick up the cum from my lap and off her hands. This was totally out of character for her and I hardly recognized her in that moment. Who was this woman kneeling before me and what had she done to my wife? 
 
    Once again, that suffocating feeling returned to the apartment and I just had to get out of there. I stood up quickly and made for the bathroom. 
 
    “I need to…” 
 
    I never finished my sentence though as I rushed to the door, slamming it shut behind me. I got the toilet seat up just in time as I began to vomit as quietly as I could. 
 
    What the hell had we just done? What was happening to me? To us? 
 
    When I was finished, I turned on the shower to the hottest setting, took off all my clothes and stepped in. Hoping to wash whatever just happened off of my body and out of my mind. 
 
    But deep down, I knew my efforts were futile. Whatever this thing was already had hold of me and the more time that passed between my orgasm and the present moment, the more I found my mind drifting back to those lurid fantasies of my wife with another man and my cock getting hard once again. Before the shower was over, I’d masturbated twice more to the thought and when I stepped out to towel off, I was even more confused and directionless than before. 
 
    I was only certain of one thing: no turning back now. I had to see what this meant and where it would lead. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately for me, by the time I’d completed my forty-five minute shower, Hannah was sound asleep on the couch, her romance novel tucked beneath her arms. I watched her for a few moments and my heart melted. She was lovely, angelic - and such a devious little slut. Wasn’t that a perfect combination in the end? 
 
    If we both still loved each other and wanted to stay together…well then, what was the harm in letting her get what she needed on the side? 
 
    You know what the harm will be, a dark but sober voice inside my head chided me. 
 
    And in fact I did. Or what the harm could be. The harm could be that she would have every intention of staying with me but that once she was exposed to different lovers with bigger cocks that she would fall in love with one of them and leave me. 
 
    So, I did the best I could to push it all away and forget about it.
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    And it worked for a while. Weeks went by and neither one of us even so much as mentioned the events that transpired that fateful night on the couch. I got busy with work and so did Hannah. We fell right back into our same easy routine. 
 
    It was frighteningly…easy. Almost too easy. 
 
    If I thought about it at all, I quickly set aside whatever shameful, embarrassed, and conflicted feelings arose along with it and did my best to forget it ever happened. But as time wore on, I found myself thinking about it more frequently, not less. What did it mean for us…if it meant anything at all, and surely it had to, didn’t it? What was Hannah thinking, surely she remembered it, right? It’s not like we’d been drinking that night. Were things still the same between us? They couldn’t be, could they? Not after what was said. 
 
    The massive knot that had formed in my stomach told me that something had to give. Things were going to change in a big way, I just wasn’t sure how. We both couldn’t ignore the elephant we’d let into the room for the rest of our lives together. Eventually, it would crush us to death. 
 
    Finally, one night - maybe three or four weeks had passed - I could no longer take it. It went from something I seldom thought about to the one and only thing I thought about. It had consumed my entire being. 
 
    “Hannah,” I said, “we need to talk.” 
 
    She was reading yet another romance novel on the couch. 
 
    “Talk? About what?” she asked without looking up from her book. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. 
 
    “What do you think? The other night…a few weeks ago. Right here on this couch, you know?” 
 
    She finally looked up from her book and shut it. She sat up and looked at me as if I had ten heads.  
 
    “What do you mean? I thought we did talk about it.” 
 
    “We did?” 
 
    “Yeah, that night. I thought I made myself perfectly clear what I needed and then we came up with a solution that worked for both of us…remember?” 
 
    “Solution? What are you talking about, we just – you just –” 
 
    She held up her hand and cut me off.  
 
    “Sorry, I’m almost done with my book. Can it wait till I’m finished? I really want to get it done today.” 
 
    And without waiting for an answer, she cracked open her book and continued reading, leaving me there dumbfounded. 
 
    Before she finished, I had drifted off to sleep and by the time I awoke the next morning, she was gone. Headed to work early.  
 
    She even left a note: big project, heading in early today to help Leeput together the deck for our client, I’ll probably work late. Don’t worry about me for dinner :) Love you xoxoxo 
 
    And that was it.  
 
    She was gone and we hadn’t talked about it. 
 
    Curiously, though, Hannah had left her laptop open right near the note she’d left. 
 
    There was a small sticky on the mousepad that said: “Click me and all will be revealed :)” 
 
    Of course it was in Hannah’s handwriting. 
 
    So, I held my breath and clicked the mousepad, waking the computer up from its cyber-slumber. After a few seconds, the screen loaded and displayed an open web browser. It was some kind of blog. It took a while for my brain to process what I was seeing. Then I read the headline or title of the post and I went numb: 
 
      
 
    Hotwifing and Cuckolding Relationships 101: Everything You Need to Know.
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    I called out sick that morning and spent the entire day going down the mother of all rabbit holes. By the time I emerged from the internet burrow that was hotwifing and cuckolding, I was filled with fear and longing. On the one hand, I was worried. And on the other, my cock was hard and ached from all the blood rushing to fill the shaft.  
 
    It was like I had the devil on one shoulder and an angel on the other, a neurotic, worry-wart of an angel, but an angel nonetheless.  
 
    I ordered Chinese food and opened a bottle of wine for dinner in an attempt to distract myself. Nothing like some spicy Asian food and a sweet white wine to go with it. So, that worked for a time. But as the hours wore on, I grew more and more concerned. I tried texting and calling but Hannah either didn’t respond or it went straight to voicemail. 
 
    It was nearing eleven o’clock and as I drifted off to sleep, my mind went to some pretty dark places. All of them involved Hannah cheating on me with a big-dicked stud who gave her everything she needed and more. That dirty, little slut. I wouldn’t let myself actually believe it, but part of me wondered if she really was working late or if she was just working Lee’s cock late into the night. 
 
    I’d never met Lee but he was new and my wife had been raving about his performance nonstop since they hired him. Had she been fucking him from day one? Was this whole hotwife thing a way for her to cover up her own infidelity? Had she already transgressed and was now manipulating me for her own benefit? 
 
    But then I thought of her naked. A faceless man, Lee I presume, had her up on the desk, one of her breasts cupped in his hand as he licked and sucked on her nipple before working his way down her body, kissing her tummy in a million and one places as he plunged his big, meaty cock deep inside her eager cunt. 
 
    I drifted off into an uneasy sleep, not daring to touch my raging boner for fear of what that might mean. I awoke several times in the night to an empty apartment and the cold fear that gripped me eventually would not let me sleep. Around four o’clock, I finally got up and put on some coffee. There would be no more sleep for me that night. 
 
    I checked my phone: nothing. Zilch. Not even a single message to let me know she was okay. I felt nauseous. I tried calling several times but still it went straight to voicemail.  
 
    Then the doorknob to our apartment jiggled with the sound of a key entering the slot. It turned slowly and clicked open as the door inched its way open. I saw a strand of Hannah’s hair before I saw her. I watched from the kitchen as she tried to enter as quietly as she could, eyes darting this way and that. 
 
    “Don’t bother. I’m already up,” I said, and scared her half to death. “Couldn’t sleep anyway.” 
 
    “Jesus Christ!” she said in a loud whisper, clutching at her chest and breathing heavily. “You scared me to death, Oscar.” 
 
    “Me?” I said, taking a smug sip of coffee and raising an eyebrow. “I thought something terrible had happened to you.” 
 
    She stared back blankly like a deer in headlights. 
 
    “Couldn’t check your phone?” 
 
    “I’m so sorry, I just got caught up working with Lee and…and neither one of us had a charger, I really just lost track of time,” she said. And she seemed sincere. Emphasis on seemed. 
 
    I took another sip of coffee and studied her body language. She didn’t look as thought she’d been fucking someone else all night but who knows. She could have showered and put herself back together before leaving. Maybe she spent the night at his place. I found that particular thought both agonizing and extremely arousing at the same time but I pushed it to the side and focused on Hannah standing before me. 
 
    “Project all finished up?” I asked. 
 
    “Uhh yeah, just about. I mean Lee still has to put some finishing touches on the deck but…I think we have a winner.” 
 
    “Lee..” I repeated for no reason in particular. “Did he stay up all night too?” 
 
    “He left around two, I finished up.” 
 
    I clicked my tongue and nodded my head. Not able to quite buy into what she was saying. 
 
    “Look, Oscar…I know what you’re thinking…” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Yes, and I swear. Nothing happened.” 
 
    Again, she seemed sincere. So, I decided to believe her.  
 
    “Okay. Want some coffee?” 
 
    She stared off into the distance, seemingly lost in a dream.  
 
    I cleared my throat. 
 
    “Ahem, earth to Hannah. Coffee?” 
 
    She finally snapped out of it and was back in the room with me. 
 
    “Oh yes, uh thank you. That would be great.” 
 
    By the time I poured her cup and handed it to her, she was off in whatever fantasy land had gripped her before. This time I let her stay there and simply studied her eyes as my cock stiffened at the thought of all the bad and horrible things she might have done. 
 
    Hannah, Hannah, Hannah…what is going on inside that head of yours?
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    “Hungry?” I asked, finally daring to break her from her stupor. She looked up from her coffee and smiled. 
 
    “Yes, famished. Really worked up an appetite last night.” 
 
    Fucking or working? 
 
    But I didn’t say that out loud. 
 
    I whipped up a quick breakfast of scrambled eggs and some toast and we sat down at the table to eat. We ate in silence. Every sound was magnified by the heavy silence that sat between us.  
 
    I watched Hannah eat like a ravenous beast. She shoveled the eggs down her throat and chugged her orange juice like it was going to evaporate right before her very eyes. 
 
    Finally, when she had only a few bites left on her plate, she looked up at me. I stared deeply at her and squinted. I don’t know what I was looking for exactly, but it worked.  
 
    She let out a heavy sign, dropped her fork on the table and folded her arms under her breasts.  
 
    “Alright, I can’t do this…” she said, looking away from me and down at the floor. 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    She looked back up at me and stared daggers at me. Her eyes narrowed. 
 
    “I fucked him. Ok? I fucked him and he fucked me.” 
 
    Her voice had a hard edge to it and what I thought was a small trace of contempt. As if it was somehow my fault. As if I were to blame for her running off and having an affair.  
 
    It didn’t occur to me then, but would later, that she would indeed have a case. Not a strong one, but a decent one. After all, isn’t a man’s job to please his wife? 
 
    “I’m sorry what?” I asked. Like a dolt. I heard her loud and clear and for some reason was asking her to pull out the knife and stab me again, this time in a different spot. 
 
    “You heard me, Oscar. I fucked him. And he fucked me. He fucked me so good. It was exactly what I told you I needed…” she shook her head, “and I thought you heard me loud and clear.” 
 
    “Yeah, I heard you but…what the fuck, Hannah? I thought we would talk about this a little more, I mean what? You thought you could just leave me a reading assignment while you went off and – and just…” I trailed off, unable to finish the thoughts. My lurid fantasies had come true. I was now, whether I liked it or not, a cuckold.  
 
    The only choice now seemed to be what was I going to do about it? 
 
    “Look, Oscar,” she said, “I’m sorry if this hurts to hear. I really, truly am. I love you and I mean that, but –” 
 
    “But you need a bigger dick, yeah, yeah, yeah,” I said, finishing her thought. 
 
    “No, that’s not what I was going to say. I was going to say, but I’m not sorry I did it. Not at all. In fact, I’m sorry I didn’t do this sooner.” 
 
    What. The. Fuck? The gall of this woman. Who did she think she was? 
 
    She continued. 
 
    “And it felt so fucking good. Lee’s cock is just…I mean holy shit, it’s like a soda can or something. So fat and meaty and he just stretched me so good, the way I used to get stretched before I met you and I just didn’t realize how much I needed that feeling of fullness back in my life…” 
 
    All at once I saw her pity for me. There was no more contempt, if there ever was any. She just felt sorry for me. And it hurt like hell to see her looking at me that way. 
 
    Without warning or realizing what was happening, I heard myself laughing uncontrollably like a certified maniac. It was a loud, high-pitched cackle. Something otherworldly and I think I was on the verge of going into shock or something. 
 
    “So, did you actually read the article I left up for you?” she asked, trying to get me to snap out of my crazed frenzy. Her look of pity was turning to one of concern now. I steadied myself and gave a slight nod. 
 
    “And?” she asked. 
 
    “So, that’s what you want then? To be a what, a hotwife or whatever?” 
 
    I was trying to play it cool and forget how much the article and subsequent rabbit hole it sent me down had fired me up and turned me on. Years and years of social programming was taking over just then and I had to be mad, pissed, hurt, angry, and ready to kick her ass to the curb. Or so I thought. 
 
    “Yes,” she said quietly. I almost didn’t hear her. 
 
    I chuckled. 
 
    “I think it could be good for us…for our sex life.” 
 
    I scoffed at that. 
 
    “Yeah, maybe good for one of us,” I said, looking away from her. Now it was me wearing the look of contempt. “Can’t believe I married such a total, fucking slut.” 
 
    It was meant to insult her. To hurt her. To diminish her. To make her feel less than. But it ended up having the opposite effect. It seemed to empower her as a wicked smile stretched across her lips. 
 
    I often wonder if it was then that she knew she had me. That I was completely helpless to resist. 
 
    Hannah stood up, seemingly taller, and if possible more beautiful. Her aura seemed aglow and I was suddenly overwhelmed by her. She leaned down and got right in my face. 
 
    “That’s right, honey. You married a total fucking slut who loves nothing more than getting a big, fat random dick shoved deep inside her. In fact, I wanna get as many dicks as I can and you’re gonna fucking let me,” she said as she dropped quickly to her knees once more and positioned herself between my legs.  
 
    I lost all control then and all that social programming was wiped out. Overwritten with a completely new and updated programming that broke every previous paradigm to pieces. My cock was hard and I couldn’t help but be turned on by this sexually empowered and awakened goddess who was now between my knees, running her hand over my engorged crotch. 
 
    She pulled my cock out and began to suck on it like a greedy whore. I never saw her suck so hard or with so much enthusiasm before in my life. It was like she was trying to suction the nut right out of my balls and down her throat in seconds flat. And if she kept it up, she was going to succeed.  
 
    “Okay,” I said, clenching my fists and trying not to come too fast, “okay, maybe this can work.” 
 
    Hannah took her wet mouth off my dick and began stroking me with a wide smile on her face, she raised an eyebrow, prompting me to continue. 
 
    “Go on,” she said, slowly stroking my hard, glistening cock. 
 
    “Rules,” I grunted. 
 
    “Okay, what rules?” 
 
    “I have to be there. I want to watch.” 
 
    “Oscar…” she said, raising her eyebrow even higher. “So kinky.” 
 
    She stroked my cock some more and thought about it. 
 
    “Okay deal. You can watch me get railed by a big, fat cock anytime you want, baby,” she said.  
 
    And right then I began to orgasm. Once again, thick, white globs of cum spilled forth from my shaft and coated her hand as she milked me dry. 
 
    “Mmmm, good boy.” 
 
    Hannah lapped up the come once more and then stood up and kissed me on the cheek. 
 
    “Gotta go get ready for work. Gotta knock this presentation out of the park. I’ll see you later tonight and we can talk more about our new…arrangement.” 
 
    And with that she was off to the shower, leaving me there at the breakfast table staring at my deflating cock and wondering what the hell I’d just agreed to and thinking I wasn’t a very good negotiator.
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    Seven 
 
    I returned to work the following day and to put it mildly, I found it hard to concentrate on even the smallest of tasks. It was equal parts fear, excitement, and dread. We were in extremely unchartered territory when only a few weeks ago we were just a regular, run of the mill married couple for whom things had gotten a little stale. Our situation wasn’t uncommon at all, however our solution to it was. 
 
    Hotwife. Hotwife. Hotwife…I’m married to a hotwife. 
 
    I repeated this word and phrase often in my head, trying it on for size and finding that while it didn’t quite fit, I desperately wished it would. Like a new shirt that was just a tad too small. Rather than take it back and get the size that fits, why not just lose some weight and keep it? 
 
    Because I was in fact now married to a hotwife. Hannah. I didn’t know how long it would last but it was clear there was a firm no-return policy on the whole thing so, I had better get used to it. My wife was now going to fuck whoever and whenever she pleased so long as two conditions were met: the first being that they, being the man in question, had a huge cock. The second of course being my condition that I be in the room to watch. And do what? I wasn’t sure. I only knew I wanted to see it unfold with my own two eyes. 
 
    Several times throughout that day I found my mind wandering off into sexy fantasies involving Hannah and another man. Her bouncing up and down, twerking her sexy ass all over some giant cock, while I sat and watched from the corner. She would moan like a whore as she looked back over her shoulder to watch the giant cock disappear inside her. Then she would look up at me as she was on the edge of orgasm and whisper thank you. 
 
    Eventually, it became clear to me that I was wasting my time at work and that at least for that day, I was going to get nothing done. I poked my head into my boss’s office and let her know I’d be taking a half day. I uttered some such nonsense about still feeling a bit under the weather and simply left without waiting for a response. 
 
    It was unseasonably warm that day and so I decided some fresh air would do me good. I walked home and took my time doing so. I used the long walk for some contemplation, introspection, and some more time fantasizing about all the filthy things Hannah might do with another, superior lover.  
 
    To say it was a complex stew of emotions doesn’t quite do it justice. By the end, I found myself back where I started. Not physically, of course. I made it to our apartment building and was standing outside our apartment door. But metaphorically speaking, emotionally and intellectually, I was back to wondering…why? Why on earth would we do this to each other or for each other and why on earth was I so willing to go along with such an obviously one-sided deal (or at least, I thought it was one-sided at the time, I no longer believe that now). 
 
    As I slid my key into the slot and turned the knob I heard myself whisper, “because it’s hot, that’s why.” A wicked smile spread across my own lips as I slipped inside.
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    Eight 
 
    “What’s hot?” Hannah called out to me as I hung my coat by the door. Her voice snapped me straight out of my headspace and into the present moment. 
 
    “Uh, uh…the weather. Pretty hot for this time of year. Don’t you think?” 
 
    She looked at me sideways, then smiled. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess it is.” 
 
    I finished placing my things down on the bench by our front door. 
 
    “You’re home early,” she said. 
 
    I didn’t respond. 
 
    “Hey, babe?” she called as I entered the kitchen. For some reason a chill went down my spine. She seldom called me babe. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Can you come here for a minute, we should chat.” 
 
    A cold dread gripped me just then. I filled a glass with water and then went into the living area and sat down next to her on the couch without saying a word. 
 
    She placed a hand on my knee. 
 
    “Are you having any second thoughts about our arrangement?” 
 
    The question threw me for a loop as I was not expecting her to ask it. I balked for a moment, thought about explaining how conflicted I was feeling and how complex the situation was for me. But I decided instead to show no fear and hide my true feelings. 
 
    “Uh, no. Nope. All good. Full steam ahead for me,” I said, trying to play it cool. Hannah smiled at me. 
 
    “I’m so glad to hear you say that,” she was getting overly excited now and before I had time to realize the mistake, she was already blurting out the great news. 
 
    “Why’s that?” 
 
    “Because Lee is coming over. Tonight. He wants to fuck me again.” 
 
    The words hit me harder and more deeply than I could have ever imagined. If it was possible, it hurt even worse than the day before. That could at least be written off to a momentary lapse of judgment. A tiny, regrettable transgression not to be repeated. But this? This was premeditated. Planned. Invited. Welcomed. Desired. 
 
    “I’m sorry what?” 
 
    “Yeah, he said he couldn’t stop thinking about the other night and well…I just kind of invited him over…” 
 
    Rather than dwell on what my wife’s hair trigger behavior might mean for our future, I decided to just cut to chase.  
 
    “And he’s cool with you know, me? With me being here? Watching?” 
 
    Some hand-wringing ensued before she fessed up. 
 
    “Well, not exactly,” she said finally. 
 
    “Not exactly? What does not exactly mean?” 
 
    Hannah took a deep breath, searching for the words. 
 
    “I just…I didn’t want to scare him off. I wasn’t sure how to bring it up and I guess…well, I just need that dick inside me again so I thought…well, I thought maybe you could watch…from the closet.” 
 
    The closet? Was she serious? 
 
    “The closet? You’re serious?” 
 
    She laughed nervously. 
 
    “Yeah, I mean, why not. It’s huge, you can leave the door open a crack and Lee will never have to know you’re there. We can both get what we want…and I promise to put on a good show for you.” 
 
    She winked at me as if that last part would be the clincher. Truth be told, it was. She had a point. The closet was huge. It had a perfect view of the bed. Unless Lee was keenly interested in seeing my wife’s shoe collection, there was little to chance he’d just wander on in. And the thought did excite me. A covert voyeur. A peeping tom. It was pervy, no doubt. But I suppose that’s where some of the excitement lay.  
 
    I sighed and threw my hands up in the air. Go big or go home…I guess? 
 
    “Alright, sure. Whatever.” 
 
    Hannah squealed with delight and hugged me. 
 
    “Thank you,” she whispered. “You know, the thought of you watching me has really been turning me on.” 
 
    “Really? I asked, my cock jumping a little. 
 
    “Yeah, I didn’t think I’d be so into it, but…well, feel.” 
 
    She took my hand and stuck it in her pants so I could feel how wet she was. It was dripping. Soaked and drenched to the bone. My cock stiffened. 
 
    Hannah pushed my hand away and leaned back on her elbows before sliding her pants off her waist to reveal her glistening, moist sex. 
 
    “Lick it,” she whispered. 
 
    “What?” I asked, like a moron. 
 
    “Lick it,” she repeated, a wicked smile on her face, “I want you to get my pussy ready for that big, fat cock tonight. Warm me up, babe.” 
 
    I looked down at my pants tent. 
 
    “I’d rather fuck you,” I whispered, leaning in to kiss her. 
 
    But she pushed my head away and down towards her cunt, making a tsk, tsk sound. 
 
    “Not yet, baby. You don’t get to fuck me until after Lee’s done with me.” 
 
    “I don’t?” 
 
    “Nope, you have to be a good boy and get me ready for him. Then you’re gonna watch how he fucks me so good. And then you get to feel this pussy.” 
 
    A shudder went down my spine as I thought of slipping myself inside her used, wet pussy. The excitement overtook me as I dove into her cunt and began to lick and suck on her lips, tickling her clit, and quickly brought her to a loud, screeching orgasm with nothing but my tongue. 
 
    She pushed me away almost immediately and patted me on the head like an obedient pup. 
 
    “Good boy,” she whispered. 
 
    She went off to shower and get ready for Lee’s arrival, leaving me there on the couch, the sting of her juices still permeating my mouth and nostrils, wondering what the hell had just happened.
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    Nine 
 
    When the time came, I hid in the closet. Was it my proudest moment? No, but I didn’t care and neither did my cock. 
 
    Hannah had “gone out” to meet Lee at a bar a few blocks away from our apartment in Midtown. The plan was for them to have a few drinks and then some sex. At our place. Hannah had told him I was away on business. 
 
    It felt like hours, but it really was probably no more than fifteen or twenty minutes that I lay in wait. More than a few times I caught my mind yelling at me to run. To get out. To get far away from here and from Hannah. No good could come of this. 
 
    But I couldn’t seem to peel myself away from that spot on the closet floor. I wanted to stay. I wanted to watch. I had to watch. 
 
    As I waited there, I wondered if Lee even cared that he was fucking someone’s wife. Or did that give him a bigger thrill? Had I even come up? 
 
    Before I had time to ponder these thoughts for too long, I heard a key in the door, followed by Hannah’s laughter.  
 
    Her laughter. That was another icy dagger to the heart. For some reason, it was worse than anything else that would follow. Hearing another man make her laugh like that, well, that was my job.  
 
    I heard the clacking of keys, of coats being shed, lips smacking, and hushed, excited whispering. 
 
    “Mmm,” Hannah said, presumably breaking off a kiss, “let’s take this to the bedroom. I want you to fuck the shit out of me like you did the other week. I’ve been craving your big, fat cock ever since.” 
 
    My own cock instantly rose to attention at these words and a peculiar thrill rushed through me. Adrenaline coursed through my veins and my heart rate increased. It felt almost euphoric. And it was then that, despite all my misgivings and the, ahem, fucked-upness of the situation, I had indeed made the right choice. Was it a good choice? I have no idea. But it was the right choice. Of that, I have no doubt. None whatsoever. 
 
    “Whatever you say, you’re the boss,” Lee said, making her laugh again. 
 
    My cock hummed and throbbed in my pants. But I didn’t dare touch it or even move until it was all over. I didn’t want to blow our cover. 
 
    I heard them scuffling towards the door and tried to silence my breath as best I could. The closet door was open perhaps a quarter to a half inch, plenty of space for me to peek and get a good view, but not enough to expose anything. Especially not in the dim lighting. 
 
    Suddenly Lee was standing mere feet away near the edge of our bed.  
 
    “Stop,” Hannah whispered. “Let me suck your cock.” 
 
    She quickly dropped to her knees. Already she was delivering on the promise to deliver a good show. I had a front row seat as she undid his belt buckle and pulled down his pants. 
 
    A huge, veiny, and curved cock flopped out and nearly took her eye out. I had to stifle a gasp as I swallowed hard and tried to keep my emotions and excitement in check. 
 
    “Oh my god, I forgot how big you were, fuck,” she whispered as she took him in her hand and slowly stroked his half-hard rod. It was massive. I didn’t measure it but if I had to guess, it was at least nine inches. Maybe even ten. This guy was packing some serious heat. For a moment I imagined what mine would look like next to his, Hannah holding us, one in each hand for comparison’s sake.  
 
    But then I saw Hannah open her mouth and begin to suck which snapped me out of my depraved daydream. She moaned and slurped, really getting into the act of sucking his cock. I couldn’t remember a time when she’d shown my dick such enthusiasm.  
 
    I watched, totally enraptured by the sight. It was more powerful than any drug I could ever imagine. I’d never done heroin, but it couldn’t be as powerful and intoxicating as this. Hannah moved with such grace and sensuality as she sucked and worshiped his dick. It was easily twice as long and twice as thick as mine. I couldn’t believe it was even real.  
 
    Hannah took her mouth off his cock and spit on the bulbous head before using her spit as a lube to stroke his cock fast and hard.  
 
    “God, you have such a beautiful cock, nothing like my husband’s.” 
 
    Lee smiled down at her. 
 
    “Well, I’m more than happy to give you what he can’t.” 
 
    Punch to the gut. But I was more than ready to rock and roll with the punches.  
 
    Hannah then made an attempt at deep-throating him but only got about halfway down before she gagged and spit him out, gasping for air.  
 
    “Wow, I think that’s as far as anyone’s gotten on my shaft,” Lee said approvingly. Then he grabbed her hair near the back of her head and gathered it in his hand before proceeding to fuck her slutty face for about a minute before she tapped out. 
 
    The depravity of my wife’s whorish actions was almost too much to bear, in a good way. I wanted desperately to unzip my pants and start jacking off to the scene but I was afraid the zipper would be too loud and alert Lee to my presence.  
 
    As I was waging an internal war between my two heads, Hannah stood up and bent over the bed, offering her backside to Lee. She waved her ass back and forth, slowly swaying in the most seductive motion I’d ever seen. I had no idea her body could move that way. 
 
    “Come on, Lee. Give me that big, thick dick of yours. I fucking need it baby!” She was begging and moaning like a whore now, shaking her ass up and down as she pleaded for him to stick it in her.  
 
    I watched her quivering pussy lips shake as she twerked, drops of her juices flew across the air and landed on the floor, that’s how wet she was.  
 
    What happened next is etched into my memory forever, a permanent, unchangeable mark. Even if I lose all my marbles one day, I suspect that is one image that will never, ever leave me. 
 
    Lee got up behind her and slid himself in. Hannah turned her head as he was entering her and locked eyes with me. I love you, she mouthed without Lee noticing. 
 
    Then her eyes went wide with a look of pleasure I’d never seen before. Not even in porn. She was totally lost and enraptured by his cock entering her. And so was I. It was an instant addiction for me. Any doubts that were still lingering, any reservations that still loitered in my head, were promptly ejected and replaced by the most intense feeling I’d ever experienced. Absolutely indescribable.  
 
    “Oh fuck, yes,” she whispered, gripped the sheets in her hands tightly and nearly ripping them clean off the bed. “Fuck, yes. That’s what I needed. Fill me up, baby. Fill me up like my husband never could.” 
 
    She looked at me as she said that last part and smiled, biting her bottom lip. 
 
    “Shit, yes. That’s it. Get deeper. Oh fuck, I’m gonna come already. Fuck yes, Lee. Keep fucking me just like that! Oh, Lee. Oh I fucking love your cock!” 
 
    She was screaming now and I was finished, in terms of ever going back to a normal life. I loved watching her like this. All I could think of was all the devious trouble we could get into together. With an insatiable appetite like hers well – 
 
    My thought was cut short as she began to come hard and loud and long as Lee pummeled her from behind. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s right, baby.” he said, lightly gripping her throat with his massive hand, “take that cock like a good little slut. Whose pussy is this?” 
 
    Hannah didn’t answer at first, then Lee growled at her and pulled her head back. 
 
    “Whose pussy is it?” 
 
    “Oh fuck, yours. It's your pussy. You own that pussy baby!” 
 
    And as she let him know her pussy belonged to him, she began to come again, this time seemed even more intense than the first.  
 
    I let out a soft gasp and Lee quickly looked over to the closet and I thought the jig was up. We’d been caught. But he quickly looked back down at my wife’s ass twerking on his dick and he went back to pounding her insides with his massive rod.  
 
    Phew. 
 
    “You ready for this nut?” Lee asked her. 
 
    “Oh yes, come for me baby. Give me that come!” 
 
    Lee began to grunt and tense up as he pulled his cock out of my wife and blew a huge load all over her ass cheeks and the small of her back. 
 
    “Mmm, so warm, I love it,” she moaned, looking back at the giant load of white come that Lee had deposited on her back. 
 
    My foot was falling asleep just then and I made an epic blunder. I tried shifting my weight to wake it up, but instead I put too much weight on it and my leg gave way, sending me tumbling forward and crashing through the closet door onto the floor right next to my wife’s trembling body. 
 
    Lee must have jumped ten feet in the air, although Hannah seemed completely dick-drunk and thus remained unphased, she simply giggled and looked down at me with a wink. 
 
    “Holy shit! What the fuck is this? What’s going on here?” 
 
    He looked at me, eyes wide, then back down to Hannah. 
 
    “Hannah, what the fuck?” 
 
    “I’m sorry baby, don;t be scared it’s fine. He’s cool.. He isn’t upset. He just likes to watch,” she started to get up to try to calm him down but he was already gathering up his things and backing away from us as if we were two escaped mental patients holding chainsaws.  
 
    “Wait, Lee…hold on. Just –” 
 
    But he was dressed and out the door without so much as a goodbye. 
 
    Hannah didn’t bother chasing after him, she just shrugged her shoulders and looked down at me, still laying in a heap on the floor. 
 
    Then the two of us just burst out laughing for nearly fifteen minutes straight. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    “Well, I hope you enjoyed the show at least,” Hannah said when we’d both finally caught our breath. She was still completely naked, with Lee’s drying come caked on her back and ass. The smell of sex hung in the air still and my cock, despite the laughing fit, had not lost an ounce of firmness. 
 
    “I did,” I said and that wicked smile returned to her face. 
 
    “Good, why don’t you take that cock out and show me how much you enjoyed it.” 
 
    I took my raging hard dick out and stroked it for her. 
 
    “Holy shit, Oscar. You’re so hard. You wanna feel what he did to my pussy with his big dick?” 
 
    I nodded vigorously. 
 
    “Okay, come here,” she pulled me to my feet and then laid herself back on the bed, spreading her legs for me. Her slick juices coated the inside of her thighs and her pussy was still quivering, practically begging for more. I watched her hole open and close just slightly with each deep inhale as her tits rose and fell on the bed before me. 
 
    Then I pounced. 
 
    I slid right in. But it didn’t seem to matter. She was still enjoying it. More than she ever had before with me I would guess. 
 
    Within minutes she was writhing and shaking beneath my weight and having a genuine, real deal orgasm.  
 
    “Holy shit, Oscar! Fuck that feels amazing. You’ve never fucked me like this before. You really like getting those sloppy seconds, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I grunted through gritted teeth, but I could hold it no longer and unleashed a torrent of semen inside her.  
 
    She wrapped herself around me and clung tight to my body as I unloaded in her and filled her up with my seed.  
 
    “That’s it baby. Take that pussy back. Make it yours again. That’s it,” she rang her fingers through my hair and whispered in my ear how much she loved me and thanked me for letting her be a good little slut. 
 
    We fell asleep like that, in each other’s arms, my dick still inside her. We awoke multiple times throughout the night and fucked again and again, each time I filled her up and went back to sleep with my half-hard cock still inside her cunt. 
 
    It was pure bliss. Something I - or perhaps, we - hadn't felt in a long, long time.
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    Ten 
 
    For a little while, everything went back to “normal''. Except it was better. Everything between us. We had sex regularly for the first time in years and we were actually enjoying it. We had a few deep and long discussions about boundaries and rules and both agreed we’d like to try something again soon. 
 
    The only problem was Lee had quite literally skipped town. He quit the next day and moved clear across the country. He wanted nothing to do with the two loons who’d set him up that night, i.e. my wife and I. And perhaps, he had every right to be that way. Who knows? 
 
    But that problem quickly solved itself within a matter of weeks when they hired Lee’s replacement. 
 
    It took a while, but eventually, Hannah hit me with the news. It was right at the point that I was beginning to wonder - or more accurately, worry - if we’d ever be able to make it happen again. I wasn’t about to go trawling the internet for random strangers to bang my wife (or was I).  
 
    One day, when she was standing at the stove making dinner she called out to me. I was on the couch reading a book (no, not a romance novel). 
 
    “Hey, Oscar?” 
 
    “Yeah, honey?” 
 
    “You know what I realized today?” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Well, you know how we hired someone new to replace Lee?” 
 
    “Uh huh…” 
 
    “Have I described him to you?” 
 
    “I don’t think you have.” 
 
    “Well, he’s this sexy, athletic black man. Maybe twenty-seven or eight.” 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “Well, it got me thinking,” she said, “I’ve never been with a black guy before.” 
 
    I sat there in silence, my cock hardening to something harder than steel at the bottom of the Arctic ocean. 
 
    “And I think I might like to try some big, black cock.” 
 
    I sat up straight and looked over to where she was standing. 
 
    “What do you think about that, Oscar?” she began walking over to me. 
 
    Gulp. 
 
    “I think…” I looked down at my crotch at the same time she arrived at the couch and loomed over me. She looked down and saw it too. The wicked smile returned and she leaned down and whispered in my ear. 
 
    “Mmm, good boy,” she said, “so, is it okay if I start to pursue him?” 
 
    I nodded vigorously as she lay down on the couch with me and started stroking my cock while we made out. 
 
    “That’s exactly what I wanted to hear,” she said. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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Curious Little
Hotwife 
 
      
 
    A Wife-Sharing Romance 
 
    By: F. Rey Noel 
 
      
 
    ✭✭✭ 
 
      
 
    “Do you really think he’d go for something like that, Brett?” 
 
    Leah was on her knees in our bed, bouncing up and down with a palpable excitement that made it hard for me to focus. 
 
    I didn’t know if he would go for something like that. But I had a hunch he would. At the very least, I felt pretty confident that even if he happened to decline, it wasn’t something he’d be offended by. We’d still be able to have fun and enjoy his visit without things being irrevocably ruined. 
 
    Still, I don’t suppose I would have brought the idea up in the first place if I didn’t think there was a pretty good chance he’d say yes. 
 
    “To be honest, Leah, I’m not one-hundred percent sure.” 
 
    She frowned a bit. I turned to her and took her cheek in my hand. 
 
    “Well, it’s been a while since I’ve seen him, you know? He could have changed. But…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “Well, if he’s even a fraction of the person he was back in college, well I think we’re in for one hell of a weekend. I mean look at you, how could he resist?” 
 
    Leah’s face lit up with a smile and her breasts all of a sudden seemed perkier and full of life as a rosy color appeared on her cheeks. 
 
    She wasn’t wearing anything but a blue thong that rode up high on her wide hips. I looked down and stuck my thumb in her waistband and reached around to grab a handful of her ass cheek. 
 
    I kissed her firmly on the lips. 
 
    “Mmmm, you’re so good to be, baby,” she said as I pulled away. 
 
    “Don’t I know it,” I said, teasing her a little bit. 
 
    She bit her bottom lip. 
 
    I looked at my watch. Almost time to leave. 
 
    “Think you have enough time to get me a little dick to hold me over until you’re back?” she asked seductively. 
 
    My cock was rock hard and ready to go. In fact, it had been the whole time we’d been speaking. The thought of watching my college roommate, Jax, pummel Leah with his massive, thick cock was something I’d been dreaming about for weeks now. Ever since Jax reached out randomly on social media to see how I’d been doing and to reconnect. He informed me he was going to be back in town for a little while and wanted to meet up.  
 
    I invited him - no actually insisted that he stay with us. 
 
    Back in college, Jax was the man. We only went to a division two school but he played basketball and was still up to his elbows in pussy. In fact, I did pretty damn well myself simply because I was always in such close proximity to him. 
 
    Even being his roommate, I’d managed to avoid seeing it. But I couldn’t escape it’s legend. I’d heard from more than a dozen of his sexual conquests that he was packing some serious heat. One girl told me to imagine something from my wrist to my elbow and that would just about paint the perfect picture. 
 
    Of course, I could never forget some of the screams and other primal noises that came out of his bedroom during our time rooming together. They were etched into my memory forever. 
 
    But after graduation, we’d chosen different paths and fell out of touch. I stayed in the city and met and fell in love with Leah and Jax became somewhat of an international man of mystery. I’m still not sure what he does for a living but based on his social media feeds, his lifestyle involves fast cars, exotic vacations, plenty of booze and plenty of hot women. Basically, still living the same lifestyle he led in college except he was filthy rich now. And that suited him well. 
 
    Thankfully Jax was one of those people who, despite how much time may have passed between seeing each other, it was easy to fall back into that old routine like no time had passed at all. So, I wasn’t too nervous about having him stay with us for the weekend. 
 
    “What are you thinking about baby?” Leah asked, grabbing the bulge in my pants. 
 
    “Huh?” I said, snapping out of my daydream. 
 
    “I asked if you had enough time to give me a little dick? I’m hungry.” Leah opened her mouth and pointed at it. “Feed me, daddy.” 
 
    “Well, I have a tight schedule today but...I think I can squeeze you in,” I said.  
 
    “How about I squeeze you in?” she said, licking her lips. 
 
    “Mmm, I would love to but I don’t know if we have time for that,” I said, checking my watch again. “How about a quick handjob and you can tell me all about what you want to do this weekend?” 
 
    “I like the sound of that,” Leah said and took out my cock and started stroking it. 
 
    “Oh baby, that feels good,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah?” Leah locked eyes with me while she jerked me off. “I want you to think about me with Jax’s big, fat cock in my mouth. Won’t that look so hot?” 
 
    “Mmm, yes it will,” I said, leaning back and closing my eyes, imagining exactly that. 
 
    “You like that don’t you? Your filthy little hotwife with another man’s dick in her mouth? You love it when I cheat on you, don’t you?” 
 
    I gulped and nodded. 
 
    “Fuck, yes I do.” 
 
    What can I say? I did like it. Actually I loved it. My wife was a hotwife and if you don’t know what that is, well, what the hell are you doing here? Look it up and then come back.  
 
    I’d long gotten over the psychological hangups and insecurities of my wife being with another man. I didn’t get jealous. I just got turned on. That’s not what this story is about. This is about fun. Pure, hot, sexy fun. 
 
    “Oh my god, you’re so hard,” Leah said, stroking my cock a little faster but keeping a light grip around my pulsing shaft. “I can’t wait until you watch me with Jax, but… you know what would be even hotter?” 
 
    Leah bit her bottom lip and looked at me seriously. 
 
    “What’s that, baby?” 
 
    “Taking on both of you, at the same time. Two dicks for your slutty little wife. Wouldn’t that be hot? Watching me stroking, sucking, and fucking two big, hard cocks?” 
 
    Leah moaned and closed her eyes, tilting her head back to the sky while she jerked me harder and faster. She reached down with her free hand and began to play with herself.  
 
    Her pussy was wet and I could hear her fingers sloshing around inside. 
 
    “Hear how wet it’s making me? Two sets of hands raking my body. Two cocks. Two hot, sticky loads…” 
 
    I couldn’t hold it any longer and my body started to tense up. Leah noticed and leaned over to accept my load into her mouth. She continued to jerk the cum right out of me and into her mouth which she used to slurp on my tip.  
 
    When she was sure she’d gotten every last drop out of me, she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue to show me what a good little slut she’d been and then she swallowed it down with an audible gulp. 
 
    “Mmm, thank you,” she said, licking her fingers clean. 
 
    She laid back on the bed and began to play with herself some more.  
 
    “I think you better hurry up,” she said. 
 
    I stood up and leaned over her trembling body and planted a kiss on her cheek. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said, “I’ll just be here playing with myself and thinking of all the naughty things you two boys are going to do to me this weekend.” 
 
    I took a deep breath. I was already getting hard again and it was taking every ounce of self-control I had not to jump back on the bed with her. 
 
    As I walked out the front door to my car, I could hear Leah having an orgasm and my cock stiffened to full attention. 
 
    I drove like a man possessed to the airport to pick up Jax. I didn’t want to waste another second. 
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    “So fucking great to see you, Brett,” Jax said, smiling from ear to ear. He looked like he was still in excellent shape and he was dressed sharply in chino pants and a nice blazer.  
 
    “Gosh, you too man. Been way too long. You look great,” I said as I took his hand and shook it while bringing it in for a bro-hug outside baggage claim. I wasn’t small myself (I’m about six-feet tall) but Jax seemed to tower over me. 
 
    We threw his stuff into the trunk of my car, hopped in, and were off on the roughly forty-five minute drive to our house. 
 
    “Hey, man, thanks again for inviting me to stay with you guys this weekend. Really appreciate it,” he said with a smile.  
 
    “No problem at all man, we’re excited to have you and you can finally meet Leah. Can’t believe it’s been so long that you haven’t met my wife.” 
 
    “I know man. How is that beautiful woman of yours? I’ve seen pictures and my goodness, Brett. How the hell did you pull her? Fucking excellent work my man. Talk about outkicking your coverage. Love to see it.” 
 
    “Fuck you very much,” I said, laughing. We were already back into our old groove and it felt good. “And she’s doing well, thanks for asking. She’s excited to meet the world-famous Jaxson King. She’s heard so much about you.” 
 
    Jax let out a loud, hearty laugh. 
 
    “Uh oh, man. What have you been telling her?” 
 
    “Nothing you wouldn’t tell her yourself,” I said, flashing a grin at Jax. 
 
    He just chuckled and changed the subject a bit. 
 
    “Man, I could use a drink and a bite to eat after that plane ride. God damn was it long.” 
 
    “Oh, we can help you with that. You a bourbon man?” 
 
    “You know it,” Jax said. 
 
    “How about burgers?” 
 
    “You are speaking my language mate,” he said. 
 
    His phone buzzed with an incoming text and he laughed out loud. 
 
    “Oh man, I gotta tell you about this. You will not believe it. The shit I get myself into,” Jax said. 
 
    “With you? I’m sure I’ll have no trouble believing it.” 
 
    “Alright check this, I started talking to this chick - little older, like forties - matched on one of those hookup apps. And things are going pretty well, I’m thinking she definitely wants to smash, right?” 
 
    “Turns out she’s a dude?” 
 
    Jax laughed. 
 
    “No man, shut up. Let me tell the story. Turns out she’s married.” 
 
    “Uh oh, bummer,” I said, not sure where he was going with the story. 
 
    “Well, not exactly. That’s just the start of it. Not only is she married, but her husband knows she’s on the app looking for dudes to smash with. And not only does he know, but he’s alright with it. Likes it even. Then it gets weirder. Just now, she’s telling me that the husband is totally fine with us fucking as long as we let him watch! Can you imagine that? Watch us?! I don’t even know what to say back to that.” 
 
    I gripped the steering wheel so tightly my knuckles turned white. I couldn’t believe my ears. What the fuck were the odds? 
 
    I guess with a guy like Jax, better than most, but still. 
 
    “Well, yeah I mean I guess that’s a little odd, I guess some people are into that kinda stuff,” I chuckled nervously as I took the exit for our town. 
 
    “Are you into that kind of stuff, man? You want me to bang Leah for you? Naw, of course not. That’s crazy shit. But then I think, whatever you know? I don’t know this dude and she’s hot as all hell. Like, I can’t stop thinking about that ass and what the hell do I care if some guy wants to sit in the corner and watch, get his rocks off?” 
 
    “So, you’re actually considering it?” I asked. My voice perhaps sounding a little too hopeful. 
 
    “Hey man, you know me, I’ll try anything once. But this is some weird shit...the stuff I get myself into,” he said, shaking his head. 
 
    “Some people never changed,” I said, “hey, remember that one time you tried to get me to have a threesome with that chick - what was her name? Kerrie? - that girl who played field hockey?” 
 
    “Oh yeah, Kerrie, that’s right. She was a freak. Loved her,” Jax said. “Yeah, I’m still mad at you for that.” He punched my arm playfully. “She only wanted two dicks. It was all or nothing with that little slut. Damn.” 
 
    “You’re nuts, you know that? And hey, what's the difference between that and what you got going on right now, really? It’s another guy in the room with his dick out and you’re banging someone, what’s the difference?” 
 
    Jax scratched his chin and thought for a second. 
 
    “Not a bad point, Brett. Not a bad point. But one is doing something epic with your roommate the other is...I don’t know, boning some other dudes wife while he jerks his wrinkled willy in the corner. Not quite as epic.” 
 
    “Fair enough,” I said. 
 
    “Hey, we almost there, mate? I’m dying to get changed and get something in my stomach. 
 
    “We’ll be there in five minutes,” I said and pressed down on the accelerator. I was suddenly smiling and feeling pretty decent about the chances of Jax being very interested in what Leah and I had planned. 
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    I pulled into the driveway and put the car in park. Jax gazed up at our house. I’m a modest man, but even I must admit, we had done pretty well for ourselves. 
 
    “Oh man, this is beautiful, Brett. I’m almost jealous,” Jax said as we got out of the car and removed his bags from the trunk. 
 
    We entered through the front door and found Leah in the kitchen getting dinner ready. She was wearing some tight yoga pants and a sports bra. It wasn’t slutty per se, but given what I knew about our intentions, I couldn’t help but feel like it was. And it turned me on to no end.  
 
    “Hey, baby,” I said. 
 
    She turned around and her face lit up. 
 
    “Hiii, Jax! I’ve heard so much about you, nice to finally meet you,” she said as she threw her arms around him and gave him a nice firm hug. She kissed and cheek and perhaps held the embrace just a tad too long, but Jax didn’t seem to mind. And who would? 
 
    The oven beeped and she broke off the hug. 
 
    “Let me check on those appetizers,” she said as she returned to the oven and bent over to check them. Her thong was riding up her plump ass and she knew exactly what she was doing in making sure she was angled so that Jax had a perfect view.  
 
    I caught him looking but rather than look away embarrassed he just looked at me and gave me a big thumbs up while mouthing nice fucking work to me.  
 
    I just shook my head and grinned. So far, so good. 
 
    Well, step one was a check. He needed to find Leah attractive and really that was just a formality. Anyone with a pulse would find Leah attractive.  
 
    Step two was to have a nice dinner with plenty of booze flowing to set the mood, lower our inhibitions, and get the ball rolling in the right direction. 
 
    And during dinner, expertly grilled burgers by yours truly, that’s exactly what happened. And Jax was really enjoying our selection of fine bourbons to put it mildly. But the man could certainly hold his liquor.  
 
    “So, Jax. Brett tells me you used to play basketball in college?” Leah said. 
 
    Jax wiped his mouth and finished chewing on a hunk of bunker. 
 
    “Yep, long time ago now, but yeah I was a small forward.” 
 
    “Well, it’s a good thing we didn’t go to college together then. I really, really had a thing for basketball players in school. Someone as fine as you? Wouldn’t have stood a chance.” 
 
    Leah was a little tipsy but she was playing it well. She took a big sip of wine and Jax laughed a little uneasily, raising an eyebrow at me. 
 
    I simply shrugged in response.  
 
    “What? I was a huge slut in college. And I’m not ashamed of it one bit,” Leah said, refilling her wine. I poured Jax and myself each another bourbon. 
 
    “Hey, I’m not judging. I’m a slut myself,” Jax said, tapping his chest. “I say go for whatever makes you happy,” he raised his glass in a toast and we followed suit. The three of us each took big sips from our glasses. 
 
    “Brett loves it,” Leah said, giggling. 
 
    “Loves what?” Jax asked. 
 
    “That I’m a slut. It really turns him on,” she said and they both looked over to me. 
 
    “Is that right, Brett?” 
 
    Jax started laughing, waiting for me to respond. I’d had enough to drink at that point where I felt comfortable just rolling with it. 
 
    “Hey, what can I say? A sexually empowered woman who knows what she wants and goes after it? Sign me up. You can keep your virgins and your good girls. I’ll take a slut any day of the week.” 
 
    Jax exhaled and shook his head. 
 
    “Damn, well said man. Well said,” Jax then raised his glass again. “To sluts.” 
 
    We all laughed and clinked glasses. Taking smaller sips this time around. 
 
    “I think I’m going to go upstairs and shower up and change into something a little more comfortable,” Leah said, standing up and excusing herself from the table.  
 
    “Do you boys mind cleaning up?” she asked sweetly. 
 
    “No, of course not.” 
 
    “Not at all, honey,” I said.  
 
    I watched as Jax basically drooled as he watched Leah’s sweet ass bounce away from us and out of the kitchen. 
 
    The devious plan we’d hatched was working flawlessly so far and once Leah came back down stairs it seemed pretty obvious it was all going to go down and Jax wouldn’t be able to resist. 
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    Jax and I cleared the table, wiped it down, loaded the dishwasher, and wiped off the counters. Everything was squeaky clean within minutes with us working together as a team.  
 
    It was at this point that I decided to jump. Metaphorically speaking of course. We were both just tipsy enough that I felt confident in my ability to pitch the scenario to Jax. 
 
    “So man, what do you think of Leah?” I asked, pouring us each another bourbon as we took seats at the bar in the living room.  
 
    “She’s great man. Like I said already, you really out-kicked your coverage. Seriously though, out of all the women I’ve been with - and you know, I’ve been with a lot - I think Leah is as hot as any of ‘em man.” 
 
    “Wow, thank you. That’s quite a compliment.” I was genuinely touched by this sincere statement from the biggest pussy magnet I’d ever met.  
 
    “In fact,” he said thinking, “I don’t know if I’ve ever been with someone I could definitely say was as hot as your Leah. That’s the honest truth.” 
 
    I thought for a moment before choosing my words. 
 
    “What if you could be?” 
 
    “Huh? She got a twin sister or something?” 
 
    I laughed. He wasn’t quite following me yet. 
 
    “No, no I mean what if you could be with her? With Leah?” 
 
    Jax frowned at me. 
 
    “Very funny. Hah-hah.” 
 
    I said nothing. I just stared at him.  
 
    “You’re fucking with me. Right, Brett? Hah-hah. Good one. Because of what I said in the car. I get it. Good job,” he said, patting me on the back, he was grinning ear to ear now. 
 
    Jax took a deep sip from his bourbon and looked at me, really studying my face. 
 
    “I’m serious,” I said. “All that stuff you said in the car, just a happy coincidence I guess.” 
 
    The grin faded from his face as her realized I wasn’t fucking with him. 
 
    “You’re not fucking with me?” 
 
    “Not at all.” 
 
    Jax took a deep pull from his drink this time as his breath quickened. I could see the wheels turning in his head. 
 
    “In a few minutes, she’s coming down here. She’s going to be wearing something sexy and she is dying to be fucked. By you. Well, by both of us really. But she’s totally into you man. We planned this whole thing to go down this way. That is, if you’re down.” 
 
    Jax said nothing for a few moments. 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “Seriously, and hey look - we get to kill two birds with one stone. I can make up for the botched threesome back in college and you can fuck another man’s wife right in front of him and see how it feels, huh? Then you can decide about that hot piece of ass you were telling me about.” 
 
    Jax leaned back and smiled, finishing his drink. 
 
    “My man,” he said and patted me on the back. 
 
    Before I could say anything else, I could feel her presence. I don’t think Jax could, but I knew she was standing behind us in the doorway. The suspense was killing me. 
 
    “So, you boys ready to fuck, or what?” Leah said from behind us.  
 
    We both turned around at the same time and our jaws hit the floor.  
 
    It was so on. There was no stopping it. Leah got what she wanted when she wanted it.  
 
    And this was just one of those times. 
 
    “Oh my,” Jax said, his voice just above a whisper. 
 
    Leah had decided to ditch the slutty outfit in favor of nothing at all.  
 
    “Couldn’t decide which outfit I liked best and I was too horny to waste any more time,” she said, walking over to us. 
 
    My cock rose to attention. I looked over at Jax and saw a bulge growing in his pants. 
 
    He offered me a fist bump and I accepted.  
 
    This was going to happen. Just like we’d planned it. 
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    When Leah arrived at where we were sitting by the living-room bar, she grabbed a fistful of each of our shirt collars and pulled us to our feet in unison. 
 
    Jax looked over at me, suddenly appearing a little nervous and apprehensive. 
 
    “Seriously? You guys are serious? You really want to do this?” 
 
    Neither of us answered him immediately. 
 
    “Because, I’m so totally down for it, but I just want to make sure you all are cool and we’re all cool and like this isn’t going to be weird tomorrow or for the rest of our lives or…” 
 
    “Shhhh,” Leah said, holding up her index finger to his mouth to quiet him down and to put a stop to his seemingly endless string of mindless stammering. “No more talking.” 
 
    She put her hands on her hips and looked at us. 
 
    “I just want you boys to follow me to the bedroom and do exactly as I tell you, understood?” 
 
    We both nodded in the affirmative and followed Leah upstairs. 
 
    When we got into our room, Leah knelt down on the floor at the foot of our bed and beckoned us over toward her. 
 
    In her eyes I could see a wicked, slutty hunger that awakened something in me I cannot quite describe but also cannot ever seem to get enough of feeling. It’s the most powerful drug in the world and like many before me, I was hooked from day one.  
 
    Leah reached up and began to rub on our crotches from outside the pants, bringing ever more blood flowing down into our hardening cocks. 
 
    As our bulges grew in size, so too did the wideness of her eyes. Her pupils were dilated more than I’d ever seen and it was clear she was so aroused that I’m not quite sure that word alone does it justice. 
 
    “I think we’re going to have fun tonight,” Leah said as she unzipped my pants and took my throbbing cock in her hand. She looked up at Jax. “Sorry, honey. He comes first.” 
 
    “I understand,” Jax said, as he took his cock out himself and began to stroke it slowly while he stared down at Leah. 
 
    She was still staring right at Jax as she opened her mouth and took me inside. It was wet and warm and sloppy. It felt like heaven. 
 
    Her pupils seemed to dilate even more as she sucked me off and watched Jax stroke his mighty python to life. He was indeed huge. Probably not quite twice my size, but close. Her mouth seemed to get wetter and I realized she was practically drooling over the sight of such a massive cock. 
 
    “You like watching me suck his cock?” Leah said to Jax as she took her mouth off my dick. 
 
    Jax nodded slowly. 
 
    “You want me to do that to your big, fat cock?” she asked, reaching up and wrapping her little hand around his thick pole. Jax nodded slowly again. 
 
    Leah opened her mouth, then paused.  
 
    “Holy shit, that’s so huge. I don’t even think I can fit it in my mouth.” 
 
    “Sure you can,” Jax said, placing a hand gently on the back of her head and guiding her mouth towards the tip of his member. 
 
    Leah opened wide and took him in while she slowly jerked me off. She could only get about halfway down before she had to stop. 
 
    Jax closed his eyes and enjoyed the sensation of her wet, warm mouth enveloping his cock.  
 
    Watching Leah attempt to choke down such a huge cock right in front of me, while she held my own throbbing cock in her other hand, made me want to come right then and there. But I knew we had just gotten started and so I didn’t want to spoil the fun by blowing my load right at the start. 
 
    I took a deep breath and calmed myself down as I focused on the back of my wife’s head slowly bobbing up and down along the shaft of my old college roommate’s throbbing dick. 
 
    “Can’t believe we’re doing this right now, man,” Jax said, almost as if he was reading my mind.  
 
    Leah finally popped her mouth off Jax and looked up at me, lightly gasping for air. 
 
    “Does that look good, baby?” she asked.  
 
    I could only nod in response. 
 
    “You like watching me suck dick, don’t you?” 
 
    Again, only a nod. But this time more vigorously than the last. 
 
    Leah just smiled back. 
 
    She jerked both of us off for a little while until she couldn’t take the excitement any longer. 
 
    “I need to get fucked,” she whispered. 
 
    “What’s that, baby?” I asked, finally finding my voice. 
 
    “I said,” her voice rising, “I need to get fucked! You want to watch me take his fat cock?” 
 
    I was right back to nodding again as hearing the filthy string of words coming out of my wife’s mouth instantly took my breath away. 
 
    “Stand up, slut,” Jax said and pulled Leah up on her feet. She giggled and squealed with delight as Jax took control of her body. 
 
    Leah bent over and leaned on the bed, offering her pussy to Jax as he prepared to enter her from the rear. 
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    Leah called me over to the bed and told me to lay down in front of her so she could suck my cock while she got fucked and so I could have a perfect view of her beautiful face and all the hot expressions and contortions it was sure to go through as she got stretched and filled by such a huge dick. 
 
    She grabbed onto my thighs as I lay before her and stared deeply into my eyes. It was my favorite part. The eye contact. Staring deep into each other's souls and sharing a moment more intimate than most couples ever dared to dream of. It was perfect. And it was ours. 
 
    Jax was slapping the bulk of his cock against her pelvis and it was making a wet slapping noise as Leah smiled at me. 
 
    “Hear how wet I am?” she whispered. 
 
    “Kiss me,” I said, leaning forward. We pressed our lips together and held them there for a moment before she let her’s part and allowed my tongue to slip deep into her wet mouth. We shared a nasty, passionate kiss for a few seconds before I felt the breath sucked right out of her. 
 
    “Holy shit,” she whispered, her warm breath tickling my nose as she pulled back just a little bit from my face. “Holy shit, that’s huge.” 
 
    Leah arched her back and tilted her head back towards Jax as he gripped her hips with his big hands, slowly thrusting himself into her pussy, stretching her wide and stretching her deep as he slowly plunged into her depths. 
 
    “Damn that’s a tight pussy,” Jax whispered. 
 
    “So fucking deep,” Leah whispered as she opened her eyes and looked at me again, making even better eye contact as she got ready to come. “He’s so fucking deep, baby. I’m gonna come already.” 
 
    “Go ahead, Leah. Come for him. Come all over that dick,” I said, encouraging her.  
 
    She bent over and began to suck on my cock for a few moments before the full weight of the orgasm overtook her. She spit me out and began to scream and moan as Jax thrusted faster and harder, trying to send her over the edge. 
 
    “Fuck yes, bitch. That’s right. Come for me, come all over my dick you dirty, little slut,” he said. 
 
    And she did exactly that. 
 
    She even starting fucking him back as she bucked and pressed her hips back into his relentless thrusts. She blew a stray piece of hair away from her face and smiled at me. 
 
    “You like that baby? Watching your wife get fucked like a silly, little slut?” 
 
    Jax abruptly pulled out of Leah. I think he may have been close to busting but it was a good time to switch and Leah didn’t seem to mind at all. 
 
    She hopped right up on the bed and straddled my lap, grinding her wet, freshly-fucked pussy on my dick and coating it in her juices. I seemed to harden into steel and my dick ached from the amount of blood rushing to fill it. 
 
    She kissed my lips, nibbled at my ears, and tickled my nipples as she worked herself up to have me enter her next. 
 
    “Feel how wet he made me?”  
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “You want those sloppy seconds?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded again. 
 
    Slowly she lowered herself down onto my cock with a soft gasp.  
 
    Leah always told me that it didn’t matter how big I was, especially after she’d been fucked by a huge cock. I was skeptical but she always said having a second, different cock inside her right after the first one was even hotter than getting deep-stroked by a big dick, regardless of size. Like I said, I was skeptical, but assuming she wasn’t faking her orgasms (and I have no reason to believe she ever has), I kind of had to believe her. 
 
    Soon she was riding me like a mad woman and bouncing her plump, bubble butt up and down on my dick, coating it with a thick, white resin from her juicy sex. 
 
    Jax came over to the side of the bed and she leaned over to suck him off while she rode me. She began to moan and breathe quickly. 
 
    She popped her mouth off and stroked Jax furiously while she came loud and hard on my dick.  
 
    I could tell Jax was getting close. He may have been up to his elbows in pussy, but I wondered if he’d ever been stimulated this intensely before. It was something I had grown used to and developed the stamina for, but perhaps for Jax this was going to be a quick encounter. Which was just fine, we had all weekend after all. 
 
    “Fuck, I’m gonna come. Open your mouth,” he grunted as he wrestled his cock away from Leah. 
 
    Being a good little slut, she obliged and opened her mouth as she rode me to her second orgasm (third of the night). Jax milked his big cock right into her mouth, coating the inside with a voluminous load. 
 
    “Mmm,” Leah said, “I love getting fucked with come all over my face.” 
 
    I looked up and saw the white jizz oozing out of the corners of Leah’s mouth and completely lost control. 
 
    “Fuck, I’m gonna but too,” I said. Which only made Leah ride me harder and faster as she tried to extract my seed. 
 
    “Oh yes, fuck yes. Come inside me baby. Fill me up. I need another hot load,” she was practically screaming.  
 
    Soon, I couldn’t hold it any longer and I released myself inside her. It was the most intense and long-lasting orgasm I’d ever had. It felt like I emptied an entire bucket of sperm inside her by the time my dick stopped twitching and spewing. 
 
    Leah collapsed in a head on the bed beside me. Utterly exhausted and totally satisfied. 
 
    But nonetheless, she slowly played with her clit, then stuck a finger inside and began to make herself come again. 
 
    Jax looked at me and smiled. 
 
    “Damn, man. That was…” 
 
    “Absolutely,” I said and we bumped fists again. 
 
    I leaned over on to the bed and kissed Leah on the cheek. 
 
    “You’re amazing, you know?” I whispered. 
 
    Her eyes were still closed and she was still fingering herself. 
 
    “I love you,” she whispered back. 
 
    Eventually, we all got cleaned up and went back out to have some drinks and recharge.  
 
    The night was still quite young and there was plenty more we wanted to do. 
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    The three of us did indeed do more that weekend. In fact, we never left the house. Not once. We repeated some version of that night another handful of times before Jax finally had to say goodbye and jet off to some exotic location once more. 
 
    I drove him to the airport on Sunday and it was almost like nothing even happened. It wasn’t awkward or weird and it didn’t feel like either of us was embarrassed or now regretted the whole thing.  
 
    When I dropped Jax off at his gate he leaned back in and we bumped fists once more. 
 
    “Thanks for an epir fucking weekend, Brett.” 
 
    “Hey, right back at you, man.” 
 
    As he turned to leave, I called after him. 
 
    “Hey, let me know when you’re back in town. We’d love to do it again sometime, I know Leah really enjoyed herself.” 
 
    “Oh, you know I will, man. Tell Leah thanks again and uh, well, until next time.”  
 
    He gave me a salute with his index and middle fingers and walked into the airport. 
 
    Leah and I can’t wait for the next time he’s in town, but until that time I’m sure we’ll keep ourselves plent, plenty busy. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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    Chapter One 
 
    I never expected those words to come out of my wife’s mouth. I was so stunned I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. Everything was in slow motion and although her lips kept moving after she uttered those disastrous words, I didn’t hear anything at all. I stared at her in disbelief, rage boiling inside me and I wondered how in the hell she could be so cavalier about the whole thing. We were getting ready for bed, just like any other night. And then, just like that, it wasn’t just like any other night. 
 
    It all started with four little words I never liked hearing in the first place. We need to talk. And while I was prepared to hear something I didn’t like, I wasn’t prepared to hear that. Sure, maybe we need to talk about your weight, why don’t you cut back on the beer? Or even we need to talk, you need to remember to take the trash out on Wednesdays. Or perhaps, we need to talk, money is tight right now and we need to be a little smarter with our spending. Those conversations, while unpleasant, I could handle.  
 
    But this? 
 
    “We need to talk,” she said, “I slept with some else, Mark. I’m sorry to say it, but I’ve cheated on you.” 
 
    Boom. Just like that. Earth shattered. World completely destroyed. All sense of self in tatters. Sell worth, through the floor.  
 
    There she was, my once sweet, innocent wife, Blair, who’d sworn up and down and on more than one occasion that she could never, ever hurt me in that way - that she would never, ever do something as unforgivable as stray from our marriage - well, there she was, confessing to doing exactly that. 
 
    She was even half-naked, getting ready for bed when she dropped the bomb. Her still-perky tits bounced in my face, as if to taunt me, while she gestured with her hands and I tried to make sense of what the hell was happening. Her brunette hair was curled and fell down to her shoulders and she looked so pure and...unremorseful. It was almost as if she was reading me a weather report from her phone or something. 
 
    “Blair -- what are you saying? Someone else? I don’t understand,” I stammered. I sat down on the bed in disbelief.  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders at me, her perky tits that were not too big and not too small bounced up and down once more as she stared blankly back at me.  
 
    “I think you heard me just fine, you’re just in shock probably,” she said finally. 
 
    At that moment, I started seething with anger. It was no longer my wife standing in front of me but some spoiled and remorseless little slut who I hardly recognized. She was no longer the Blair, who just seven short years ago, had captured my whole mind, body, and soul. She was no longer the girl I’d met at university and fallen head over heels for. She was some heartless monster who’d just ripped my own heart out for fun and threw it on the floor in front of me and then just shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    “Who was it?” I asked, suddenly. And immediately regretted it. Did I really want to be tortured by the details? Wasn’t this punishment enough? 
 
    “Mark,” she said, looking away as if annoyed by my curiosity. 
 
    “No Blair, I want to know. Who was he?” I pressed on in spite of knowing how much it would crush me to go down that path. 
 
    She walked towards me, hips swaying in a hypnotic rhythm and I think that was the first time I actually noticed it but she was different; changed somehow. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but there was something fundamental about the shift in her being that I was picking up on as she walked toward me. 
 
    “Just some guy,” she said. “No one important.” 
 
    “No one important?!” I said, my voice suddenly growing loud and indignant at her callous attitude and ridiculous responses to my very serious and justified questions.  
 
    “Yeah, I just met him through work kind of. I don’t know, it was just some guy,,” she said, sitting down on the bed next to me. I immediately stood up and walked across the room. I could barely stand to look at her let alone be right next to her.  
 
    Just some guy.  
 
    Those words snapped me out of my state of shock and into a furor. I was suddenly very, very angry. 
 
    “You don’t know, some guy?” I yelled. My wife was suddenly just off fucking random strangers. What the fuck was this? Blair?! My Blair?! It didn’t make any sense and it was frying my circuits as I quickly oscillated between shock, anger, and disbelief.  
 
    “Yeah, you know how I went to Nashville last week with Kelly for that conference?” 
 
    I nodded. I did indeed remember the conference. 
 
    “Well, we got a little tipsy one night out at karaoke and I don’t know, I just met this guy and things just kind of....happened. I’m sorry --” 
 
    “There it is! Finally, finally after all this I actually get an apology from you. Wow. I can’t believe it took that long. I think maybe you should have led with that,” I said, back on anger and back to yelling at her. I almost felt bad, but her cavalier attitude made it hard to not hate her in that moment. 
 
    “Well no, actually. You didn’t let me finish. What I was going to say, just so we’re clear, is that I’m sorry that this is upsetting you and that I hurt you. But I don’t actually regret doing it. I’m not sorry it happened…”  
 
    She just let her words hang in the air as a cold dread overtook my body. What was coming next? Was she...was she going to leave me? 
 
    “Wait, what the fuck, Blair? Who are you right now? Is this all some sick joke?” 
 
    “Mark,” she said, motioning for me to come back to the bed and sit next to her, “please, let’s just calm down and try to talk about this.” 
 
    “Talk about this?! What the hell is there to talk about? I think you’ve said quite enough frankly.” 
 
    But for some reason, I found myself listening to her and walking over to the bed and sitting down obediently.  
 
    She put her hand on my forearm. 
 
    “I’ve actually been wanting to talk to you about this for a long, long time. And I know I should have come to you first but you’re just so hard to reach these days.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re so unreachable and distant and always up in your office working or reading. It’s like you hardly have any time for me or ever ask me what’s going on in my life. I mean, it’s been years since we had a real conversation.” 
 
    I blinked back tears.  
 
    “So, what? I’m unavailable so you just go off and fuck some random guy and what? That’s supposed to get my attention and fix things? What the fuck?” 
 
    The tears stopped and dried up and I was back on anger and yelling. 
 
    “I know. I know it was the wrong thing to do, Mark. But…” 
 
    Her voice trailed off and she looked away, suddenly and for the first time all night at a loss for words. 
 
    “But what?” I asked, prodding her to continue and boy, sometimes, I wish I hadn’t. 
 
    Blair took a deep breath and thought for a moment, then ripped off the band aid in one swift motion. 
 
    “You’re just not enough for me...sexually.” 
 
    Ouch. Oof. Wowza. 
 
    “I mean I still love you and all but let’s get real our sex life is like...I mean when’s the last time we had sex?” 
 
    I couldn’t recall. 
 
    “Probably the last time we had a real conversation,” I said, half-joking. 
 
    I had to concede she had a real point there. We hadn’t had that spark between the sheets in many years and I guess I just lost sight of the fact that being a good lay was still something to strive for, even after seven years together. 
 
    It was painful to hear, but I was thankful to hear her say she still loved me. For some reason, I was strangely comforted by the fact that, at least so far, it was purely about sex and she hadn’t met and fallen in love with someone else. I don’t think I could have handled that.  
 
    “I mean, do you even enjoy it? Do you find me attractive? ‘Cause, it’s hard to tell honestly and when we do have sex, well...let’s just say you’re not quite big enough to be that detached and dispassionate. I just can’t do it anymore.” 
 
    I looked at her with renewed hurt and hatred. There she was piling on by insulting my manhood. I scoffed. 
 
    “Well, do you?” 
 
    “Do I what?” 
 
    “Enjoy sex?” 
 
    “Yes! Of course I do…” I was yelling and realized I was overcompensating. I was getting defensive and Blair, despite that she was being a little too direct and cold about the whole thing, did in fact have a point. I lowered my voice. “But I guess you’re right. It is a little blah…but, is it really that bad?” 
 
    I looked at her with hopeful eyes. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I’m not going to lie to you, Mark. The truth is that it isn’t that bad. It’s fine. Just fine. And that’s the whole problem for me. I don’t want just fine.” 
 
    She scooted her butt closer to me on the bed and I turned away. 
 
    “Well, that doesn’t give you the right to just --” 
 
    “No, you’re right. It doesn’t.” 
 
    “What was his name?” I asked, turning back toward her. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The guy, what was his name?” 
 
    “Evan,” she said, turning away from me this time.  
 
    Something about hearing her say the name out loud sent a curious sensation down my spine and throughout my entire body. I didn’t understand what it was or what it meant, but I found myself wanting - no, needing - to know more. 
 
    So I kept asking dangerous questions. 
 
    “How did it happen?” 
 
    “Mark, please.” 
 
    “Tell me,” I said, “I have a right to know.” 
 
    “Well, there isn’t all that much to tell. Kelly and I went out for karaoke after the conference let out for the day and we met this group of guys on a bachelor party and I don’t know, this guy Evan was flirting with me and buying me drinks and I found him attractive, physically you know, and I guess just...one thing led to another and I just…” 
 
    I was dying inside but for some reason I pressed her further. 
 
    “What? You just what? Tell me, please. Blair, please?” 
 
    “I needed to get fucked, ok? Like for real fucked. Good and hard and deep. No gentle love-making or tender whatever the fuck. I just needed a good, proper fucking.” 
 
    I don’t know why and I was powerless to stop it from happening. It must have been something in her voice or the way she just said it like that. How her motivations were purely carnal and about getting some dick and nothing more or less than that. I don’t know what it was for sure but the only thing I knew right then was that my dick was rock-the-fuck-hard and I was insanely turned on.  
 
    And I had nowhere at all to hide. Blair noticed it straight away. 
 
    “Oh my god, Mark? What is that?” she placed a hand over her mouth and stared in awe at my raging boner. 
 
    “Nothing, I don’t know,” I said, trying to pull a sheet over my lap. But it was no use. 
 
    Blair leaned into me and ran a cold finger down my chest between my pecs.  
 
    “Is this,” she bit her bottom lip and studied my face, “is this, turning you on?” 
 
    I could see it in her eyes for a brief moment, a flicker if you will. Whatever it was that was now different about her showed itself for the briefest of moments and it was trying to pull me in. It was calling to me, singing its twisted siren song and it made me all kinds of horny and confused.  
 
    Despite shaking my head vigorously to try to dissuade her of what she was saying, I could not lie to myself. It was turning me on and I was horrified.  
 
    But Blair was undeterred and reached right for my bulge and grabbed a handful of my cock and squeezed. 
 
    “Oh, I think it is turning you on, Mark. I’ve never felt you this hard before,” she chewed on her thumbnail briefly and continued to study my face. I didn’t dare make eye contact with her just then as I was afraid she would read my soul, but I could see the wheels turning in her head in my peripheral vision. 
 
    “Do you want to hear more?” she asked seductively. She started slowly stroking my cock for a little and then reached into my boxers and pulled it out. I could feel the cool night breeze coming in through the window on my exposed foreskin but her light touch and whispering in my ear had me hardening to steel. I didn’t know what to do. I should have been running away from her, but I let my dick take over and handle the decision making in that moment and suddenly I was nodding my head yes. 
 
    “Yes, I do,” I whispered. 
 
    Those three little words, though seemingly harmless, would change the trajectory of our relationship even further. And their impact would be irreversible.  
 
    “What?” she asked, incredulous. She could not believe her ears and clearly expected a different answer. “Really? You do? Why?” She was still stroking my cock but seemed unsure all of a sudden. The seductiveness in her voice was gone and had been replaced by curiosity and perhaps a hint of suspicion.  
 
    I shrugged. I had no idea why and so I had no explanation to offer her. She studied my face some more before shrugging her own shoulders and went back to stroking my dick a little faster. 
 
    “Alright, well...it got later in the night and we’d been kind of hitting it off and Evan invited me back to his hotel room. At first, I said no. Because, well -” she gestured to me. 
 
    “But?” I said, a little too hopefully. 
 
    “But he was persistent. And he had this sexy confidence about him that I just found almost irresistible, you know? Like he was so magnetic.” 
 
    “Big dick energy,” I muttered under my breath. 
 
    “Yes! Exactly. I always thought it was a myth but...well, I’ll get to that in a minute.” 
 
    My heart was in my throat and absolutely pounding in my ears.  
 
    “Maybe it was that last tequila shot we did together at the end but I was having so much fun and I just said, ‘fuck it,’ and I finally gave in.” 
 
    My cock lurched as more and more blood rushed in to fill the shaft and my entire system flooded with adrenaline and dopamine. A warm fuzzy feeling washed over me and it was as if I was in some sort of trance. She held sway over me and for the moment, I was like putty in her hands. I didn’t dare move away from her for fear of missing out on any juicy detail. 
 
    Intellectually I knew I was still mad at her, somewhere. But at the same time, oddly enough, she’d never been hotter to me. All of a sudden the fact that some random stranger had found my wife in a bar, seduced her, and ultimately fucked her, suddenly made her...more attractive to me? 
 
    It didn’t make sense, but I also wasn’t in any kind of head space in that moment to do much questioning about what it all meant and what it said about me and our marriage. 
 
    “So, then what did you do?” I asked her. 
 
    “We went back to his room, we were practically sprinting there. Laughing like a couple of teenage lovers or something. I guess we just couldn’t wait to get at each other. But before we even got there, we were in the elevator, just the two of us, and without saying a word he just pounced and pressed me up against the wall and kissed me.” 
 
    “Did that make you wet?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Then we raced down the hallway and into his hotel room. My clothes were off before we even got to the bed.” 
 
    She was really stroking me hard and fast now and I was so turned on I was having trouble keeping control of myself.  
 
    “I ripped his pants off and…” 
 
    “Ohhh fuckkkkk!” I screamed, grabbing for my cock and trying in vain to stop myself from exploding all over the place. Gobs of come spilled over the tip and down my shaft, coating Blair’s hand in a thick white goo. 
 
    She began to giggle and laugh at me. 
 
    “Holy shit, Mark!” she exclaimed. “I’ve never seen this much come in my life, mmm that’s hot.” 
 
    She held up her hand and examined my load as it dripped from her fingers. Then she began to lick it clean. 
 
    Unfortunately for me, I wasn’t turned on anymore. Not at all. In fact, I felt depressed. Lower than I’d ever felt in my entire life. A crushing low, followed by an unbelievable hig, and right back to a crushing low...even lower than the first, in fact. 
 
    My wife, my Blair, had just casually told me she cheated on me. And wasn’t the least bit remorseful about it and rather than tell her to leave and immediately call a divorce lawyer, I what? What did I just do? I let her seduce me? I let her believe her behavior was somehow hot? That it was okay? 
 
    I quickly stood up, cleaned myself off, and put my clothes back on. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” she had the audacity to ask. 
 
    I stared at her in bewilderment as she cleaned the last drops of my come off her wedding ring and a thought occurred to me. 
 
    “Did he know you were married?” I asked. I don’t know why it mattered to me, but it did. 
 
    She nodded slowly. 
 
    “He asked me if I was alright cheating on my husband,” she said. 
 
    Ouch. He’d even given her an opportunity to come to her senses and think better of it. 
 
    “And what did you say?” 
 
    She almost snorted at the question. 
 
    “What do you think I said? I told him fuck yes I am,” she said with a wicked smile and my cock gave a small lurch. I hoped she didn’t notice, but the look in her eyes told me she did.  
 
    I didn’t know what to say and so I grabbed a pillow from the bed and stormed out. 
 
    “Mark, wait!” she called down the hallway. “We need to talk about this!” 
 
    But I was done talking. I was going to sleep somewhere else. Somewhere far away from Blair so I could gather my thoughts.  
 
    Talking could wait until morning. 
 
    I needed to be alone.
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    Chapter Two 
 
    That night, I dreamt of wild and lewd things. All manner of debaucherous and lecherous ideas floated and danced about my head as my subconscious mind tried to untangle the complicated web of thoughts and emotions that had suddenly enveloped my entire being and utterly consumed me. 
 
    Of course, all of my dreams revolved around a singular theme: Blair cheating on me and fucking other men. One right after another. A dirty whore in an orgy of cocks, swimming across an endless sea of jizz.  
 
    A little after midnight, I awoke with the stiffest boner I could ever remember having and went to the bathroom to try to uh, relieve the pressure, if you know what I mean. 
 
    “Dreaming about me, were you?”  
 
    Hand to god, I nearly had a heart attack. I really think I just narrowly missed the big one there. For a moment, I thought my heart had stopped beating completely and was ready to meet the reaper. But the moment passed and ultimately I was fine. Or, as fine as I could be under the circumstances. 
 
    Blair was sitting at the kitchen table in the dark. A glass of red wine sat on the table in front of her. A near-empty bottle sat just next to it. 
 
    “Jesus, Blair. You nearly scared me to death. I swear one of these days you will give me a heart attack. What the hell are you doing down here? It’s almost one o’clock!” 
 
    For some reason I was whispering even though we were both wide awake and had no kids. It was just us in the house which suddenly felt very large, cold, and empty.  
 
    “I know what time it is,” she said coldly. “I couldn’t sleep. So, I decided to come down and have some wine to try to relax and that’s when I heard you talking in your sleep. About me.” 
 
    “About you?” I asked, playing dumb. 
 
    “Yes. Me,” she said with a smile. “What were you dreaming about?” 
 
    I looked away and lied. 
 
    “I don’t remember.” 
 
    She looked at me and stared into my soul, she was searching me and she knew something. It was all over her face. 
 
    “What?” I asked. I was getting annoyed and was still a little groggy from my slumber. 
 
    “Oh, nothing,” she said, suddenly acting all innocent and cute. But I wasn’t buying it. 
 
    “No way, tell me. What do you think you heard?” 
 
    She took a long drink from her wine glass and then stood up and shed her robe. She was completely naked underneath. My cock, which had been in the process of deflating suddenly began to get hard again. A torturous dance. 
 
    “Oh I don’t think, Mark. I know. And I know I heard you saying, ‘Oh Blair, that’s it baby. Suck his dick. Suck all their dicks. You dirty, little slut…’” 
 
    She stopped when she got to where I was standing and there I was, in nothing but boxers and again with nowhere to hide my erection from her curious stare. She reached down and flicked the head of my cock with her thumb and index finger. 
 
    “Whose cock was I sucking, Mark? Because, something tells me it wasn’t yours, was it?” 
 
    I pulled away from her and again got defensive.  
 
    “Alright, so what? Big deal. I can’t control my dreams. And I think it makes sense given the fucking circumstances, don’t you?” 
 
    Blair smiled. 
 
    “Oh it’s not a big deal at all. I guess. And I agree, the dream isn’t what’s interesting to me.” 
 
    “Oh really? And what is then?” 
 
    She bit her bottom lip and started gently touching herself between her legs. 
 
    “Mmm, it was that you seemed to be enjoying it. A lot. And hearing you talk like that, well...it made me pretty excited too, feel…” 
 
    She grabbed my hand and placed it on her wet cunt and urged me to slip a finger inside. 
 
    I didn’t want to. But I could help it. And I gave in to my baser impulses once again. 
 
    Holy shit was she wet. And warm. And velvety. I stuck a second finger in and then a third and she let out a soft gasp. 
 
    “Mmm, Mark,” she moaned. “The thought of me with another man really turns you on, doesn’t it?” She opened her eyes and stared right at me with another knowing smile.  
 
    As I fingered her, she reached into my boxers and wrapped her hand around my pulsing cock once again and began to stroke me. 
 
    Though I refused to answer her directly, my erection and the fact that I wasn’t telling her to stop spoke volumes. 
 
    “It does, doesn’t it? You like the idea of your sweet, innocent little wife fucking someone else behind your back? I can see it in your eyes. You're confused by it. But you like it, don’t you?” 
 
    Then she leaned in closer and put her mouth up to my ear. 
 
    “It’s ok, Mark. I can feel how hard it’s making you. Let’s just explore this together and see where it leads. I know you’re dying to hear more about me and Evan, isn’t that right?” 
 
    She dropped to her knees in front of me and pulled my boxers down around my pale ankles. 
 
    “Blaire, stop this. What are you doing?” 
 
    “What does it look like? I’m gonna suck this hard cock of yours and tell you more about what Evan did to me. I’m going to torture you with the hot details until you bust another big load for me.” 
 
    She opened her mouth and started sucking on my cock. 
 
    “Wait, stop. We still haven’t even finished talking about this and what it means for us,” I started to protest but she was barely listening. She began playfully slapping my cock on her cheek and teasing it with her fingernails while she worked the bottom of my shaft and down to my balls. 
 
    I must admit, two times in a matter of hours was something we hadn’t done in many years and although we technically hadn’t even really had sex, this was about as kinky and wild as we’d ever gotten and so it was difficult not to get caught up in the excitement and novelty of the whole thing. 
 
    It was futile to resist. 
 
    Long story short, I let her sit there and suck my cock and tell me more of her story. 
 
    “This is exactly how I sucked Evan’s dick,” she whispered before taking me back into her mouth. 
 
    I closed my eyes and let the sensation of her wet, warm mouth wash over me.  
 
    “Blaire,” I tried once more to cut in and restore some sanity to the situation but she only shook her head at me. 
 
    “You didn’t want to talk tonight. So fine. No talking. That’s for the morning,” she said. 
 
    Then she took all of me into her mouth. All the way to the base of my shaft. Something she’d never even attempted before and she held it there for several minutes before she pulled her mouth off and spat on my cock. She began jerking me off, using her own spit as lube. 
 
    Then something inside me snapped. A switch flipped. Whatever you want to call it. Why was I being so passive? 
 
    I pulled my cock away from her and pulled her onto her feet and pushed her towards the back of the couch. 
 
    “Bend over,” I said. 
 
    Blair squealed with delight and did as I said, she looked back at me and smiled that wicked smile.  
 
    “What are you gonna do?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m gonna fuck the shit out you,” I said, “like the filthy slut that you are.” 
 
    “Fuck yes!” Blair said, and slapped her wet pussy with her hand, begging me to come get some. 
 
    “I’ve never seen you like this, Mark. It’s fucking sexy as hell,” she said turning back and kissing me as I entered her from behind. 
 
    “Fuck thats wet,” I whispered in her ear. 
 
    “Yeah it is, I’m so wet right now,” she said. “That’s it, fuck me. Oh yes, Mark! Fuck me.” 
 
    I could tell she was already close to orgasm and if I’d had time to think just then I would have probably wondered when in the hell was the last time I’d actually accomplished that feat and then gotten really depressed when I realized that it was a pathetically long time ago. Thankfully, however, I didn’t have time and I didn’t wonder that at all. Because it was just then that Blair started turning mind to other, darker places with her dirty talk. 
 
    “You wanna hear more while you fuck me?” 
 
    I only grunted in response and pounded harder. 
 
    “I’ll take that as a yes,” she said. “You want to hear what Evan did to me with his big, fat…” 
 
    All of a sudden it was over for me.  
 
    I lost all control of my body and I was spewing every last drop of sperm I had deep inside her. 
 
    “Holy shit, fuck! I’m coming!” I yelled, my voice echoing into the foyer.  
 
    “Oh yes,” she moaned, “it’s so warm inside me, mmmm,” she looked back at me and smiled. She leaned up to kiss me and I turned my cheek at the last second so that she missed my lips and settled for an awkward pec somewhere near my jawline. 
 
    She turned around and held my rapidly deflating cock in her hand and stroked it. 
 
    “What the hell has gotten into you, Mark? You really like all this, don’t you? You didn’t even let me finish my story before you --” 
 
    I pulled away from her and started to get dressed, picking my clothes up over by the couch I had just been sleeping on. 
 
    “Don’t you wanna hear how it ended?” 
 
    “No, actually Blair. I don’t. I’m not interested in hearing any more from you,” I said as angrily as I could muster. 
 
    “Oh really?” she scoffed.  
 
    I laid back down on the couch and turned on the television and turned up the volume.  
 
    “Maybe tomorrow then,” she said, barely audible to me. “I can tell you all about what Evan did with his big, --” 
 
    I turned up the volume and pulled a pillow over my head. That was sufficient enough to drown out whatever came out of her mouth next. 
 
    After a few minutes, I dared to take off the pillow and turn around and mercifully, Blair was gone. And so was the wine glass and the rest of the bottle.  
 
    What the hell was happening? Who was this woman? What happened to my wife? What happened to our marriage?  
 
    My thoughts swirled in another vortex as I finally drifted off into a very uneasy sleep.
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    Chapter Three 
 
    I tossed and turned the rest of the night but managed to squeeze in a few hours of decent enough sleep that I didn’t feel like complete shit the next morning. That is of course, until I remembered the events of the previous day. There were maybe thirty seconds where I’d completely forgotten any of it ever happened and I think it was the most blissful thirty seconds of my life.  
 
    But then, it all came crashing back down on me as the memories of the previous twenty-four hours flooded my brain with feelings of anger, jealousy, lust, confusion, terror, sadness, and horniness. 
 
    “Morning,” Blair said, again almost giving me another heart attack although this particular fright was quite a bit less severe than the night before. She was sipping her morning coffee and had her curly hair up in a bun. She was wearing the same robe as the night before and it appeared she was once again wearing absolutely nothing under it. 
 
    This was quite a rare sight as it was the weekend and Blair never woke up before nine o’clock unless she was absolutely required to. By the clock in the kitchen, it was just past seven. 
 
    “What are you doing up?” I asked, stretching my arms over my head and yawning. 
 
    “Because, I think...well, I think we need to talk. Like really talk,” she said. And perhaps it was the light of day or maybe it was the little bit of time and distance between the events of the previous night and that morning, but suddenly she seemed all at once like my wife again. There was my sweet, innocent Blair. And I thought perhaps, there was just a hint of remorse and sorry in those big, blue eyes of hers. I shook my head and sighed heavily. 
 
    “Uh, yeah no shit we need to talk. That’s what I tried to do last night before you --” 
 
    She held up a hand and cut me off mid sentence which I absolutely hated. But I hated even more what she said next. 
 
    “Let’s not bring up what happened last night, Mark. I don’t want you going and getting all excited again on me,” she said as that same wicked smile from the night before stretched across her plump red lips. And just like that, my sweet, innocent Blair was gone and a strange woman was sitting in her place at the table.  
 
    I got up and poured myself some coffee and decided not to take the bait. 
 
    “Fine. Let’s talk,” I said and sat down across from her at the table.  
 
    “You first,” she said, taking another sip from her steaming mug. 
 
    I scoffed. 
 
    Me? Ok, fine. That’s how you wanna play it? Fine. 
 
    “Well, for starters it feels like well, I don’t even know who you are any more. I mean, I see my wife, but I don’t recognize the person who is suddenly inhabiting her body. I mean, it’s just...where did all this come from? How could I have possibly seen this coming? I feel completely and totally blind sided. I mean, you betrayed me - us. I don’t even know who you are any more. Plain and simple.” 
 
    Blair took a deep breath and folded her arms. 
 
    “I should have come to you first. I get it, I heard you, and I’m sorry I didn’t talk to you first. I shouldn’t have done something like this behind your back. It was wrong.” 
 
    She sounded and looked genuinely contrite once more.  
 
    But I was skeptical. 
 
    And with good reason because just then her expression changed. The old jekyll and hide trick it seemed. Once more, the wicked smile returned and she clicked her tongue. 
 
    “But you know, while we're on that subject. I think I could say the same thing about you, Mark.” 
 
    “What? What do you mean? What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Well, I mean I feel like I don’t know you anymore either. I mean I never knew you’d be so into me slutting myself out for other men. It’s pretty raunchy, you know? The man who is sitting across the table from me right now seems like a complete stranger to me when I think about how hard you got, not once, but twice, when I started telling you all about how --” 
 
    “Alright, alright. Enough. You made your point,” I said, waving my hand and cutting her off. “So, alright. Then what? Where does all this leave us?” I asked and folded my arms. 
 
    Blair took a deep breath and thought for a moment. 
 
    “Well, it leaves us in no-man’s land. We’re marooned at sea. Lost in the desert. We are wandering across unfamiliar terrain. So, I’d like to propose a solution,” she sounded confident and as if she’d given all this a fair bit of thought which made me a little more than uneasy. Just how long had she been thinking about all this anyway? But nonetheless, I nodded for her to continue on. 
 
    “I’d like to continue doing this. Fucking other men. Whenever it pleases me. And we stay together, no divorce, no separation, no separate rooms. Nothing. Everything else stays the same.” 
 
    She sat back in her chair and watched me. I waited a moment, expecting there to be some sort of quid pro quo in which I would at least receive some sort of benefit from the whole arrangement but after a while it became clear that she was done speaking. 
 
    “That’s it? That’s the solution? You just keep cheating on me and I’m what, ok with it because we’ll stay married?! Are you nuts?!” 
 
    She smiled again and I’ll be honest I was really getting sick of seeing it at this point. 
 
    “Don’t be ridiculous. It wouldn’t be cheating. You’d know about it and you’d consent to it. How could that be cheating?” 
 
    “And why the hell would I want to do that? I don’t get anything out of it. No thanks.” 
 
    “Well, Mark. I don’t think you would...but that cock of yours?” She raised her eyebrows at me and seemed to stare right through the table at my junk which was, you guessed it, getting harder by the second as Blair described this ridiculous, dirty deal of hers. 
 
    “Yeah, your dick won’t be able to resist,” she said, “and plus, I wouldn’t say you don’t get anything out of it. You get your sluttly little wife fulfilling those dirty fantasies of yours. And all the wild sex that follows in their wake.” 
 
    I shook my head, not wanting to believe what she was saying was true, but in that moment I was so tired and worn down that all the bullshit just faded away and I saw the truth for what it was: this might be the only way for us to move forward. But I didn’t want to say that out loud and admit it to myself or Blair. 
 
    “I want to be a hotwife,” she said. 
 
    “I’m sorry, a what?” 
 
    “A hotwife. Look it up. It’s a thing people do.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “Okay, it’s basically a woman who is married but also plays around with other guys but with her husband’s support and encouragement. That last part is crucial.” 
 
    Again, my gut reaction was something like, Well, ok then. I guess we’ll do it because it’s the only way forward that doesn’t immediately lead to a messy divorce and lots of unwanted social anxiety around our friends and family. We’ll probably end up there anyway but hey, worth a shot to buy us some more time. Now, finish telling me that story and let’s fuck. 
 
    But I didn’t dare say any of that out loud. It went against every social convention and norm that I knew. My mind was preconditioned to resist this kind of thing and so it was fighting like hell to wriggle free of my dick’s thinking. 
 
    “Finish telling me the story then. About Evan,” I said. 
 
    Blair looked surprised. Like she couldn’t believe I hadn’t immediately shot the idea down. But still, she shook her head no. 
 
    “You have to say it first, Mark. If you don’t say it, you can’t have it. I need your support and encouragement, otherwise the whole thing falls apart.” 
 
    I hung my head. She had me. And she knew it. And I was powerless to resist her. 
 
    So, I said it. 
 
    “Alright, fine. I’m in.” 
 
    Again, she shook her head no. 
 
    “No, no Mark. That’s a good start and I’m glad you’re in. But that’s not it. I want to hear you tell me you want me to be your hotwife. Tell me you support and encourage me.” 
 
    Fuck. I was supposed to be mad. Enraged. Beyond upset. If I had any balls I would have kicked her out or left the second she told me about her transgression. But I didn’t. I stayed and I listened to her tell me about it. And I got off on it. What the fuck was wrong with me? 
 
    But I didn’t know what else to do. 
 
    So, I said that too. 
 
    “Blair, I want you to be my hotwife and I will support and encourage you,” I said, defeated but also incredibly horny. What a pathetic site I must have been. 
 
    “Is that what you wanted to hear from me?” I asked, finally daring to make eye contact with her again. 
 
    Her eyes were aflame with lust and passion. 
 
    “Oh, fuck yes,” she said. I could tell she had started playing with herself beneath the table. I could hear her sloshing around in her wet pussy. “Hear how wet it’s making me?” 
 
    I nodded. It sounded like wet macaroni and it was turning me on beyond description. 
 
    “I can’t stop thinking about the other night,” she said, closing her eyes, “with Evan. I never finished telling you my story. You wanted to hear the rest, right?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Bring your cock over here and let me stroke it for you while I tell you the rest. That’s what you want, isn’t it?” she said. And I did as I was told. She reached out and snatched my cock and began stroking it with ferocity. 
 
    “Good boy,” she whispered. 
 
    It was what I wanted and I was powerless to fight the feeling any longer. I was the type of person who never did drugs. I didn’t like that feeling of losing control. Sure, I’d have the occasional drink or two, but never to excess. Not being sober just scared me. But this feeling I had right now? It was what I imagine a powerful first experience with a drug must feel like. I could feel the warmth in my brain, the easing of my muscles, the almost euphoric sensation that was overtaking my entire being. 
 
    Somewhere, that part of me that hated losing control was screaming out to stop. But whatever this new “drug” I’d just consumed was, well, it was too powerful and it drowned that part of me out. And down the rabbit hole I went. 
 
    “You know what I didn’t get to tell you before, Mark? Well, I never described Evan to you, did I?” 
 
    I shook my head no, she hadn’t mentioned what he looked like. She smiled and caressed my cock, rubbing the head with the palm of her hand. 
 
    “Well, he was tall. Much taller than you. And he was so big and muscular. He had these giant biceps and when I took his shirt off, well let’s just say abs for days. So sexy.” 
 
    The description was getting me even harder. Her words, helping me envision the man who had taken my wife from me, was sending me into overdrive. 
 
    “Oh, and he was black. He had this big, beautiful black cock. As soon as I pulled off his pants and laid eyes on it, I fell in love. With his dick, I mean. Not him.” 
 
    Wait? What did she just say? 
 
    I don’t know why, but I was not expecting that. Not that I cared, didn’t matter to me, but something about that little detail made it a bit hotter. Thinking about the contrast of their skin, the size of his cock with Blair’s tiny hand wrapped around it. I pictured her wedding ring. 
 
    “Holy shit, Mark! Did your dick just get bigger? I’ve never seen you this hard and swollen before,” she whispered. 
 
    I looked down and she was right. My dick was totally engorged and throbbing. Now, it wasn’t like I’d suddenly added two inches or anything. But maybe a half-inch? I don’t know. But I wasn’t going to question it either. It felt amazing. 
 
    “I mean, it’s still nowhere near as big as Evan’s but wow. This is hot. Does it turn you on even more knowing that he was black? Are you thinking about what my tiny mouth looked like, sucking on his big, black cock?” 
 
    My dick and balls ached from the intensity of the feelings I was experiencing. I winced and nodded in the affirmative. I couldn’t explain it, but like I said, I wasn’t about to analyze anything too deeply in that moment so I just whispered yes. Picturing Blair on her knees, cheating on me and worshipping a giant, black dick just sent me into overdrive. 
 
    “Mmm, good,” she said, still stroking my rock hard prick, now using both hands to jerk it off. “Because, I think if we’re going to do this...well, I only want to cheat on you with BBC.” 
 
    “BBC?” I asked, not quite following. 
 
    “Yeah. Big. Black. Cock.” she looked up at me with a devilish grin. “I fell in love with it that night and I think I might be addicted now. It’s all I think about now and I’m going crazy waiting to have some again…” 
 
    She opened her mouth and began to gently suck and moan on my fleshy pole. 
 
    After a moment she looked up at me and smiled, my dick still in her mouth. 
 
    Then she took it out. 
 
    “Is that alright with you, Mark?” she asked, tugging gently on me. 
 
    I was ready to explode and gritting my teeth to try to hold myself in check. 
 
    “Yes,” I grunted through clenched teeth. My jaw was starting to hurt.  
 
    “Mmm, good,” she said as she flicked out her pink tongue and ran it along the length of my shaft and back again before taking me back into her mouth completely. 
 
    That little slut. She had me and she knew it. And she knew the best time to act was when I was hard and hopeless to think with anything but my dick. But I didn’t give a fuck just then. I could only think of one thing. 
 
    I yanked Blair onto her feet. 
 
    “Bend the fuck over,” I said, and she giggled with delight and did exactly that, folding at her waist and bending over one of the kitchen chairs. 
 
    Just as I was preparing to enter her from behind, she pushed back on me and stopped me. Suddenly she was back in control of the situation. 
 
    “Wait,” she said, looking back at my dick and then up at my face. 
 
    “What?” I asked impatiently, my hand wrapped firmly around my throbbing dick. 
 
    She turned around to face me and slapped my hand away from my cock. It didn’t hurt much, but it stung and shocked me a little. But I kind of liked it. 
 
    “I still haven’t finished telling you my story. And I want to finish it. Don’t you want to be a good boy and listen to me?” 
 
    I nodded and started to reach for my cock again. 
 
    She slapped my paw away once more. 
 
    “No, no. I want to finish and I don’t want you to come before I finish getting it all out. Every last, little, sexy detail.” 
 
    So, I listened once more and did as I was told and refrained, despite the high degree of difficulty, from stroking it while she spoke. 
 
    Blair watched me for a moment to make sure my hand didn’t drift back to where it didn’t belong and then smirked and patted me on the head.  
 
    “Good boy,” she said, “Now, where was I?” I watched as she slid her red panties to the side and slipped a single finger inside her dripping slit. Her head dropped back between her shoulders and she let out a soft moan, hardly audible.  
 
    I could hear the squashing and squishing noises as she reached deeper and deeper inside herself and wiggled around. Her body rose and fell, heavy with breath, and tightened and relaxed with each thrust and retreat. She was really working herself up into a frenzy when her head finally snapped back up and she opened her eyes, locking them to mine.  
 
    “You were telling me about when you first saw his dick, how you fell in love with it, how --” 
 
    “That’s right, thank you,” she whispered and closed her eyes again and slipped a second finger in alongside the first. 
 
    “Oh god, I was such a dirty, little slut, Mark. I lost all control when I saw it. It felt so wrong and bad but it was so bad it was good, you know what I mean?” 
 
    I nodded my head enthusiastically in response. Yes, yes. I knew exactly what she meant. I was experiencing that very feeling at that very moment. 
 
    “I got right to my knees and began stroking and admiring his dick. It was so, massive. I was a little frightened at first, scared. But it was just so powerful and manly that I couldn’t resist it either. It was like it was calling to me. My pussy was getting so wet just staring at it.” 
 
    “Finally, I opened my mouth and I could barely get past the head. It was so thick and long. It filled my whole mouth up until I thought my cheeks were going to rip.” 
 
    I took a hard swallow and looked down at my dick. It was just begging to be touched. But I held my resolve and hung on her every word. 
 
    Blair looked at my dick and then back up at me and I could see how much she was enjoying having this control over me. She was getting off on this whole thing just as much as I was. It was scary and also incredibly hot in that moment. 
 
    I couldn’t take the silence and anticipation anymore and so I had to ask. 
 
    “And then what happened?” but as I asked, my trembling hand crept involuntarily towards my dick and Blair caught me. She slapped it away and wagged a finger in my face. 
 
    “Naughty boy,” she said. “Well, after I sucked and slurped on his massive cock for a while, he pulled me to my feet, picked me up, and tossed me on the bed. I felt so small in his hands, he was so powerful, you know? Then he spread my legs wide and went down on me, it was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before, Mark. Definitely better than anything you’ve ever done for me,” she said, suddenly staring daggers at me. Her face eventually softened before she continued on. 
 
    “His long, expert tongue had me screaming and coming so hard within a few minutes. I was so wet and turned on that I was grabbing and tearing at the sheets, screaming for him to just fuck me!” 
 
    That was when she grabbed hold of my cock and squeezed. It was so hard it almost hurt. Then she got right up in my face so I could feel her breath and she smiled at me. 
 
    “Let’s play a little game,” she whispered, still holding firmly to my cock. “I’m going to tell you what Evan did to me with that big, meaty cock of his and I’m going to let you play with yours,” she looked down at my dick and seemed suddenly disgusted by it as she let it drop from her hand. She went back to playing with herself.  
 
    “But,” she said, “you can’t stop stroking the whole time. You have to last until I’m finished? Got that? If you can last the whole time without stopping and without coming, well, then you get to fuck me. How’s that sound?” 
 
    It sounded pretty great to me.  
 
    “Great,” I said, gritting my teeth, my hand once again hovering over my hard cock. She held up a finger indicating me to wait until she gave the word. 
 
    She grabbed my hand by the wrist and moved it closer to my dick so that it was almost but not quite touching the shaft. 
 
    “Ready...set…” she took a pause for dramatic effect and then said, “Go.” 
 
    She placed my hand on my dick and I started stroking, careful to be soft and slow to start. I had no idea how longer her story would last and I didn’t want to blow it. 
 
    “So I was begging for him to fuck me, like I said. And he stood up and took his cock in his hand and started slapping it against my pussy. It was so big, when he slapped it on me it went up on my stomach almost past my belly button,” she said with wonder and amazement. 
 
    I pictured what that must have looked like, a big, dark stick situated between my wife’s legs, pointing towards her chin as it thudded against her soft, milky skin and almost reached her navel. 
 
    “He started teasing me with it, really driving me wild. He rubbed it against my clit and slapped it hard into my pussy. The weight of it smacking against me was almost enough to make me come,” she said. 
 
    “And then what happened?” I asked, stroking a little faster. 
 
    She raised her eyebrows as if to say, you have no idea. Then she shut her eyes tightly and exhaled. 
 
    “Then he changed my life forever,” she said and it was like a dagger through the heart. A painful reminder of the reality of our situation. But the pain wasn’t strong enough to overcome my arousal and so I pushed it aside and instead focused on how hot it was hearing about the exact moment that my wife had turned into a greedy, cock-hungry, little slut by a perfect stranger and his big, black cock.  
 
    She continued. 
 
    “It hurt at first,” she said, “but I liked it. I never knew what hurt so good really meant, but now I do. That feeling of being stretched...oh my god, it was like...I can’t really describe it. When he was a quarter of the way in, I started having second thoughts and I was going to ask him to stop so I could gather myself but…” she stopped short and looked away. 
 
    “But what?” I asked. 
 
    She started to smile as she recalled the events of that fateful night. It seemed reliving this indiscretion of hers was really turning her on as I watched her thinking and fingering herself and playing with her clit. 
 
    “But then he kept going and pushed on past the pain, inch by inch he entered me until he was about halfway inside. I could feel him filling me up and I loved it, Mark, I loved it.” 
 
    I swallowed hard, pushing away any feelings of anger or jealousy or hurt and just focused on the pure, carnal lust and the aroused bliss it was bringing me. 
 
    “And then what?” 
 
    “Then, he just shoved the rest inside me all in one go and took my fucking breath away. I came so hard and so loud that I thought I was going to go blind and deaf from the intensity of it all. Being so stretched and so full was the greatest thing I’d ever felt, my wet, hot cunt just took every inch of him like it was designed to do just that - I just never knew I could handle so much...cock. It was the best….” 
 
    My body started to betray me as it tensed up and my breath quickened. I lost all control. This sexy, dirty, little slut in front of me who was somehow also my wife, the sweet, innocent woman I married over seven years ago, taunting me and telling me how much she was forever changed by cheating on me was just too much for me to handle anymore and I started to come. 
 
    Explode is more like it actually. 
 
    Blair recognized what was happening and wrestled my cock away from me as she got on her knees just below it and jerked it to completion all over her angelic face. 
 
    “That’s it, Mark, come for me. Come all over my face, make me feel like the fucking slut that I am! Ooooh it’s so warm, fuck yes!” 
 
    I unleashed on her, dousing her with my seed, sending a river of come spilling over her forehead, down her nose, and across her cheeks. She tried the best she could to scoop gobs of it into her mouth so she could taste me. Then she swallowed it and licked her tiny fingers clean to show me what a good girl she was. 
 
    “Well, looks like I win. Mmmm, Mark. I love this new you,” she said, standing up and giving me a peck on the cheek. I could smell my bittersweet come on her breath and face and it sent a tingle down my spine. 
 
    My cock actually started to get hard again and this time I did not feel the crashing low, the agonizing come-down from the day before. I felt strangely ok and still very much aroused. Blair looked down at my hardening cock and raised an eyebrow at me. 
 
    I wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth. Not right then. She was right. Our sex-life was nonexistant before and now...well, it was on steroids and I didn’t want to worry about what the long-term implications might be or how it might impact our lives in the future. I just wanted to lace ‘em up and swing for the fences. So, as my cock hardened to steel once more, I pounced and we were all over each other.
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    Chapter Four 
 
    After the raucous and debaucherous start to our Saturday things just seemed to...go back to normal if you can believe it. We had sex twice more and then went about our day as if nothing at all was different about us or our relationship. As if we didn’t just spend the morning, in the kitchen, fantasizing and roleplaying about Blair becoming a hotwife. It wasn’t brought up again for the rest of the day. It wasn’t even alluded to or hinted at. Blair went to the gym and to the store to get stuff for dinner and I went to the hardware store for paint and supplies to fix and replace a squeaky door in one of the upstairs guest rooms. 
 
    Then we cleaned up, made dinner, got into our comfy clothes and spent the night on the couch watching a movie. It was almost like a regular, old-us, kind of Saturday night. For the rest of that day, things were just normal and I’d almost completely forgotten all about the events of that morning and the previous day. As far as I could tell, Blair had too. 
 
    After the movie, it was up to bed, a kiss goodnight, an exchange of I love you and that was that. We slept soundly in each other’s arms for the rest of the night and I don’t think either of us stirred the entire time. As I drifted off to sleep that night I found myself wondering if perhaps, just maybe, this would be the end of it. Perhaps Blair had gotten it out of her system and that was all she’d needed to do. Perhaps we could go back to the way things were, to the old us. I was also conflicted about how that idea made me feel. On the one hand, I hoped like hell it was true. But on the other, the more devious hand, I found myself desperately hoping it wasn’t and my cock began to harden once more as I closed my eyes for the night and drifted off into a deep, deep sleep. 
 
    Everything evaporated, however, the following morning. Or more like went up in smoke to put a finer point on it. I awoke to find my arms empty and Blair nowhere to be seen. It was early too and as I mentioned before, she never under any circumstances, woke up early on the weekend. This was now two mornings in a row and it was quite alarming. 
 
    “I’m in the office,” I heard her call from down the hall almost as if she’d sensed my alarm and wanted to make sure I knew there was absolutely nothing at all to be worried about. Only, as I would come to find out in a matter of seconds, there was plenty for me to be alarmed about. I threw the sheets of my tired body and slowly, painfully got out of bed and heard more than a few things crack throughout my body as I stretched and groaned and tried not to pull anything. I plodded down the hallway and into the office. 
 
    “Morning, baby,” she said without looking away from the computer screen. She seemed wholly engrossed in whatever it was she was viewing just then. As I approached, she held up her mug, steam rising, and offered it to me. 
 
    “Coffee?” she asked. I took it from her and took a small sip before I involuntarily peered over her shoulder to see what she was looking at. And I almost spit it right out. 
 
    Dick pics. Tons of them. Covering the screen. All big. All black. Girthy, veiny, triumphant, and in your face. I almost dropped the mug on the floor and spilled coffee all over our new white rug. With shaky hands, I placed the cup down on the desk next to the computer. I wanted to look away, to scream, to run, but for some reason, I couldn’t do any of that. All I could do was stare. 
 
    “Sexy, right?” she said, finally looking up at my shocked face. 
 
    “What? What the hell is this?” I said, finally managing to coax some words out of my shocked brain. 
 
    “What does it look like?” she asked in response as if I was the dumbest person alive. It was obvious afterall. She pointed to the upper right hand corner of the screen. Quickly, I pieced together that she was on some adult hookup sight and it appeared she’d already created an account and was receiving tons of “matches” flooding into her inbox by the minute. And no wonder, she was quite beautiful. My pants tightened a bit as I imagined just what kind of photos of herself she’d been sending and what she’d advertised she was looking for. 
 
    “Tryna find me a stud to fuck,” she said in a funny voice and very, very proudly. Almost as if, I too, should be proud of her initiative.  
 
    Things all of a sudden got way too real for me in that moment and I lost it a little bit. 
 
    “Wait...wait, what?! You weren’t serious were you? Like, it was just a fun fantasy or whatever, you didn’t mean...you didn’t mean we’d actually do this...in real life, right?” 
 
    Blair raised an eyebrow but didn’t answer me verbally. Although it was clear she was being serious. 
 
    “Right?” I said, although I knew the truth. 
 
    “Oh, no. I was serious, Mark. And I think you know that you were too. Don’t fight it. Just lean into it like you did yesterday. You so want me to have a big, black dick inside me. And you want to hear all about it. That tent in your pants tells me all I need to know,” she said, reaching out and flicking at the bulge in my pants.  
 
    I tried to back away but she had me. She was right. And I had nowhere to hide. I thought for a moment and then had a wicked idea of my own. One we hadn’t quite discussed, at least not outright. But I had to have it. It was the only way. 
 
    “Okay, fine,” I said and watched as Blair’s face lit up. “But. I have one condition.” 
 
    “And what’s that, Mark?” 
 
    “I want to watch,” I said. 
 
    “You what?” she asked, not quite believing what her ears had heard. It felt nice to have the element of surprise and the upper hand for once. “How are we going to do that?” 
 
    I shrugged and pointed at the screen. 
 
    “Guess you’ll have to find a stud to fuck who’s cool with me watching,” I said. Picking up the coffee and taking a smug sip. 
 
    She smiled and then leapt up from the chair, nearly tackling me to the ground and we were at each other once more. 
 
    While she climbed on top and rode my dick with her wet slit, she looked down at me and smiled. 
 
    “So, you really wanna watch?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “You think you can handle watching me ride him? Bouncing my ass all over his big, black dick?” 
 
    Gulp. 
 
    “Because that’s what I’m gonna do and you won’t be able to stop me our touch me, you’ll just have to sit there and watch like a good boy.” 
 
    “Can I touch myself?” I asked, unsure why I wanted her permission, but for some reason I did. 
 
    She smiled at the question, relishing the power she held over me. 
 
    “Are you really going to let me - us - do this?” For the first time in this whole process she seemed like she was genuinely interested and would perhaps actually listen to me if I said no. 
 
    But I was too far gone. I was in. Or so I thought. And so I nodded once more. 
 
    “If I can watch, I’m in.” 
 
    “I love you,” she whispered, leaning down to kiss me. 
 
    “I love you too,” I said and kissed her back. 
 
    Soon, I exploded inside her and we laid on the floor of the office together for a while without saying a word. I smiled listening to the sound of her breath and watching the rise and fall of her chest and I squeezed her tightly to my side. 
 
    We were going to do this. We were really going to do this.
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    Chapter Five 
 
    Monday morning came and I found myself at my desk, studiously working away, when I received a text from Blair around eleven o’clock. 
 
      
 
    Found him. Can you come home for lunch? 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe it. My entire body went numb. Already? That was much faster than I’d assumed it would take. I figured several weeks, if not months, of searching would be necessary to convince and secure the ideal candidate. But apparently Blair had it all nailed down in a little over twenty-four hours. 
 
    My heart was raising and I felt as if there was a large, wide lump in the middle of my throat. I began to sweat nervously and suddenly found myself in a panic. This was happening too fast. It was all much too soon. I needed more time. Did I even really want this? Was I going crazy? 
 
    I tried to distract myself with work but found it nearly impossible to focus on anything but the text Blair had just sent and I decided I simply could not wait until lunch to go home and find out what was going on. I made up some excuse to my boss and slipped out the side door and made for home. 
 
    I was in such a tizzy that I forgot to even respond to her message. But I needed to get home and talk to her in person and convince her to be a little more patient. We didn’t need to rush this. We could take our time and make sure everything was perfect. 
 
    When I pulled into the driveway I nearly drove straight through the garage door. I was in such a frantic hurry. I slammed on the breaks just in time as the car screeched to a stop. I rushed inside and the house was quiet. 
 
    “Blair?” I called out. No one answered. “Hello? Blair?” 
 
    Still nothing. 
 
    I approached the steps and heard something. It was Blair’s voice but I couldn’t make it out. As I climbed higher and higher and entered the hallway, it became more clear. She was moaning and talking dirty. My body went ice cold and I felt myself getting angry. 
 
    What the hell? She couldn’t even wait for me to respond? He’s already here and their already fucking? 
 
    I was ready to fly off the handle and end our marriage right then and there. No more. I’d been a fool to entertain such thoughts. I could no longer trust her and we had to part ways. There was no getting around it now. 
 
    I crept up to the office to find the door cracked about a centimeter. Her moans reached a crescendo as prepared to open the door. 
 
    “Mmm, fuck yeah. That’s so hot. Yeah, I want that big, fat cock in me. Oh it looks so good, mmmm…” 
 
    I burst into the room just then. 
 
    “Blair! What the hell do you think you’re do --” I stopped short and immediately felt like a damned fool. She was alone in the room, two fingers in her wet cunt. I looked at the computer in front of her and saw some interracial porn playing. I turned scarlet red as Blair turned around in shock and slight embarrassment. 
 
    She let out a nervous laugh. 
 
    “Mark? What the hell. What are you doing home? It’s not lunch time yet...is it?” 
 
    “I don’t know, I saw your text and I guess I just...I panicked and I thought…” I didn’t know what else to say. 
 
    “You didn’t think --” she said. 
 
    “I don’t know what I was thinking. But I do know one thing. We need to talk,” I said. 
 
    She raised a seductive eyebrow in my direction then looked at my crotch. 
 
    “You sure you wanna talk? Or do you wanna fuck?” 
 
    I looked down and once again tried to hide my shame. Hard as a damn rock. But my erection didn’t quite match the mood in my head. I was spiraling downward and needed to pump the breaks on this whole situation. 
 
    “No, I don’t want to fuck,” I said, hardly believing it myself. 
 
    “Really? Because that bulge in your pants says otherwise,” she stood and got right in my face, “did hearing me get off and begging for some big, black dick get you all turned on, Mark? Because I’m all riled up and ready to go.” 
 
    She went to grab at my dick and I gently pushed her hand away. 
 
    Then she tried again and I let her grab hold. I was powerless again as I imagined her lowering herself down onto a big, dark pole as she locked eyes with me and smiled that wicked, slutty smile she’d recently developed and it was all over. 
 
    Within seconds we were all over each other and fucking like wild animals on the office floor. 
 
    After that, we moved down the hall to the bedroom and went for round two. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    “Shouldn’t you get back to work?” Blair asked, tracing a line down my chest with her fingernail. She was probably right, but post-orgasm I was feeling those crushing blues again and my desire to pump the brakes had come back in full force. 
 
    I turned to face her and took a deep breath. 
 
    “We still need to talk,” I said.  
 
    Blair’s face fell and I could see she was hoping I’d forgotten about it and moved on. 
 
    “Let me guess,” she said, “you think we’re moving too fast, right?” 
 
    Wow, she already knew. It made me a little worried but also relieved.  
 
    I took a deep breath. 
 
    “Well, yes. Exactly. When you texted me a little bit ago, I’ll be honest. I started freaking out. I guess I thought it would take a lot longer. That we’d have time to ease into the whole thing. I really didn’t think you’d be able to find the perfect guy so quickly,” I said. 
 
    “Well, Mark...I kind of felt the same way. I didn’t think it would be this easy either...but,” she bit her bottom lip and looked off in the distance, “I found the perfect guy. He’s so hot and polite. And…” 
 
    “And what?” I asked, prompting her to continue. 
 
    “Well, he’s got the most important thing of all...a huge black cock. Oh my god. He sent me pictures and it’s even bigger than Evan’s. I couldn’t believe it. I was practically drooling when I saw it.” 
 
    She was suddenly very excited and animated and...sexy. Even though I didn’t want to admit it. But it hurt like hell to see her like that. 
 
    She continued on. 
 
    “And he’s done this kind of thing before.” 
 
    “This kind of thing?” 
 
    “Yeah, with other couples. Like us. So he’s like experienced or whatever and totally fine with you being in the room watching.” 
 
    “Other couples? You mean?” 
 
    “Yeah, apparently this kind of thing is pretty common I guess.” 
 
    For some reason that made me a little more comfortable and I calmed down a bit. But I still wasn’t ready to take the leap and throw caution to the wind. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said, “Blair, I’m just a little uncomfortable. How do we know he’s real and not just some weirdo playing make believe on the internet or worse, some psychopath?” 
 
    She put her hand on my forearm. 
 
    “Mark, it’s fine. Trust me. We exchanged pictures and messages and he’s totally legit. He’s a nice guy, not a psychopath.” 
 
    “Pictures?” 
 
    “Well yeah, I mean I had to let him check out the goods so he could tell I was legit too,” she said, a sultriness in her voice. 
 
    For some reason, this was more than I could handle in that moment. And I finally snapped a little. 
 
    “Are you kidding me?! You know what. I can’t do this,” I said, getting up from the bed. I started putting my clothes back on getting ready to head back to work. “You’re just a cheating, filthy slut Blair and you’re only toying with my emotions and preying on my...you’re just using me to get what you want.” 
 
    Blair was stunned into silence by my outburst. 
 
    “You know what? Fine. Have fun with your new fuck buddy. Fuck him tonight for all I care. Invite him over to sleep in our bed! I won’t be here. I’m done with this!” 
 
    I threw my hands up in the air and stormed out of the room, slamming the door behind me and not bothering to wait and see if Blair had any kind of response or reassurance to offer. I was seeing red and needed to get out of there. 
 
    As I drove back to work. I broke down in tears. Our marriage was beyond saving. Blair had turned into this insatiable little slut and clearly, I would never be enough for her. In fact, it was quite clear I never had been. There was nothing left to do but call the lawyers and initiate a divorce. 
 
    And at the time, I thought I meant it. I was done. I was out. 
 
    Boy, was I wrong.
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    Chapter Six 
 
    By lunch time I had over twenty missed calls from Blair and I’d let each and every one go to voicemail. I had nothing left to say to her. 
 
    I threw myself back into my work and much to my surprise, it worked. 
 
    For a time, I forgot all about Blair and our wrecked marriage. I forgot that she had been trolling the internet looking for a big-dicked stud to come fuck her brains out while I watched in the corner like a pathetic loser. I forgot all about everything. 
 
    As it was nearing the end of the day, I decided to book a hotel room for the week and I also spent a little time looking up lawyers. 
 
    But I didn’t actually go through with contacting any. I decided that the fantasy was hot. No denying it. Theoretically, it would probably be awesome. 
 
    But practically? In real life? Not for me. I didn’t care if other couples did it or not. I wasn’t going to join their ranks. I couldn’t. Wouldn’t. 
 
    I told myself I just wasn’t cut out for it and even if Blair was, she’d gone behind my back from the jump and I just couldn’t forgive that. The trust was gone. 
 
    I finally picked up my phone and decided to text her rather than call. I didn’t want to hear her voice and give her the chance to hypnotize me back or anything like that. 
 
      
 
    Got a hotel. I’ll be by later to pick up some things. Probably for the best if you’re not there. 
 
      
 
    She didn’t answer and finally, the phone calls stopped. I felt relieved that perhaps maybe she was finally seeing reason and realizing the same things I was: it was over. 
 
     I was hurting, sure. But the clarity helped. We were just not going to make it. And now I could at least start healing. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    At the end of the day, I finally packed up my things and prepared for the long journey home and the mentally taxing task that lay ahead of me both that night and in the near future. 
 
    As I reached my car, the sun was already well below the horizon and it was very nearly dark outside. I felt my phone buzz in my pocket and I reached in instinctively to hit the ignore button once more. But then I heard a ding that indicated it was a text message. Shaking, I pulled it out and swiped to unlock the screen and read the text. It was from Blair. 
 
      
 
    Hey baby. I think you should come home...now 
 
      
 
    I was confused to say the least. Did she get my text or realize I’d been ignoring her all day? I was only coming home to get some things to live out the week and she had better not be there when I do. Angrily, I fired off a response. 
 
      
 
    Did you not see my text? 
 
      
 
    She responded almost instantaneously and my heart began to race as I read her message. There was also an image attached to the message and I almost lost my mind. 
 
      
 
    I got it. Just thought you’d want to come home for this… 
 
      
 
    I clicked on the picture to enlarge it and my cock surged to life even though my heart felt like there was a hole in it. It was a selfie-style picture of Blair. In her lingerie. A large, dark arm was wrapped around her neck, holding a cocktail in its hand. I could see the tile of our kitchen floor in the background as my mind raced. Then she sent another message before I could respond. 
 
      
 
    I’m going to pretend this morning didn’t happen. If you hurry, maybe we’ll wait :) 
 
      
 
    My cock was harder and bigger than I’d ever felt it and my loins ached with longing. At the same time, my head was ready to explode from a degree of anger I never imagined was possible. I was jealous. Hurt. Shocked. And still, incredibly turned on. I was both fuming and dying to get in my card and relieve the pressure in my pants before I drove home. It was that intense of a feeling. 
 
    I got in the car and slammed the door and turned the key to start the ignition. That fucking bitch. That dirty, mischievous, conniving little slut. 
 
    “That beautiful goddess,” I whispered as a smile came across my face. The pendulum of my emotions quickly swung back the other way and I found myself desperate to race home and tempt fate. Why not just see what happens? If it sucks and I hate it, divorce is still on the table. 
 
    And maybe, just maybe...but I pushed the thoughts away and reversed out of the parking spot and floored it out of the office complex and made for home as quickly as I legally could. 
 
    My cock stayed hard the entire drive. At every single stoplight I pulled out my phone and gazed at the picture. My god, it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen and my imagination was kicked into overdrive imagining all the lurid possibilities that lay before me. 
 
    Then I got another message. 
 
      
 
    K. Well, haven’t heard from you. So I guess we’ll get started :) 
 
      
 
    Gulp. My eyes went wide as I read and re-read the message. It felt like my prick was going to rip right on through the fabric of my pants I was so hard. I stomped down on the accelerator and raced home. Again, I had to slam on the brakes to avoid crashing right through the garage door as my car screeched to hald outside our home.  
 
    When I got out, I could see the light was on in the kitchen and I could make out two silhouettes cast against the blinds. 
 
    “Holy shit,” I whispered and rushed inside.
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    Chapter Seven 
 
    The kitchen was empty when I got inside. Where the hell were they? I didn’t think my heart could beat that fast without me having a heart attack but it was pounding out of my chest with fear and excitement. Then I heard it. That sexy, slutty little giggle of Blair’s. And I could hear music playing somewhere. A strange, hypnotic beat. 
 
    “Blair?” I called out. 
 
    But no answer. 
 
    Then I heard it again. 
 
    It was coming from our living room. 
 
    “Mmm, yeah, that’s sexy,” someone said. And it wasn’t Blair’s voice. It was a deep, baritone. Clearly belonging to a man. 
 
    As I rounded the corner, I stopped dead in my tracks, mouth agape. 
 
    There she was. My sweet Blair. My wife. It was one thing to talk about it. It was quite another indeed to actually see it. 
 
    I felt a surge of blood rush down to my cock. The force was so powerful I actually winced as my cock lurched in my pants. 
 
    Blair was on the floor in front of the couch on her hands and knees, twerking her ass. My eyes traveled up and saw just who she was twerking for. 
 
    A large, shirtless man with dark skin and a buzzed head was sitting on our couch, his eyes transfixed on Blair’s ass. He had one of his hands resting gently in his crotch and was lightly massaging himself from outside his pants while he watched. He had a single tattoo on the outside of his left arm and a rippling six pack. There wasn’t an ounce of fat showing, even with him sitting down and leaning over to smack Blair’s ass every so often.  
 
    Even across the room, I could make out the outline of his massive bulge and I almost fainted. He locked eyes with me and gave a slight nod before instantly turning his attention back to my wife. 
 
    Blair was facing away from him so that her ass was closest to the man and she was now looking right at me and smiling. Then she looked down to my cock and saw how hard I was.  
 
    I fucking knew it, she mouthed to me while she danced, her ass moving seductively in rhythm with the beat. She smiled the smile of victory and knew she had won. She had me now. There was no way I could break away from that room. I had to see what was going to unfold. She had control of me and I knew it. She owned me now. 
 
    In a panic, I shuffled further into the room. How had this happened? How had I abandoned my resolve so quickly and reversed course? Just how weak-minded was I? Before I could answer or even begin to explore those questions, Blair stopped twerking and stood up. She walked over to me in her sexy lingerie and got right up against my body. 
 
    “Hi baby, so glad you made it,” she whispered, reaching down to grab a handful of cock while she stood on her tippy toes to kiss me. Her hair was done and she was wearing makeup that made her look like a classy adult film star and she smelled like the sweetest candy. 
 
    “Oh my,” she whispered as she felt my cock. “Someone’s excited.” 
 
    I simply nodded and then shifted my gaze again to the man who was sitting on the couch. He was watching us intently and again gave a slight nod, this time offering a friendly smile. I smiled back and gave a small, dumb wave. 
 
    “Oh, how silly of me. Mark, come here. There’s someone I want you to meet,” she took me by the hand and led me over to the couch. The man stood up and offered a hand to me. He was much taller than me and his hands dwarfed mine. 
 
    “Devon,” he said, smiling wider. 
 
    “Mark,” I said, taking his hand and shaking it with the firmest grip I could muster. “Nice to meet you.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you too, Mark,” he said. 
 
    Blair laughed nervously and then glanced at the coffee table. There were two half-empty drinks.  
 
    “Mark, why don’t you uh, go make yourself something to drink and then come join us,” she offered. 
 
    “Ok, sure,” I said absent-mindedly. Blair turned up the music and went back to dancing for Devon, this time giving him a lap dance and grinding on him as if she were a dancer at a strip club. A high-end one, of course. 
 
    I shuffled into the kitchen, numb and in a daze. I felt as if I’d somehow entered some bizarro version of my life, an alternate universe where everything was just a little off and more than a tad whacky. But as I made myself a tall gin and tonic I found myself strangely giddy. 
 
    If the ship was going down, this was a hell of a way to do it and I might as well just enjoy the ride and go down with it. At least I was getting some pleasure out of it, perverse as it was. 
 
    I heard a slapping noise (Devon’s hand on Blair’s ass) and that same giggle coming from the living room. 
 
    A rush of excitement overtook me and I hurried back in, drink in hand. I couldn’t stand to miss another second.
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 Chapter Eight 
 
    Blair was completely naked and Devon had one hand between her legs as she danced in his lap. I watched, totally mesmerized, as she grinded and moved her hips in a sexual dance that I’d never seen before. I never knew she could move like that. I licked my dry lips and took a sip of my drink before quietly walking across the room and taking a seat in a chair across from them. 
 
    She stopped dancing just then and turned off the music. They both stood up and I could see that Devon was hard as a rock and absolutely massive. All I could think about was how the hell Blair was going to fit it all inside her. They each grabbed their drinks from the table and took a sip. 
 
    Then Devon cleared his throat. 
 
    “So uh, Mark,” he said. I sat up a little straighter in my chair. “You sure this is cool?” 
 
    I nodded almost imperceptibly. 
 
    “Because, I mean, Blair said you were all good, but I just sensed...I wanted to make sure, man to man, that we’re all good and you don’t mind that in a few seconds I’m gonna be stickin’ it your wife…” he was looking me dead in the eye and studying me. For what, I wasn’t sure. 
 
    Blair was positioned just behind him so that he couldn’t see her face and she gave me a stern look. One that said, comply or else. 
 
    And it drove me wild. I surrendered completely at that moment to my desire to be controlled by her and I nodded once more. 
 
    “Alright cool, because I don’t really do ‘second thoughts,’ once I start, I don’t stop until I’m finished or she says too. You don’t get a vote once the snake is out of its cage. Got it?” 
 
    Gulp. 
 
    “Yeah man, absolutely. Have at her. I’m game.” 
 
    I didn’t know what I was saying but I was trying to sound cool and nonplussed by the whole thing even though my insides were in full freak out mode. Blair mouthed thank you to me and then blew me a kiss. 
 
    And then it was on. 
 
    Devon grabbed her tiny hips and pulled her in close up against his hulking frame. Seeing his massive black hands gripping her milky white skin was so unbelievably beautiful, it was like art. The contrast was magnificent and I almost came in my pants right then and there from that sight alone. 
 
    He towered over her tiny frame and leaned down to kiss her wet and eager lips. It started slow at first. It was sensual and soft. And then her lips parted and his tongue flicked out to meet hers and soon it was sloppy and fast and passionate with wide open mouths and copious amounts of tongue on tongue action. 
 
    As I watched them make out, a warm, contented feeling washed over me and I smiled to myself. I felt, for the first time, like I finally had my head on right. I saw it clearly. This was the right choice. It was like having my own personal pornstar as my wife. What could be better than that? 
 
    Devon began to use his hands to explore every square inch of her quivering body. He groped at her tits and suckled on her nipples, kissed her navel, and slipped a finger inside. He was really ramping her up and driving her wild with anticipation. She began to breathe heavily as her body rubbed up against his. He was driving her wild and in the process, getting me really worked up as well. 
 
    I began to gently massage myself from outside my pants. I wanted to savor the moment, but it was hard not to indulge and play along with them. 
 
    After a few minutes, Blair could no longer contain herself. She pulled away from his wet kiss and reached both hands into the waistband of his pants and yanked them to the floor. Blair dropped to her knees and looked over at me, gasping in wonder and excitement. 
 
    “Holy shit,” she said, examining the massive lump in his boxers. She timidly reached up and yanked those down too and the biggest cock I’d ever seen in my life flopped out and sprang to attention. I leaned forward, placing my elbows on my thighs, trying to get a better look, careful not to spill my drink. 
 
    It was longer than her face from chin to forehead, thicker than her wrist, and it curved up and to the right. It shined in the light, veins bulging and protruding along the shaft. Blair slowly reached up and touched the head with a single finger and then cautiously began to wrap her tiny fingers around the base of the shaft. 
 
    “Oh my god, baby,” she whispered and looked back over at me, “do you see how fucking huge this is? Do you see why I got hooked instantly? Fuck, thank you so much for letting me do this,” she said and began stroking him off. 
 
    “You ready to watch me suck this big, black cock?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered. 
 
    She put her mouth to his balls at the base of his shaft and kissed it lightly, then flicked out her tongue and ran it the length of his pole, stopping at the tip and opening wide to take the bulbous head into her wet mouth. 
 
    “Mmm,” she moaned as she began to suck and slurp. At first, she struggled with his girth and length. She was trying to deep throat him best she could but he was simply too big. Devon even held her hair for her while she tried. 
 
    Then, on her final attempt, she was able to get almost all the way down his shaft. Her nose was about a centimeter or two away from his pelvis when she had to stop and come up for air. 
 
    “Holy shit, your wife has some serious head game,” Devon said, looking over and smiling at me. I didn’t know what else to do, so I raised my gin and tonic in salute and took a sip. 
 
    “You’re a lucky man, Mark,” he said. 
 
    “I think you’re the lucky one today,” Blair said, smiling up at him. 
 
    “Mmm, true that,” he said, suddenly pulling her to her feet. “You ready to take some big, black dick, Blair?” He turned her towards me so I would have a better view of her face. 
 
    “You ready for this, Mark?” he asked. I was half-excited, half-terrified about what was going to happen next but I kept chasing the dragon and nodded once more.  
 
    “Come over here,” Blair commanded. 
 
    I stood up and walked over as Devon got on his knees from behind and began to lick her pussy and finger her asshole. 
 
    Blair pulled me in for a sloppy wet kiss. 
 
    “I love you,” she said. And my heart melted. 
 
    “I love you too,” I responded. 
 
    As we pulled away she shoved me down onto the couch as she grinded her pussy against the motion of Devon’s tongue. 
 
    She reached down and unzipped my pants and before I knew what was happening, she grabbed it and began jerking me off while Devon revved her up. 
 
    “This is so hot, isn’t it, Mark?” she asked, staring deeply into my eyes. I was so turned on I couldn’t even answer. The only thing I could focus on was not coming. Nothing would have been worse than blowing my load early. It would have ruined the entire thing. 
 
    Suddenly her nails dug into my thighs as she released me from her grip and she bit down on her bottom lip before letting out a deep, primal moan as her head snapped back. 
 
    “Holy shit,” she whispered. “Holy fucking shit.” 
 
    I looked between her legs and watched as the dark, bulbous head of Devon’s cock penetrated my wife’s flower and threatened to split her in two. 
 
    That moment changed me forever. Talking about it was one thing. A kiss was another and a blowjob another still. But this? He was inside my wife and I was sitting mere inches away, watching it all happen. More warmth washed over my body as my brain took a dopamine bath and was nearly drowning in bliss and stimulation. 
 
    It was slow going at first as Blair’s tight slit fought to remain just that while Devon’s massive pole pierced and stretched her walls.  
 
    She dug deeper into my thighs as he opened her up and soon he was all the way inside her, the pace of his thrusts increasing with each successive motion.  
 
    As he shoved himself all the way in and she took him to the hilt, her eyes went wide with pleasure and pain and I watched a change come over her. That wicked smile was back and her true, inner slut was unleashed. 
 
    “Fuck yes,” she hissed, “Give me that big, fucking dick daddy. Pound me! That feels so good,” she said. 
 
    Devon grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled back. 
 
    “Yeah, you like that big, black dick?” 
 
    “Fuck yes I do, pull my hair. Yes, I love that!” 
 
    “Let me hear you say it,” he said, pulling harder and thrusting deeper. “Let me hear you say you’re a slut for big, black dick. Tell your husband what you love.” 
 
    I could tell she was about to come. She loved talking dirty like that. 
 
    Her eyes snapped open and she looked directly at me. 
 
    “I’m a big, black dick. I love it, I fucking love it,” she said and then she began to come loud and hard all over Devon’s dick as her entire body shook violently from the intensity of the pleasure that was washing over her. 
 
    I took my dick in my hand and began to jerk off while she orgasmed right in front of me. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. 
 
    Soon she was coming again and this time it was so hard that she came his dick right out of her pussy. 
 
    “Put it back in me, put it back please! Please!” She was begging and pleading and desperate for dick. 
 
    Devon slid it back in and within a few minutes had her coming again. This time even harder. 
 
    Blair was thoroughly dick drunk and in a daze when Devon sat down on the couch and pulled her into his lap. 
 
    Slowly, she lowered herself down onto him and began to ride him. Bouncing her sweet, plump ass up and down on his black pole.  
 
    “Stand up,” she barked at me. “I want to suck your dick,” she was nearly out of breath but I heard it loud and clear and did as I was told.  
 
    I stood up on the couch next to her as she rode Devon like a wild woman and offered her my cock. She took it into her greedy mouth and sucked hard like a vacuum cleaner while she came for a fourth time on Devon’s cock. 
 
    She was in overdrive now, having me in her mouth and Devon in her pussy at the same time was almost too much for her to handle. She looked up at me and took my dick out her mouth and began stroking it fast. 
 
    “You like this baby? You like watching me ride this big, thick dick,” she said. 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered. 
 
    “What was that? I couldn’t hear you,” she said. 
 
    “I said, I love it,” I replied. 
 
    “I knew you would, dirty, dirty boy. You like watching me be a slut and cheat on you, don’t you? You like watching me go crazy for big, black dick like I never would for you, isn’t that right?” 
 
    I gulped and nodded. My balls were aching as the pressure inside continued to build. I was afraid I was in danger of losing all control. Watching her be so filthy was almost more than I could bear.  
 
    I regained control and composure after a bit and simply lost myself in the fucking. I forgot where I was, who I was, or even why I was. 
 
    It could have been minutes or hours, I would never know. I just got lost in the beautiful bliss of watching my beautiful, sexy wife get pleasured in a way that I would never be able to offer her and I fell in love all over again, this time more completely and intensely than I’d ever thought possible.  
 
    I finally snapped out of my trance when I heard Devon begin to grunt and his breath quickened. He was getting close and I knew he wouldn’t last much longer with Blair riding him like that. 
 
    I looked down and grabbed her tit, squeezing it. 
 
    “Where do you want him to come, babe?” she asked me. 
 
    I didn’t even take time to think. I just spat it out like it was the most natural answer there ever was. 
 
    “Inside you,” I whispered. “I want him to come deep inside you.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” she asked, amazed and excited. 
 
    “Yes, I’m sure.” 
 
    “You hear that, Devon? My husband wants you to fill me up. Pump that hot seed into me, come inside me!” she was yelling now as she rode him harder and faster, grinding all the way down his cock so that it was as deep as possible inside her. 
 
    And just like that, Devon gave in and exploded inside her, wrapping his hands around her ass cheeks and pulling her down as she rode him to completion. 
 
    Eventually, she got off his lap and began sucking on my cock. I could see Devon’s white seed dripping out of her pussy and onto the couch below but I didn’t give a fuck. In fact, it was hot as hell. 
 
    “Damn, man that was wild. That’s some good pussy,” Devon said, offering me a fist bump while he sat next to Blair and watched her suck me off. I’ll be honest, I felt pretty damn cool in that moment.  
 
    I looked down at Blair sucking my dick, her come filled pussy dripping onto the couch, and I felt nothing but love and adoration for her. Divorce?! What was I, insane? Who would ever divorce such an enlightened and powerful sexual goddess? I was going to hold onto her for dear life. She would never leave my side. And she could do this whenever she pleased as far as I was concerned. 
 
    I was the luckiest prick in the universe as far as I was concerned. Normal? Fuck normal. Normal is boring.  
 
    “Open your mouth, slut,” I said as Blair smiled up at me and opened her mouth to accept my seed. I sprayed her face with wave after wave of hot sticky come and she happily took it all and swallowed whatever she could.  
 
    She then collapsed on the couch between us, out of breath and still on fire with lust and passion, she began fingering Devon’s come back into her pussy and playing with her clit. Soon she climaxed again for a final time. 
 
    “Thank you, Mark. Thank you. I love you so much,” was all she could say over and over again as she tried to recover from the fucking of a lifetime. 
 
    “You’re welcome baby, I love you too,” I said as I took her head in my hands and kissed it. And I really meant it.

  

 OceanofPDF.com


   
      
 
   
 Chapter Nine 
 
    Before the night was over, the three of us repeated some variation of that process another three times before Devon finally left. And then after that, Blair and I had sex two more times before we finally passed out in each other’s arms from pure exhaustion. 
 
    We’ve been on a perma-high ever since and it shows no signs of going away. Our sex life has never been better and our communication and respect is at an all time high. We’ve never been more in love. Frankly, and paradoxically, we’ve never been happier or closer than we are right now. I know to a lot of people that probably makes no sense, but there you have it. 
 
    I learned a lot about myself and about us during this whole ordeal and make no mistake that’s what it was: an ordeal. Love is about a heck of a lot more monogamy, for one thing. There are many layers and complexities in any relationship. Most importantly it’s about having courage. Courage to be open and vulnerable. Courage to explore. Courage to forgive. And courage to build one another up and have each other’s backs.  
 
    Yep, Blair fucked up to start. She fucked up big time and it wasn’t cool what she did. But she owned up to it and was honest with me. Sure, it was a shock and sure it was highly unorthodox. But she trusted me with it. And eventually I realized it for what it was: an opportunity. An opportunity to take our marriage to another stratosphere and be forever changed for the better in the process. I don’t want to say our marriage is bullet proof now, I don’t want to tempt fate, but it's incredibly strong and resilient. More than I ever could have imagined, especially after something like this.  
 
    It’s been a few months since that fateful series of events and we’ve been meeting up with Devon and a few other guys Blair found on that same site and it’s been incredible. I don’t know if we’ll keep doing this forever, eventually we want to settle down and have a family, but for now, this is really working for us.  
 
    Just the other night, Blair asked me if she could see Devon alone. Without me there. At first I was a little hurt. I wasn’t sure if I liked the idea. But when she explained it to me, it made sense. She wanted to see how far she could take it if I wasn’t there, if she didn’t feel like she was performing for me, that way she could just totally immerse herself in the experience.  
 
    She asked me to trust her. And so I will. I’ll trust her and see what happens. In fact, she’s out right now as I write this and has promised to rush home after and tell me all of the sexy details. 
 
    I’m giddy with anticipation. I can’t wait to hear all about it.  
 
    And maybe, if you’re lucky, I’ll write them down for you to enjoy just like I did here. If you’re lucky. I know I sure am. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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    A Hotwife’s Darkest Fantasy 
 
    By: F. Rey Noel 
 
      
 
    ◇ ◇ ◇ 
 
      
 
    A lot of people claim to love another. They say they’d do anything for that special someone in their lives. Anything. Anything for love.  
 
    But most people are all talk. Bullshit artists in the extreme. They don’t really mean anything. Push comes to shove? They’ll fold like a cheap suit. Every time. 
 
    Not me though. When I say I’d do anything for my wife, Amber, I mean business. 
 
    I have a golden rule that I follow: whatever Amber wants, Amber gets. No judgments. No nothing. I just get it done for her. She treats me the same way. Our love for each other goes that deep. 
 
    So, when she came to me a few years ago with this sexy little idea of her’s, well...I didn’t bat an eye. She just walked into our bedroom one day and said it aloud as if she was asking me about the weather or something. 
 
    “Hey, Richie?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “What do you think of me becoming a hotwife?” 
 
    “I love it,” I said. “I think that’d be really f’in hot.” 
 
    And I was right. 
 
    It’s almost impossible to put it into words but I’ll try.  
 
    Watching my stacked, blonde wife wrap her plump lips around another man’s pulsing cock, watching her slobber and spit and choke all over it, while she looks deep into my eyes to make sure I’m watching every single, sexy second of it? Or watching her lower trembling body down onto a cock that doesn’t belong to you as her eyes roll back in her head and she enters a state of pure, uncontrollable bliss? I mean, shit. You haven’t lived until you’ve experienced it for yourself. 
 
    I was hooked from the start. But that’s not surprising really. 
 
    Long story short, I’m loaded. Old money. Family fortune that has been around forever and will grow and last until the end of time. 
 
    I haven’t had to work a day in my life and I took advantage of it if you know what I mean. We can have whatever we want whenever we want it and so it makes following my golden rule (Amber gets what Amber wants) comically easy. Five-thousand dollar shoes? Go for it honey. Vacation homes? We have a dozen. Go live in Europe for a month or six? No problem, we can leave tomorrow. 
 
    That’s the kind of life we live. We just do what we want whenever we want. All fun. All the time.  
 
    And me and Amber, well I guess you could say we’re thrill seekers. Bungee jumping. Cocaine. Skydiving. Ecstasy. Base jumping. Fast cars. Molly. Rock climbing. And on and on. 
 
    Once you get a taste for that kind of stuff, well you just keep trying to one up the last thing you did so you can keep getting that high. You need bigger and bigger thrills to get that same hit of satisfaction that something like say, getting up to 150mph on the highway used to give you.  
 
    And at a certain point, all that stuff that used to really turn us on and turn us up, well...it just wasn’t quite hitting the same way any more and we got sick of it. As always, it was on to the next thing. 
 
    It just so happened that the next thing was Amber’s idea: hotwifing.  
 
    “So, like, you wanna swing?” I asked. 
 
    “Not exactly, more like those pornos we watch together? You know the ones?” 
 
    I nodded. I knew what she meant. She really got off on this one type of video where the storyline was a sexy, slutty wife fucking another man in front of her husband, typically while he watched and jacked off in the corner. Those movies drove her wild and naturally, it drove me wild to see her like that and so I kind of developed a taste for it myself. 
 
    So, by the time she came to me with the idea, I was more than open to it.  
 
    “I want someone else to fuck me,” she said one night while I was balls deep in her dripping cunt.  
 
    “What did you say?” I asked with gritted teeth and a smile stretching across my face. My cock lurched when she said it. 
 
    “You heard me. I want a different dick. A big, fat one. And I want you to watch every second of it,” she hissed.  
 
    I couldn’t hold it anymore after she said that and I busted a fat load deep inside her. And much to my surprise, my cock was hardening back into steel within minutes of deflating. 
 
    It was pretty remarkable how turned on I was by the whole thing. 
 
    Typically, I needed any hour or two minimum between rounds. But something about this hot little fantasy of Amber’s was like a very potent sexual enhancement pill or something. We romped between the sheets all night long that night and both agreed it was the best sex of our lives and we’d had some bomb ass sex before, trust me. So, that was really saying something. 
 
    And it was just a no brainer...we had to try this thing out in real life to see how explosive the high could really be. 
 
    So, that’s exactly what we agreed we would do.  
 
    And like any good thrill addicts, we went hard and fast and got really deep into the lifestyle and had a great time doing it. We immediately started pushing the limits and seeing how far we could take it. 
 
    We did it all, orgies, threesomes, clubs, private parties, resorts...we tried it all. Sometimes I joined in and sometimes I just observed and watched from the sidelines. Between you and me, those were the best times. When I could just focus on Amber and watching her face and body language as she let herself go and really embraced her potent sexuality. 
 
    And to be honest, I haven’t quite found a high that approaches the intensity of watching her whore herself out and coming all over another man’s dick knowing all the while she’s still coming home with me at the end of the night. 
 
    Then one drunken night when we were on one of our many exotic locations, Amber turned to me and told me she had something really important to tell me and that she didn’t want me to judge her for it. 
 
    “I would never,” I said. And I meant it. 
 
    “Ok, well…” she took a deep breath before continuing. “It’s my deepest, darkest fantasy and I’ve never shared it with anyone before.” 
 
    My heart was racing in anticipation of what might come next. I place my hand on hers to comfort and reassure her. 
 
    “Go on,” I said. 
 
    “Well, I’ve always had a thing for big, muscular black guys. But, I’ve never been with one before.” 
 
    That’s all? That’s not really that strange, I thought to myself. 
 
    “Okay, that’s not really all that weird to be honest. I mean, as far as deep, dark fantasies go, it’s pretty vanilla,” I said. 
 
    “No you don’t understand, that’s not all. There’s more to it.” 
 
    “Sorry, continue please,” I said. 
 
    “I want it hard. I want it fucking rough. I want to be taken by him and pummeled hard and mercilessly by his big, thick, black cock. I want to be stretched and used and just destroyed by him…You think you could handle watching all that? Getting really and truly and properly fucked by a real, alpha male?” 
 
    She was grabbing my cock then as she said it. I could tell just verbalizing it to me was really getting her worked up and I’ll be honest, it was really turning me on as well. I was soon hard in her hand and nodding emphatically along to her question. 
 
    “So, what do you want me to do?” I asked. 
 
    “I want you to arrange everything for me. I want it to be a big surprise. I don’t want to know anything at all about it. I want him to be waiting for me in the bedroom and I want him to pounce and I want him to take me.” 
 
    I gulped. Then she pulled out my dick and started sucking me off while she moaned and fingered her dripping wet cunt. I couldn’t hold it in very long and came in about twenty seconds. She stared straight at me with her beautiful blue eyes, blonde hair falling down around her face as she slurped my load up and swallowed it down her greedy little throat. 
 
    “Oh, thank you baby. Thank you, I can’t wait to be taken,” she whispered, curling herself up against my body. 
 
    “I can’t wait to watch,” I whispered back as I brushed a stray lock of hair away from her sweet, angelic face. 
 
      
 
    ◇ ◇ ◇ 
 
      
 
    The whole thing took me about a week to plan out and make sure everything was in place to ensure my wife’s deepest, darkest fantasy could come to life and be absolutely perfect for her. 
 
    The willing participant’s name was Damian and I found him on some adult-hookup-sex-friend site thing. He was packing a girthy, ten-incher and looked exactly like the type of guy Amber was fantasizing about. There’s plenty out there. You have to watch out for fakes and phonies, but there’s plenty of real, genuine humans out there that just want to have some fun with consenting, like-minded adults. And Damian turned out to be one of those people. 
 
    I did my due-diligence too of course, when you’re as rich as I am, you have plenty of options at your disposal for security and verification, but I won’t bore you with those details. Damian was a nice, cool guy and at first was a little hesitant with the whole taken angle of the fantasy. But after I sent him some nudes of Amber, well, let’s just say he started to come around when he laid eyes on that bombshell of a body. And who wouldn’t? 
 
    Remember, what Amber wants, Amber gets. That’s the golden rule. And I never break it. 
 
    “I want to be fucked so hard that I’m sore for a whole week. I don’t want to be able to walk straight the next day. I want him to impale me with that big, sexy cock of his until he busts all over me like a fucking whore. I want him to use me and stretch me and then just leave me there when he’s done using my holes.” 
 
    She told me things like this on a near-daily basis after she divulged her deepest, darkest fantasy to me.  
 
    After much convincing and some planning, Damian finally agreed and the plan was officially set in motion. 
 
    The best part was that Amber went out shopping with her friends at least three times a week and would have no idea exactly when she might come home to find a big, muscular black man waiting in our bedroom to take her and use her up like a good little slut. 
 
    When the day finally arrived, Damian came over a few hours early while Amber was out for the afternoon shopping until she dropped. Probably another couple of grand on the black card to expand her wardrobe.  
 
    Damian and I actually became close friends that day as we had a few drinks, shot some pool, and talked sports while we waited for Amber to return. (Side note: this whole thing went so well that Damian comes over about once a month so they can fuck, it’s pretty awesome). 
 
    Eventually, I got the text from Amber that she was on her way home. And it was show time.  
 
    This scenario - her being out shopping and coming home after - had played out at least a half a dozen times since she’d divulged this fantasy to me and each time she came home to find an empty bedroom and sheer disappointment.  
 
    It hurt to see her let down but I knew it was crucial to making sure that when it actually happened, she’d be really, really surprised.  
 
    She never said anything about it, but it was written all over her face and I think she was starting to worry I’d forgotten about her and broken the golden rule.  
 
    Damian and I went upstairs and into our bedroom to get ready. I decided to improvise a little bit and put my own creative touch on the whole scenario when I told Damian to tie me up to the chair in the corner of the room beforehand. I would have to sit and watch the whole thing without being able to do anything about it or the bulge in my pants. We placed a knife in my pocket so that Amber could, if she wanted, cut me loose when I couldn’t take it anymore and wanted to pleasure myself.  
 
    I would have a perfect view of the hot action unfolding and I hope that my little improvisation would help take things to the next level for Amber. 
 
      
 
    ◇ ◇ ◇ 
 
      
 
    “Hello? Richie? Anybody home?” Amber said as she entered the foyer. I could hear her through the open door in our bedroom and a chill went down my spine as my body coursed with excitement and adrenaline. My tied up wrists instinctively tried to reach for my cock but couldn’t and it made me even more turned on. 
 
    “Richie? Are you here?” 
 
    I could hear her heels clacking on the hardwood stairs as she walked up. My heart was in my throat and beating uncontrollably. I could not wait to see the look on her face when she rounded the corner and saw me all tied up with Damian standing in the middle of the room, ready to pounce. 
 
    She finally turned the corner and the look on her face was priceless. Her lips immediately curled into a wicked smile as her eyes first fell on Damian and then shifted to me. Damian was standing there in nothing but tan jeans and work boots, his shirt was already off and his sick-pack was glistening in the overheard light, his bulging muscles rose and fell with each breath as he stared intensely at Amber’s quivering body. 
 
    “Richie? What’s going on? Why are you all tied up and who the hell is this?” she said, pointing at Damian. 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak and Damian instantly got into character. 
 
    “Shut the fuck up over there. I do the talking,” he said, cutting me off before I could get a word out. I could see Amber brimming with excitement and before everything went down, she looked over at me and mouthed holy shit, thank you so much, I love you! 
 
    I didn’t have any time to respond, not that I could, before Damian began to approach her. His eyes were on fire with carnall lust and Amber seemed paralyzed there on the spot as he got closer and closer.  
 
    His work boots thudding deeply on the floor and added an element of suspense to the whole thing. 
 
    Finally, Amber seemed to snap out of it and tried to back away. 
 
    But it was too late.  
 
    Damian reached out with his massive arms and snatched her up by the waist and pulled her body into his hulking mass. Amber attempted to break free, but she was helpless against his strength. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing? Who do you think you are? What have you done to my husband? Let me go!” she yelled, playing her role as the helpless damsel perfectly.  
 
    “Shut the fuck up, slut,” he growled. “I know exactly what you need and I’m here to make sure you get it.” He softly grabbed her neck with his left hand and pulled her closer to his face.  
 
    “Oh yeah? What’s that? What do I need?” she asked, almost taunting him. 
 
    I could see Amber was on fire with lust and to this day I can’t recall a time when I’d seen her get that worked up so quickly. Her chest was quivering with each breath and I could see her arms trembling with excitement. She bit her bottom lip. 
 
    “A big, black dick inside you. I’m gonna take your little pussy and make it mine. You understand that? When I’m done with you, I’m gonna own that pussy. And your husband over there? He can’t do shit about it but sit there and watch it all go down. How’s that sound?” 
 
    He shifted his grip to her chin and pulled her in for a sloppy kiss, jamming his tongue right down her throat. I watched as Amber’s body instinctively tensed up and resisted his advances, but soon she melted and stopped fighting back. She began kissing him back. 
 
    Then Diamian gripped the collar of her white blouse with both his massive hands and literally ripped it from her body drawing an audible gasp from Amber as the tiny blue buttons went flying all over the room and scattering across the hardwood floor.  
 
    “Oh my,” she whispered, barely audible. Damian quickly ripped her bra and panties off in quick succession. Soon, he was smacking her ass so hard I could see the red outline of his massive hand on her right cheek. Amber was loving it. She began kissing and licking his pecs and nipples as she ran a hand over his dark chest and abs. 
 
    “Amber! Wait, come and cut me out of here. What are you doing?” I asked, finally finding my voice. 
 
    She turned and smiled at me and started shaking her head. She walked over to me and leaned down to kiss me. It was wet and warm and wonderful. When she pulled back she looked deep into my eyes. 
 
    “Not yet, honey. Why did you let him tie you up? You look pathetic. A real man would have stopped him. A real man wouldn’t let him take his wife like this. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    I nodded along. 
 
    “Are you ready to watch him take me from you? As punishment? He’s going to ruin me with that big, black dick of his. You’ll never feel the same inside me. And there’s nothing we can do about it.” 
 
    She rubbed the top of my head, ruffling my hair. 
 
    My cock was so hard I thought it was going to rip right through my pants. The fact that I could not put my hands on it only added to the excitement and lust I was feeling. 
 
    Amber’s plump buttocks teased and taunted me as she walked back over to where Damian was standing. 
 
    “You done, bitch?” he barked, again grabbing her neck. 
 
    “What do you want me to do, daddy? I’m all yours,” Amber said. 
 
    Hearing my wife call another man daddy was almost too much to take. The jealousy it aroused in me laced with pure lust and excitement was potent as all hell. Again, I tried to loose myself from my binding, but could not. I loved the feeling it gave me. I was jealous, turned on, and totally helpless. It was quite an experience.  
 
    “On your knees, slut,” Damian said. He forced Amber down onto her knees in front of him. 
 
    Damian unbuckled his belt and pushed his tan jeans to the floor down around his ankles. It was the biggest cock I’d ever seen. It flopped out and loomed over Amber’s tiny frame. She stared up at it in amazement. It was a second or two before Damian made his move.  
 
    He grabbed the back of her head with both hands and forced himself into her mouth and down her throat until her nose was pressed up against his pelvis and there was no more of him left to see.  
 
    Amber’s eyes went wide with surprise as she began to choke and cough. Tears welled in her eyes as well and she struggled to push herself off and come up for air. Finally, Damian let go and she spit his cock out and gasped for air. He then grabbed her head again and repeated this process several times. 
 
    At this point, I have to admit, I was a little worried things might spiral out of control and go a little too far.  
 
    But the last time he did it, Amber seemed prepared and didn’t cough or gag. When she finally popped off his shaft, she laughed and giggled with delight and I stopped worrying.  
 
    “You like fucking my slutty, little face daddy?” she asked, egging him on. “Come on, do it harder, fuck my face with your big, fat cock.” 
 
    Damaian went at her with renewed gusto, jamming his cock even harder and faster down her throat as she made a glug, glug, glug noise. 
 
    After a while, Damian was finally finished using her throat as a fuck toy and picked her up and threw her down on the bed. She landed with a soft thud and was laughing and giggling the whole time. She was absolutely loving this experience I’d arranged for her.  
 
    She gazed over at me and squeezed her titties together for me and made a kissy face. 
 
    “You ready for this baby? You ready to watch him take my pussy and make it --” she stopped mid-sentence as she was suddenly speechless. Damian had rammed his cock inside her all the way to the hilt. She gripped the sheets tightly and bit down on her bottom lip and then let out a primal scream. 
 
    “Oww, fuck. That’s so fucking big. Ow, ow, ow, it hurts fuck it hurts,” she yelled. Tears were streaming down her face and I began to get alarmed as she howled and moaned. It almost sounded like she was actually crying and my stomach dropped. It was going too far. 
 
    The legs of my chair began to scratch the floor beneath my panicked and shuffling weight as I tried to get up and rescue her. 
 
    “Wait, stop! Amber! Are you okay!? Stop it!? I think you’re hurting her,” I yelled across the room. For a moment, Damian finally stopped and I could see it on his face. I was worrying him now. He’d gotten lost in the whole thing. 
 
    But Amber just laughed and smiled through the tears. 
 
    “Shut the fuck up, Richie! Don’t interrupt us. This feels so fucking good.” 
 
    “But you’re crying?” 
 
    “Yeah, because I never knew I could feel this fucking good. I love having this big, black dick inside me, stretching me out and absolutely destroying my insides. I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to fuck you again, baby,” she was laughing at me now and moaning the whole time. Now she sounded like a proper whore and I calmed myself down. 
 
    My cock hardened again and was close to bursting through my pants. It was time for the big finale and I couldn’t wait to watch it. 
 
      
 
    ◇ ◇ ◇ 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, Damian grabbed Amber again and tossed her over onto her tummy. He started smacking her ass again as she cried for him to hit it harder and harder. Soon, both cheeks were bright red from the force of his blows and Amber was totally satisfied by it. 
 
    Damian grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair and pulled her head back towards him. 
 
    “You ready to take my big dick, slut?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh yes, daddy. Give it to me. Give me that big, hard cock. I want to get destroyed by you.” 
 
    Damian entered her again and soon she was screaming at him to pull her hair and choke her while he rammed her insides. She was coming within minutes and began to squirt like a geyser all over his cock, spaying the bedsheets with her juices.  
 
    Amber’s mascara was running down her cheeks from the tears of joy she’d cried just moments ago and she seemed lost in another world. Dick drunk and on cloud nine.  
 
    I didn’t see my wife there for a moment, she was just a slutty little fuck toy to be used and discarded when Damian was done having his fun and that is exactly what she wanted. 
 
    “Ow, fuck! You’re gonna make me come again,” she waled. “I’m gonna come if you keep doing that, fuck yes. Harder! HARDER!” 
 
    Damaian once again grabbed her throat gently and pummeled her with his thick cock.  
 
    Suddenly, I felt panicked.  
 
    There was one little detail we hadn’t exactly ironed out. 
 
    Amber wasn’t on the pill. She wasn’t on any kind of birth control and while we got a bit of thrill rolling dice ourselves, this was the first time we didn’t agree in advance with the guy or make him wear a rubber. 
 
    Damian was inside her, raw and I could see he was getting ready to bust. 
 
    But it all happened so fast and I was so caught up in the moment, that I didn’t have time to say or do anything about it.  
 
    “Fuck, bitch. I’m gonna nut,” he grunted as Amber started coming again and crying out in pleasure. 
 
    “Yes! YES! Breed me baby, Breed this pussy. Give me that fucking hot, sticky nut!” 
 
    Damian started grunting and unleashing himself inside her. I was so turned on but also mortified of what the repercussions might be. But it was hard to keep my thoughts straight as I watched Amber’s trembling body shake beneath his weight and accept his seed.  
 
    She collapsed onto the bed, totally exhausted. Her pussy was facing me and I saw the river of white come oozing out of her, mixing with her juices that already stained the sheets. I tried to get up again but was still powerless to move. 
 
    Damaian left the room to give us some privacy and to get washed up before heading out. Amber eventually got up and crawled over to me and climbed into my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck.  
 
    “Did you like that, baby?” she asked, smiling down at me. 
 
    “Yes, it was so hot. Now, cut me out of here, please. I can’t take it anymore,” I said. 
 
    She looked down at my raging boner and had to stifle a giggle.  
 
    Finally, she reached into my pocket and cut me loose. 
 
    I can’t describe how good it felt to be free of my bonds in that moment. I immediately took my hard cock out and commanded her to get on her knees for me. 
 
    “Want some more dick, slut?” I asked, being aggressive and forceful towards her. 
 
    She smiled as if to say game on and nodded vigorously at me. 
 
    I forced my dick into her mouth and began to fuck her face much like the way Damian had just moments ago. Of course, I wasn’t nearly as long or thick and so I didn’t quite make her gag and spit the way he had, but I still went at her pretty hard and she was loving it. 
 
    “That’s it, take that cock like a good little whore,” I said.  
 
    “Mmmm,” she moaned and then spat my cock out, jerking it off using her own spit as a lubricant. “Did you like watching your wife be a whore? Did you like watching her get taken and stretched and destroyed by that big, black cock?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “You know I did, baby.” 
 
    “You gonna give me your load or what, daddy?” 
 
    She began stroking me harder and faster. 
 
    It was nice to hear her call me daddy again after hearing her say it to Damian so many times.  
 
    After about five minutes of her sucking and jerking me and talking dirty to me, I couldn’t take it anymore.  
 
    “Fuck, I’m gonna come. Give me your face,” I said, wrestling my cock away from her and milking out a torrent of hot, sticky come all over her pretty, little face. I watched as my white come mixed with the streaked, black mascara and ran down her cheeks, splashing in little pools on the hardwood floor by her tiny toes. 
 
    “Mmmm, thank you daddy. Thank you. Was I a good girl today?” she asked, scooping drops of come up with her fingers and licking them dry. 
 
    I nodded and collapsed back into the chair in which I was bound and watched her on the floor as she played with my come and fingered herself to yet another orgasm. 
 
    “I love you,” I whispered. 
 
    “I love you too, daddy. Thanks for always giving me what I want.” 
 
    I smiled and nodded. I was falling even more deeply in love with her in that moment and we haven’t looked back since. Every time we have one of these experiences together, it only serves to strengthen our bond. 
 
    To be with such a sexually liberated person was the ultimate in my view. The highest pinnacle. We’re still going strong and still pushing the limits and boundaries of the possible. You can judge us if you want, go ahead, I don’t mind.  
 
    But trust me when I say this: you don’t have what Amber and I have and you never will. Not unless you’re willing to take a risk and go there yourself. 
 
    If I could offer one bit of advice in closing: trust me, you should go there. You can thank me later. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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    Let me just start by saying that none of this was my fault. My hand was forced. I was all out of options and I was sick of waiting for things to change. They were never going to change because he was never going to change. 
 
    My husband, Chris, was a worthless man. Eventually, I had to accept that fact after years and years of living in denial. In fact, he wasn’t a man at all. He was a little boy. A pathetic, immature wimp who never grew up. And I suffered the consequences. 
 
    The blame for what I’m about to tell you, lays squarely on his shoulders. Not mine. What happened was only a natural consequence of his actions and had he taken the time to consider the outcomes, I’m not even sure if he would have done anything differently. 
 
    Simply put, Chris neglected me.  
 
    He didn’t pay attention to what I needed. He ignored me most of the time. And he was hardly home to begin with. He spent long hours working and traveling for work. The thing was, he didn’t have to travel or work so much either. He was rich. He was powerful. He could have hired people to do those things for him or at least take some things off his plate. But he didn’t. Because he relished it. He relished the time away from me and our kids. I’ve practically raised them myself. 
 
    After fifteen years of a loveless and sexless marriage, I’d finally had enough. I honestly couldn’t tell you the last time Chris and I were even remotely intimate with each other. And it’s not for lack of trying on my part. He could barely get an erection these days anyway. He always blamed me, but we both knew the truth: he watched too much porn, cheated with high-priced call girls, and just led an unhealthy lifestyle. He was getting old and he was out of shape. 
 
    I was not the problem. Even at forty-years old and after two kids, I was as sexy and vibrant as I’d ever been in my life. With all due modesty, I was (and still am) a knock out. Through hard work and determination I’d manage to not only maintain but actually enhance my model good looks. I’d even had my breasts augmented (on Chris’s dime of course) and he barely even noticed. That was the last straw.  
 
    Meanwhile, his hair continues to recede as his gut protrudes further and further over his waistline. The only reason, and I mean the only reason, I’m still with him is his money. I know that the financial security his bank account provides me and our kids is something I cannot afford to lose.  
 
    But eventually I decided if he can’t be bothered to appreciate me or the hot body I’ve managed to keep for him all these years, I’ll just have to find someone who can. I was sexually frustrated and seething with rage. I was ready to teach Chris a lesson. I’d get his attention in a big way and maybe, just maybe, he’d learn to show his family a little more appreciation from time to time. 
 
    That’s where our nextdoor neighbor, Blake, came in. Blake was a single parent and former S.E.A.L. He was tall and handsome with the most beautiful black skin I’d ever seen. He ran a successful business from the comfort of his own home and was a self-made multi-millionaire. He was a little younger than me, but his muscular, powerful frame and alpha mentality were just what I was looking for. 
 
    The window of our bedroom had a perfect view into Blake’s backyard and more specifically, the pool area. In the summertime I’d watch him from the window as he lay in the sun or swam laps. One morning, just as the sun was coming up, I’d looked out to find him swimming naked. I stood transfixed as he got out of the pool, his big, black cock dangling between his legs, the water droplets shimmering in the early-morning sun. 
 
    After that, I often fantasized and masturbated to the idea of Blake having his way with me. I thought of seducing him one day when my husband wasn’t home. Eventually, I grew so obsessed with the fantasy, I could no longer allow it to live only in my mind. I had to make it a reality. 
 
    So, when my husband jetted off to Chicago for a week-long business trip, I decided it was finally time to make my move. The kids were away at camp for a few weeks and I had the house all to myself. It was the opportunity I’d been waiting for and I wasn’t going to let it slip through my fingers. 
 
    I made a fresh batch of margaritas and put on my sexiest, most revealing bikini. I poured myself a glass and went out to sit by the pool. Eventually, I figured Blake would venture out to swim or something since his kids were also away at camp. I knew he was alone and I was ready to pounce.  
 
    I took a sip from my glass, the sweet tartness of the margarita was refreshing and invigorating. I smiled to myself as I placed the pitcher down on the table next to me. There was no way Blake was going to be able to resist me. I was going to have that thick, dark meat between my legs in no time. And it was going to feel so, so good. 
 
    A tingle went down my spine as I thought about what it would feel like and I could feel my bikini bottoms getting moist from all my excitement. I slipped one finger inside and then another, as I fantasized once more about Blake in the hot summer sun.
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    The sun was creeping higher and higher in the sky. It was the hottest day of the summer so far and I watched as beads of sweat trickled down my chin and between my soft, supple breasts and down across the ripples of my abs before finally settling in my shimmering belly button. I was about two and half margaritas deep at this point and was feeling a nice buzz. But I found myself growing impatient. Where the hell was Blake? He was usually outside several times by this point during the course of a normal day. 
 
    When I couldn’t take the heat any more, I downed the last of my margarita and decided to go for a dip to cool off. I dove in head first and relished the crisp, cool feeling of the water on my hot skin as the somewhat frigid temperature sobered me up a bit. I swam for a bit before surfacing in the shallow end where I treaded water and gazed up at the sun high overhead. I guessed it was probably approaching one o’clock.  
 
    I turned around to face Blake’s yard and sure enough, there he was. 
 
    Finally. 
 
    He was skimming some bugs out of the pool and if he had noticed me swimming and splashing around, he was doing a good job of pretending he hadn’t. He appeared contemplative and lost in thought as I watched his bulging biceps command the skimmer with power and precision. 
 
    Intent on grabbing his attention, I pulled myself out of the pool and jogged a little towards the lounge chair where my towel was so that my breasts would bounce up and down.  
 
    “Hi there, Blake,” I called as I trotted over, smiling and waving at him. 
 
    Blake looked up from what he was doing and smiled at me. It was a gorgeous smile. He could have been a model I thought. Maybe he was for all I knew. 
 
    “Hi there, Mrs. Cooper,” he said, waving back.  
 
    I put my hands on my hips and leaned forward. 
 
    “Now how many times do I have to tell you, Demi. Not Mrs. Cooper. You’re making me feel old,” I said with a mock pouty face. 
 
    He smiled and shook his head. He was too polite for his own good. 
 
    “Sorry, Demi. Just a habit of mine from the military I guess.” 
 
    “That’s ok, Blake,” I picked up the half-empty pitcher of margaritas and held it up. “Want one? Really helps cool you off on a day like this.” 
 
    Blake smiled and I already knew a polite refutation was on the way. 
 
    “No thank you,” he said, “I’ll have to take a rain check.” 
 
    “Alright, well don’t judge me for drinking midday during the week like this. But Chris is out of town on business and the girls are away at camp, so I’m letting loose a little bit.” 
 
    “Hey, no judgments here. Got the house to myself as well. I’ll definitely be cracking a cold one later, just gotta finish up some chores,” he said, his brilliant smile still shining in the afternoon sun. 
 
    I raised my glass in salute. 
 
    “Well, hey...I’ll be here all afternoon if you want to come over and join me when you’re finished,” I said. 
 
    For the first time Blake let his gaze drift away from my face and down my body. It was only a split second, but I could tell. He quickly shot his eyes back up to my face and I smirked at him. I knew he was looking and he knew I’d caught him. 
 
    “Don’t worry, there’s no harm in enjoying the view,” I said, too low for him to hear. 
 
    “What was that?” he asked. 
 
    “Nothing, I just said I have some beer in the fridge too. You know, if you decide to come over for a drink.” 
 
    He smiled and nodded his head. 
 
    “Thanks, Demi. I’ll keep that in mind.” 
 
    He went back to cleaning the pool and I was suddenly panicking. Was I blowing it? Was there any chance he’d come back out later and come over for a drink? I doubted it. He was just being polite. I had to think of something quickly to keep the conversation going so I didn’t lose him. 
 
    I glanced over to the table and saw my sunscreen lotion sitting there. Shit. I’d forgotten to lotion up and was probably going to burn a little. But then an idea popped into my head just then and I smiled to myself. 
 
    “Hey, Blake?” I called over. 
 
    “Yes, Demi?” he replied, not looking up from the pool. 
 
    “Could I ask you a favor?” 
 
    That got his attention and he finally looked back up and over at me. 
 
    “Sure, what can I do for you?” 
 
    “Well, Chris is away - in Chicago - like I said and well, this is a little embarrassing but I tweaked something at pilates the other day and I can’t quite reach my back,” I held up the bottle of lotion. “Do you think you could maybe help me out here?” 
 
    Blake stopped and hesitated for a moment. I could tell he was trying to decide how inappropriate it would be to say yes to my request. So I tried a different angle. 
 
    “My sister just got diagnosed with skin cancer and, thankfully they caught it early, but you know. Don’t wanna risk it. You never can be too careful these days,” I said, really laying it on thick. How could he say ‘no’ now? 
 
    Blake shrugged his shoulders and seemed to realize he had no choice. He started to walk over towards our yard and onto our pool deck. 
 
    “Oh, you can finish what you’re doing. There’s no rush,” I said. 
 
    “No, that’s alright. I don’t mind. Besides, you can’t be too careful like you said, right?” He smiled at me and took the bottle of lotion from my hand and shook it up. I watched his massive hand shake the bottle and thought about how those powerful, manly paws were going to be on me. Touching and rubbing my body. A shudder went through my body as my heart raced and I tried to keep it all together. 
 
    He squirted some lotion into his hands and rubbed them together to warm it up. 
 
    “Hold on, let me roll over onto my stomach to make it easier for you,” I said. I sneakily undid the tie on my top as well so he could get to back easier and well, I didn’t want tan lines, you know? Plus, I had a nice surprise in mind for him when I turned over after he was finished. 
 
    My body quivered in anticipation as Blake’s hands hovered just over my shoulder blades. I could feel the power and warmth emanating from them. Then he gently pressed them to my skin and began to rub the luke-warm lotion on my skin. I let out a soft moan. I couldn’t help it, even his rubbing motion with no pressure at all felt oh so good. 
 
    “Mmm,” I said. He chuckled nervously but continued on. Eventually he finished and I heard him put the cap back on the bottle and wipe his hands on his shorts. 
 
    “There you go, all set,” he finally said. 
 
    “Thank you so much, Blake,” I said, eyes still shut tight. My pussy was getting so wet and I could hardly keep it together. I was worried if I turned over he might even be able to tell. Or smell my wetness, if that was a thing. 
 
    “No problem, Demi. Don’t want you to get skin cancer, right?” Shit. I thought then he might be on to me. But he wasn’t running away and so I decided to press my luck. 
 
    “Well, now that you mention it...would you mind getting the backs of my legs too? They aren’t the easiest for me to reach either.” 
 
    Blake paused for a moment and I thought he might make up some excuse to cut bait and get the hell out of there. But that moment passed and I heard him open the bottle back up and squirt some more lotion into his hands and warm it up once more. 
 
    Then he silently went to work on my legs. I could tell he was trying to be as light and as delicate as possible, but once more even his light touch was enough to send shivers down my spine and tingles all over my body. I was broken out in goose flesh as he started on my calves and worked his way further up. 
 
    I shut my eyes tighter and fantasized about his hands slowly creeping up towards my soaking wet pussy and then ripping my bottoms right off with his muscular hands. I wanted him to take me right then and there, next to the pool, in broad daylight. I didn’t care who saw. 
 
    The sound of the lotion bottle closing once more brought me out of my fantasy. 
 
    “Alright. Anything else, Demi?” He asked. I thought there might be a trace of annoyance in his voice but no matter. Now was the time. I was ready to make the first move. 
 
    So, I pushed myself up on my arms and turned over. But my top was nowhere to be seen, at least not on me. I’d purposely left it untied so that when I turned around my lovely ladies were out and right in his face. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Blake. Just one more thing before you go, remember I mentioned my shoulder was bothering me? Do you think you could give me a quick massage? I just have a knot back there that won’t seem to go away. I think it really might help with the healing process.” 
 
    Blake was staring back at me, mouth agape. I guess to be clear, he wasn’t staring at me so much as he was staring at my tits which were now just inches away from where he stood over top of me. 
 
    “Uhh, Demi…” he stammered, not quite able to get words out just yet. So instead he just pointed. 
 
    I looked down and gasped, feigning embarrassment. But I wasn’t embarrassed in the least. I was proud of my body and happy to show it off.  
 
    I half-heartedly tried to cover them up and apologized profusely. 
 
    “No, no. It’s alright. Just an accident. It happens,” he said, trying to reassure me and probably himself.  
 
    I turned back over and laid my head down. 
 
    “So, can you help me with that knot or what?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know Demi. I don’t think that’s appropriate...why don’t you ask Chris when he gets home or go see a professional. I have a guy I could recommend.” 
 
    “Nonsense. Chris won’t mind and I can’t wait to see someone, that could take days. I need relief now. Please, it’s been killing me all week.” 
 
    Blake let out a heavy sigh. 
 
    “Alright, but I gotta be quick. I need to get back.” 
 
    He placed a firm hand on my shoulder blade and began to work the muscle. It felt like heaven. 
 
    “Mmm, thank you so much,” I moaned. I was almost drooling. It felt so relaxing. 
 
    He began to work it with his other hand at the same time. 
 
    “Mmm, a little lower,” I said. 
 
    His hands crept down my back. 
 
    “A little more,” I said. 
 
    They crept lower still. 
 
    “Lower,” I purred. 
 
    He hesitated, but then relented and his hands were now on the small of my back. 
 
    “Mmm, that’s nice. But I think a little lower still.” 
 
    This time he didn’t hesitate as much and he placed his two hands firmly on my butt cheeks. I let out a soft gasp. 
 
    “Are you sure?” he asked, keeping them perfectly still.  
 
    “Oh, absolutely,” I said, practically moaning. 
 
    I decided to take a risk and steal a glance behind me. I pushed up on my elbow and turned my head slightly back. I watched his powerful hands go to work on my buttocks, loosening me up. And I hoped it wasn’t the only way he’d be loosening me up that day. 
 
    Then I saw it. 
 
    The bulge in his shorts was massive. And it was growing. There was no mistaking it. 
 
    Oh my god, I mouthed to myself. 
 
    I couldn’t help what I did next. It was like I was a passenger in my own body, my baser instincts taking over the controls.  
 
    My trembling hand reached out towards the bulge and touched it lightly at first and then rubbed up and down. I don’t know if he even noticed. 
 
    But then when I wrapped my tiny fingers around it and squeezed a little, well, he definitely noticed. He quickly looked down and then back up at me. He was frozen in place for the moment. 
 
    I smiled at him. 
 
    “Oh my, Blake, what is this we have here?”  
 
    He pulled away from me finally and backed away in horror. 
 
    “It’s alright, baby. It’s a perfectly natural response,” I said, trying to reassure him and calm him down. “No need to be embarrassed. Come back here.” 
 
    I turned and got up onto my knees, tits out, and beckoned him back with a finger. 
 
    “Come on, Blake. I showed you mine. I wanna see that thing. I don’t give a fuck about Chris. I just want you.” 
 
    I licked my lips. Despite his best efforts, his bulge continued to grow and soon he was rock hard. There was no hiding it. He wanted me. I just had to convince him to take what was his. 
 
    But then he backed away some more, tripped over a chair, steadied himself and was soon back in his yard. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Demi. I can’t. I just can’t. Wouldn’t be right,” he called over his shoulder.  
 
    And with that, he disappeared back into his house and left me there all hot and bothered. But I was more determined than ever. I wasn’t going to give up just yet. 
 
    I poured myself another drink and then went inside to cool off and reformulate a plan. 
 
    This time, he wouldn’t be able to say no.
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    I paced around the kitchen with my pool towel wrapped tight and cinched around my waist. I was starting to feel the sting of rejection just then and began to wonder how the hell he managed to control himself and back away. Not to brag, but I was a hot little piece. He was single and free and I was practically throwing myself at him. And he was so...hard. And big. So, so big. My pussy began to get wet once more as I thought of Blake dominating me with his big, black dick and I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    Soon, my hand crept under my towel and slid my bottoms to the side. In slipped one finger, then a second, and then...a third? Holy shit. I could never fit three inside me. I was very tight after all. I was turned on and so wet that it practically fell right in with no resistance. Perhaps it was my body subconsciously preparing to live out all the lurid fantasies I’d been feeding it.  
 
    But then my mind wandered back to the events just minutes ago and I felt that sting once more. I even found myself getting a little angry. How could a man resist this? 
 
    Not that I’d ever tried before, but I imagined with my looks it would be a cakewalk if I ever decided to stray. Sure, I thought about it often. Fantasized and maybe even obsessed over it. But prior to that day with Blake, I’d never once gone behind Chris’s back and as I mentioned before, I would have been perfectly justified if I had.  
 
    My ego was bruised a little. But I wasn’t going to throw in the towel just yet. He wanted to fuck me. I could see it raging in his pants. That much was clear. But for some reason he felt he couldn’t. Perhaps it was social convention, respect for my husband? But they had no bond. I wasn’t even sure if they’d ever spoken to each other. Chris was never home. No, Blake was just too shy and too much of a gentleman for his own good. That’s what it was. It had to be. 
 
    Feeling a little tipsy and suddenly much more confident, I decided to give it another try. I was going to attack it from a slightly different angle this time and I was sure this way was going to work. He wouldn’t be able to say no twice. 
 
    Soon, I was going to be climbing him like a tree and riding that big, sexy cock of his to the most intense and satisfying orgasm of my life.  
 
    The plan was not at all creative and more than a tad childish in his concoction. But it didn’t matter. I only needed to get him over to the house. My body would take care of the rest. 
 
    I took out my phone and called Blake’s house. 
 
    On the third ring he picked up. 
 
    “Hi, Blake? It’s Demi -- no, no I’m the one who should be apologizing. Put it out of your mind, it’s all my fault. I just, lost my head a little, that's all.” 
 
    I paused for a minute while he still tripped over himself to apologize and reassure me. He was “kind of seeing someone” and blah, blah, blah. Seeing someone, eh? Well, we’ll see about that mister. 
 
    “Listen, the reason I’m calling is....well, it’s terribly embarrassing. But one of our mouse traps went off in the basement and well...I’m just so squeamish when it comes to that and I don’t want it to sit there and start to smell up the house until Chris gets back. Do you think you could maybe...” 
 
    I paused for a moment and then my face lit up. 
 
    “Oh you will? Thank you so, so much! I really appreciate it. Thank you, Blake,” I said. I was suddenly flustered and nervous. 
 
    I hung up and hurried around the house to get ready. I tore off my towel and threw it in the laundry. I wanted to be wearing as little as possible when he arrived. I toyed with the idea of going topless and...well, off came the top. He’d already seen them anyway, what difference did it make. 
 
    I went and unlocked the front door so he could walk right in. I raced back into the kitchen and anxiously waited for Blake to arrive. I was wearing nothing but my bikini thong, my wet hair down around my shoulders, sipping on another margarita.  
 
    My heart was racing and my pussy was aching. I could almost feel his dick inside me. I needed it so bad. I was wetter than I’d ever been in my life. I could not wait to finally fulfill this dark fantasy of mine and teach my worthless husband a lesson in the process. A smile curled onto my lips as I remembered the other part of my plan. Not only was I going to get some good dick, I was going to make sure Chris heard all about it.
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    I heard a firm knocking on the front door and my heart skipped a beat. I tousled my hair and took a deep breath. 
 
    “Come in,” I called. “It’s open.” 
 
    After a second or two, I heard the door swing open, creaking slightly on its hinges. Then I heard it softly click shut. Footsteps echoed on the hardwood of the foyer. 
 
    “Demi?” a voice called. It was Blake. He’s deep, baritone voice with just the right amount of hoarseness sent shivers down my spine. God, he was so sexy. 
 
    “In here,” I replied. “In the kitchen.” 
 
    Blake rounded the corner and I watched his jaw drop as he laid eyes on my naked torso. 
 
    “Hi big boy,” I said. “I can’t stop thinking about you.” 
 
    I stood up off the stool and walked towards his paralyzed body. He seemed scared to move but he couldn’t take his eyes off me. I walked right up to him and kissed him hard on his big, soft lips. They were wet and warm. I put my hand on his cock and felt the blood rushing in to fill his long shaft. 
 
    I pulled back from my kiss and stared directly into his eyes. He looked back at me. He seemed confused at first, but then I saw it. He finally couldn’t hold back any more. He could no longer resist the temptation of my siren call. He was mine. And he finally gave in. 
 
    Blake leaned down and kissed me back. It was soft at first, no tongue. And then I parted my lips and let him slip his silky tongue inside to explore me. Soon we were kissing hard. Wet and sloppy. Hands groping up and down each other’s bodies, exploring the foreign figure we each had longed to hold in our arms and finally were. 
 
    It was thrilling and exciting and for a moment I totally forgot Chris. I forgot almost everything about myself and was lost in the warm embrace of his body. The sweet, minty flavor of his breath. And those bulging muscles that wrapped me up and squeezed me just right. 
 
    Blake began to kiss my neck, nibbling on my ear. And eventually he worked his way down to my breasts. He gripped them with both hands and squeezed, admiring them. 
 
    “Fuck, I can’t stop thinking about you either, Demi. These have been on my mind all day.” 
 
    “Well, I’m glad someone can appreciate them. Chris hardly notices.” 
 
    He shook his head in dismay. 
 
    “Hey, if he can’t appreciate this bangin’ body, he doesn’t deserve it. I’m happy to take it from him,” he said with a wicked smile. I got so wet just then I felt the juices trickling down the inside of my legs. I grabbed his hand and placed it on the mound of my pussy. 
 
    “Feel how wet you’re making me,” I whispered. 
 
    He slipped one finger inside me and tickled my insides. 
 
    I groped fiendishly at his cock from outside his shorts as he brought me closer to an orgasm with a single finger than my husband ever had with any part of his worthless, pasty, soft body. 
 
    I exhaled deeply, trying to keep it together as my body worked itself into a frenzy. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about this big dick all afternoon,” I said. 
 
    “You have?” he asked with a smile. “Do you want to see it?” 
 
    I bit my bottom lip and nodded. 
 
    “Get on your knees then,” he commanded and I loved him taking control. I wanted to be dominated and controlled by him. 
 
    Blake reached into his shorts and hauled out his cock. My eyes went wide with excitement as he slipped his shorts down to his ankles and held his half-hard piece of meat in his hands. It was thick and long and coursing with veins.  
 
    “Wow,” I whispered, reaching up to touch it. I carefully examined it as I wrapped my tiny fingers around it. The contrast of his dark shaft against my creamy skin was almost too hot to handle. I was so hot and bothered for a moment I thought I might pass out. 
 
    “Can I suck it?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded and as I opened my mouth, Blake grabbed the back of my head, palming it with just one hand, and slowly but firmly pressed my head down onto his cock until it touched the back of my throat. 
 
    It felt so good and so naughty forcing his big, black cock down my slutty little throat. After a while, I couldn’t take it anymore and began to choke and gag on his dick. But I loved how it felt as he pressed my head down further until I had to pull off for air. 
 
    I gasped and took a huge breath as I grabbed his cock with my left hand and stroked it. My saliva coated the whole thing and worked as a nice lubricant while I jacked him off and stared longingly at his big, black stick. 
 
    “Fuck, I want this in me,” I whispered. 
 
    “Want want in you?” he asked, smiling down at me. 
 
    “I want this big, black cock in me. Let’s go upstairs.” 
 
    “In the bed you share with your husband?” he asked. But he didn’t sound unsure, it sounded like the idea excited him. 
 
    “Yes, fuck my husband.” 
 
    “Fuck your husband,” he said with a smile. Then he picked me up and slung me over his shoulder. I almost came right then and there. He was so big and strong and powerful and I felt so tiny and sexy in his arms. 
 
    He carried me up the stairs like it was nothing and walked me down the hallway. 
 
    When we got into our bedroom, he tossed me down on the bed and then pounced on top of me. He put himself between my legs and let his cock rest on top of my pussy. The tip reached all the way up past my belly button and as I stared down between my legs at it, I bit my bottom lip and savored that last moment of tension and anticipation before I would finally have it inside me. 
 
    “Fuck me,” I hissed. “I want it, put that big, black dick inside my tight little pussy.” 
 
    Blake picked his cock up and slapped it against the skin of my tummy, teasing me. 
 
    “You got a condom?” he asked. 
 
    “No, I want you raw,” I said. 
 
    Then he smiled and shoved himself inside me.
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    I sucked in air as his huge, throbbing cock filled my insides like nothing I’d ever felt before. His dick was so deep inside I thought that if he pressed any deeper it was going to come out of my throat. 
 
    Finally, the breath returned to my legs and I moaned like a dirty whore as he began to work himself in and out of my hot cunt. 
 
    “Oh my god, that feels so good. You’re so fucking huge. I’ve never felt like this before,” I grabbed hold of the sheets and opened my eyes for the first time since he’d entered me and I picked my head up to look down between my legs. 
 
    The sight of his big, black cock disappearing inside me was, at last, too much to handle and I gave in. I came so hard and so loud that I thought, for the second time, I might pass out from the intensity of the feeling. My body had never felt so good before. It was euphoric.  
 
    I was instantly hooked. 
 
    “That’s it baby, let it go. Cum for me. That’s it, be a good girl and cum for daddy,” Blake said as he leaned down and whispered in my ear. It sent shivers down my spine and made my skin break out in goosebumps all over.  
 
    “Oh Blake, oh Blake,” I moaned back, unable to think straight or say much of anything else. 
 
    “What? You’re husband doesn’t make you feel like that?” he said with a teasing smile. 
 
    “Not even close, not even close. Fuck yes! Harder! Pound this little married pussy with that big, fat cock!” I was screaming now and Blake happily obliged my begging. 
 
    He began to thrust deeper, harder, and faster and soon a second, even more powerful orgasm washed over my body and had my eyes rolling back in my head as my body quivered and shook from the sensations. 
 
    After the orgasm subsided, he flipped me over on my stomach and entered me in the prone position. His dick reached even deeper from that angle and soon a third orgasm was building inside me and I could tell it was going to be even more powerful than the last. 
 
    “You’re so deep...you’re so deep,” I whispered. 
 
    “What’s so deep?” 
 
    “Your big, black cock. I fucking love it, you’re gonna make me cum again…” 
 
    “Then cum, bitch,” he whispered in my ear. “Go ahead and cum. Nut all over my dick.” 
 
    And that was all I needed to hear. And again I came. Hard and fast. It was nirvana. 
 
    I could tell that Blake was getting close to an orgasm himself and I decided I knew right where I wanted him to plant his seed: deep, deep inside me. 
 
    “Fuck,” he grunted, “You’re gonna make me cum soon, that tight wet pussy, mmmm.” 
 
    “Good, I want that cum, Blake. Give it to me,” I said. 
 
    He reached down and grabbed a handful of hair and pulled my head back close to his mouth. 
 
    “Where do you want it?” he whispered in my ear. I smiled. 
 
    “Put it in me. Cum in me, fill this pussy up with that nut.” 
 
    He began to thrust even harder and even faster when I said that and soon I felt it coming. His shaft was throbbing and pulsing inside me as I clenched my pussy down on his cock and tried to suck the cum right out of it. 
 
    “Oh fuck, here it comes,” he screamed. And then I felt the first globs spray out of the tip. It was so hot and sexy, the warmth of his seed filled up my womb and made me feel whole. Then more and more shot out of his big dick and a fourth orgasm erupted out of me as he filled me up. 
 
    I felt his shuddering, trembling body over top of mine and leaned up to kiss him as he held his cock inside me, the last of his seed dripping out into my belly. 
 
    “Holy shit, Demi. Holy shit,” he kept whispering into my ear as he finally pulled out and collapsed on the bed beside me and took me into his arms. 
 
    “So, when can we do this again?” I asked. 
 
    Blake looked at his watch. 
 
    “Give me five minutes,” he said. 
 
    “Really?” I asked. 
 
    He looked down at his cock and it was already getting hard again. 
 
    “Mmm, that’s so sexy,” I said, grabbing it in my hand and slowly caressing it as we started to make out again.  
 
    His semen was trickling out of me and onto our bed sheets and I felt so naughty and sexy as we got ready for round two. 
 
    Blake didn’t last as long the second time, but he shot another load deep inside me. And then the third time? Well, I can’t remember but we fucked five times total that afternoon and he put his cum all over my body that day. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Throughout the week Chris was in New York, we fucked at least twenty times and he put so much of his seed in my belly I’m surprised he didn’t get me pregnant. 
 
    Sure, I was a little too old for that technically speaking, but secretly I think some part of me hoped that maybe his seed was so potent it would take and then Chris would really learn a lesson. 
 
    But unfortunately, I had to settle for simply telling him all about when he got home. And boy, did his reaction shocked me. 
 
    Instead of getting mad, he got hard as a rock and asked me to tell him all about it while I jerked him off. Turns out, I wasn’t the only one who fantasized about me fucking Blake. Chris confessed to me that he often thought about me and Blake together, but was afraid to ever tell me. 
 
    His tiny, fleshy dick looked so pathetic in my hand after spending a week with Blake and his massive member, but to be honest, it kind of turned me on too. I liked having control over him. 
 
    He pays attention to me now. In fact, in a weird way, our marriage has never been stronger. Chris still lets me fuck Blake whenever I want and sometimes, I even let him watch. 
 
    I never would have guessed I could turn my husband into such a submissive cuckold, but here we are. 
 
    And I love it. 
 
    Isn’t life funny sometimes? 
 
      
 
    THE END
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    “You don’t think this is too slutty?” she said, looking down to check herself out. She turned back towards the car to look at her reflection, then spun around to give me a three-hundred-and-sixty degree view. 
 
    When she was finished twirling, I had to pick my jaw up off the floor. 
 
    My wife, Lisa, was wearing a tight, black golf shirt that was about two sizes too small. All three buttons were undone, allowing her ample cleavage to really pop. 
 
    The hem of her shirt didn’t quite reach her waist line and it left a thin, sexy band of tan skin showing just above her white skirt, which like her polo, was also several sizes too small. Her sculpted, long legs dazzled all the way down to her white tennis shoes. 
 
    On her right leg, a gold anklet with a small, gold vixen charm dangled loosely and shimmered in the morning sun almost as much as the five-carat diamond on her wedding ring. 
 
    I raked my eyes over her hourglass figure. 
 
    Her auburn hair was up in a high ponytail (just the way I liked it) and her green, piercing eyes were focused and ready to go. 
 
    “Not at all,” I said, “I think it’s absolutely perfect, they’re going to love you.” 
 
    “I just hope they’re hot and hung,” she said with a smile and a wink as my stomach jumped a little and my pants threatened to tighten just a bit too much. 
 
    She knew how to push my buttons when we were getting ready to play. 
 
    “What if you can only have one of the two?” I asked, teasing her. 
 
    “Huh?” she asked, putting her hands on her hips and tilting her head to the side.  
 
    “Hot or hung?” I asked, clarifying my hypothetical. 
 
    “Hung. Definitely hung,” she said.  
 
    My wife was a size queen and I was proud of it. 
 
    “Shall we?” I said. 
 
    “We shall,” she replied and we walked across the parking lot to the clubhouse and into the pro-shop to check in for our 9:00 AM tee time at Whispering Straits Golf Club, the nicest, most expensive, and difficult-to-play public course in the entire country and maybe, the whole world. 
 
    We were on vacation in Southern California and I just had to play it. My wife, Lisa, was going for a little ride along in the cart with me since she wouldn’t have anything else to do while I was out playing for nearly four hours. 
 
    Well that and she was keenly interested in seeing what three strangers I might be playing with and perhaps getting to know them a little more intimately so that they weren’t strangers at all. 
 
    It was a little tradition we had, traveling around the world, finding the top ranked courses wherever we were staying and then going out together to enjoy them. 
 
    Since I was a single player, I often got matched up with a threesome, usually guys, sometimes ladies too, but usually guys, and my wife would just ride along in the cart with me, like I already mentioned. 
 
    Now ordinarily you might think, a guy bringing his wife out on the course? What’s with that? Isn’t it supposed to be some type of guys-only, man-club kind of thing? 
 
    And ordinarily, in certain periods of history, or geographic areas, or even within certain groups of people, you’d be right. But I didn’t fly that way and I didn’t care. I loved having Lisa with me. She was my good luck charm. 
 
    And trust me when I say this, they never gave a shit either. Not once they laid eyes on Lisa. Guys never had any complaints if you know what I mean and usually, if things went right and it was a good threesome of dudes we got matched up with...well, let’s just say Lisa can be very generous with the amount of uh, luck, she’s willing to spread around. 
 
    But like I said, more on that later. 
 
    I guess now would be a good time to tell you that I’m a scratch golfer. Actually, probably even a little better than that. I spent a few years on tour. Honest to god. Won a few small to mid-tournaments and even had a top-fifty finish in a major, but eventually I flamed out and settled down. Made a killing though, relatively speaking, and I was smart with my money so I’m all set there. 
 
    Now, like I said, I just travel the world with my bombshell wife and live it up, playing golf and seeing what other kinds of adventures we can find for ourselves. 
 
    On this particular day, we found ourselves in sunny SoCal and it was the day after Christmas. The course was dead and as we walked through the parking lot, I noticed there were hardly any cars at all and I began to worry we might be the only people going out on the course that day. 
 
    Don’t get me wrong, it wouldn’t have been all bad. Lisa and I could get into plenty of trouble when it was just the two of us (and we often did) but we always liked a bigger group. The more the merrier was our unofficial motto. 
 
    We approached the behemoth of a clubhouse which looked like a giant, southern mansion overlooking a lush green landscape just off the Pacific Ocean to our left. We walked up the stone steps and I removed my cap, as per the sign on the door, as we walked inside. 
 
    The pro-shop was just off the main entrance of the building and the place felt as empty as Al Capone’s vault. But there was a young man behind the counter who waved to us and smiled. 
 
    “Hi, folks. Welcome to Whispering Straits. How can I help you?” 
 
    I cleared my throat. 
 
    “Uhh yeah I have a 9am tee time. For one. She’s gonna ride along with me if that’s alright.” 
 
    “Of course sir, what was the name on the reservation?” 
 
    “Evan Brown.” 
 
    “Ahh yes, I have you right here sir.” 
 
    I handed over my card to pay for the reservation. 
 
    “So, am I with anyone else?” 
 
    “Yes sir, a threesome. Only tee time of the day in fact. I can’t recall us ever being this dead before.” 
 
    My ears perked up at the mention of a threesome because that’s exactly what my wife and I were hoping for.  
 
    “I see,” I said. And before I could continue the young man decided to fill the silence. 
 
    “You are of course welcome to hang back or head out early if you’d like to play solo today. Usually we don’t allow singles but since there’s no one else…” 
 
    “No that’s alright,” I said, “I’d prefer some company anyway.” 
 
    “Of course sir, the only thing would be I’d have to charge a cart fee for your wife if it’s a full-foursome going out together.” 
 
    I waved my hand, money was no object for us. 
 
    “Of course, not a problem at all. Totally understand.” 
 
    He punched a few numbers on the keyboard of his computer and bam.  
 
    “Alright, all set sir. Will you be needing anything else this morning?” 
 
    I paused for a moment and thought about trying to gauge his interest in my wife maybe giving him a handjob while we waited or something but I decided he was a little too buttoned up for that kind of thing. His name tag said his name was Will and I could just tell, Will was a straight edge kid who’d worry about getting fired and that was fair enough, I couldn’t blame him. 
 
    “No, that’ll be all,” I said. I pointed out the window over his shoulder to a group of three men who were practicing on the putting green just a few hundred feet from the clubhouse. “That my group out there?” 
 
    “Yep, that’s them.” 
 
    I smiled and nodded. I turned to see Lisa who was already checking them out. 
 
    “Let’s go take a closer look,” I said and took her by the hand and led her outside. 
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    “Oh my god, they’re all so hot,” she whispered as we approached. “Now we just have to hope they’re hung.” She squeezed my arm with excitement as I placed my golf bag down on one of the carts and strapped it in.  
 
    “We’ll certainly find out,” I said, grabbing my putter and a few practice balls before heading over to join them on the green. 
 
    Lisa stayed in the cart while I went over to put. 
 
    “Morning, guys,” I said. “I’m Evan.” 
 
    The guy closest to me was tall. About six-foot-two and built like a house. He looked like he spent a lot of time in the sun, probably golfing, based on his tan forearms and face. He was wearing a striped purple shirt and khaki pants.  
 
    “Hi Evan,” he reached out to shake my hand. “Dustin.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Dustin,” I said. The other two guys had stopped putting and were walking over to where we stood. 
 
    Dustin pointed over his shoulder.  
 
    “That’s Mike. And that’s Nate.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you guys,” I said as I shook Mike’s hand first and then Nate’s. 
 
    Mike was shorter than Dustin, but looked even more muscular and athletic. He had dark, ebony skin and the whitest smile I’d ever seen. 
 
    “Hi Dustin,” he said, “really sorry you got stuck with us today.” 
 
    A little corny golf humor. 
 
    I gave him a polite courtesy laugh. 
 
    Nate was about my height, five-foot-ten or so and had what I supposed you’d call an athletic dad bod? Muscle in certain places, fat in some others, mainly the face and gut. Beer weight I would surmise. But he was handsome enough and had a confident, firm grip when he took my hand. 
 
    “Dustin, welcome aboard. Got plenty of beer so don’t be shy if you need a cold one.” 
 
    Of course you do, I thought. 
 
    “Thanks, Nate. I’ll keep that in mind. I’ll probably need one after the second hole.” 
 
    A little more corny golf humor. I got the same polite courtesy laughs in return. 
 
    That was when I heard Lisa clear her throat. 
 
    “Ahem,” she said. 
 
    “Oh my gosh. You guys, I’m so sorry. Where are my manners? This is my wife Lisa. She’s going to be riding along with me today.” 
 
    “Well, then I am really sorry -” Mike stopped short. I don’t know for sure, but I sensed another corny golf joke was coming. But he stopped dead. In fact all three of them stopped what they were doing when they finally noticed Lisa was sitting in the golf cart just to the edge of the practice green. 
 
    Much like my jaw in the parking lot just moments before, all three of theirs were in need of picking up off the putting surface.  
 
    I waved for Lisa to come over and meet everyone. 
 
    She hopped out of the cart and bounced over to where we were standing. A bubbly smile stretched across her face the whole time. Oh and she wasn’t wearing a sports bra either so she wasn’t exactly the only thing that bounced over if you know what I mean. 
 
    “Hi guys!” she said. “I’m Lisa, so nice to meet you. Hope you don’t mind if I tag along today.” 
 
    There was a stunned silence for a solid two seconds, maybe three before anyone said anything at all. 
 
    I could see it all over their faces. 
 
    Pure lust.  
 
    Every one of them was imagining what Lisa looked like naked. What it would be like to stick their cock between those perfect breasts and maybe, just maybe what it would be like to blow a fat, hot load inside her tight, fertile pussy. 
 
    And lucky for them, they were going to get a chance to do all of that and more.  
 
    They didn’t know it just then. 
 
    But once we got out there, maybe after nine holes or so, when we were firmly away from the clubhouse where any wandering eyes might just happen to catch a glimpse, they were going to get their chance to have their way with her if they wanted to. 
 
    And of course they wanted to. And I couldn’t wait to set it all in motion and watch it unfold. 
 
    That was my favorite part. 
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    The first time Lisa and I decided it might be fun to explore sexual adventures like the one I’m about to describe was about five or maybe six years ago. It wasn’t exactly our idea but things just kind of fell into place and now here we were. One minute you’re a boring, perfectly normal, monogamous couple and the next minute a casual acquaintance, friend-of-a-friend-of-a-friend really, at an uber exclusive, private club is asking if he can get a blowjob from your wife if he can out drive you on the twelfth hole.  
 
    That’s what happened to me...to us. 
 
    Like I said, we were at a super exclusive private club. I won’t say which but let’s just say sitting U.S. Presidents can’t even get on this course. It’s that tight. 
 
    Me? I just got lucky I guess, or maybe Lisa had something to do with it. Perhaps that was this guy’s plan all along. 
 
    But we were on the twelfth hole and this guy, the one who’d gotten me on in the first place, he’d been eyeing up Lisa since the moment we met in the parking lot that morning and well, he’d been doing a bit of drinking while we were out there too. No judgments from me, I’m just giving you all the pertinent details. 
 
    Anyway, guess it took him a few pops to get his courage up but he finally made his move. I teed one up and gave it a good wallop. Nothing other-worldly but a solid three-hundred-and-ten yards right down the middle.  
 
    And this guy, Matt was his name, he whistles and says, “Whoa boy, heck of a drive right there.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I replied. 
 
    “Tell you what, why don’t we make things interesting,” he says. 
 
    I nod, “alright, what’ll it be?” 
 
    “If I outdrive you --” 
 
    I scoffed, cutting him off mid-sentence. He hadn’t hit one over two-eighty all day and there was no way he could outdrive me even though he had me by a few inches and maybe forty pounds. I’d been watching him all day and there just wasn’t any chance he could approach my three-ten. 
 
    But he heard me scoff and he got a little mad. Maybe that’s what gave him the extra push. 
 
    “Alright, wise ass,” he says, “if I outdrive you, your wife has to give me a blowjob.” 
 
    And as he said it, he took the shaft of his driver and pointed it right at Lisa who was sitting in the cart, safely out of earshot and not really paying attention to us. 
 
    I’d just taken a sip of beer and almost spit the entire thing out right in this guy’s face.  
 
    “What?” I asked, not quite believing my ears. 
 
    “You heard me,” he said.  
 
    And he was right. I did hear him. Loud and clear. It was just one of those things where it’s so damn shocking you just have to ask them to repeat it anyway even though you know exactly what they said word for word and you won’t ever forget it for as long as you live after that. 
 
    I looked back at Lisa sitting in the cart and she was still blissfully unaware of what we were talking about. 
 
    And I don’t know. I don’t know what made me say okay, but now, I think, it must have been in me all along. This desire to watch my wife perform lewd sexual acts with other men for my benefit and amusement. What else could it be? 
 
    I could lie and say I said yes because I knew he couldn’t outdrive me, but that wasn’t the reason. And besides doesn’t my honor and social convention say I should have punched the guy’s goddamn lights out right then and there? 
 
    ‘Course it does. 
 
    But I didn’t do that either. 
 
    Instead, I just smiled and said, “alright.” 
 
    This guy, Matt, couldn’t believe his ears. He was dumbfounded when I said it. Just like that, “alright.” 
 
    “Seriously? You think she’d…” 
 
    “You leave that part to me, you worry about your drive,” I folded my arms and awaited his attempt to somehow out drive me. “Besides, no way you can even sniff three-hundred.” 
 
    So, Matt turns away silently and tees up his ball. He’s got this determined look on his face. He’s locked in. And it makes me a little nervous but, still, he’s got no shot. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” I say, “what do I get if you lose?” 
 
    Matt thinks while he’s taking some practice swings. 
 
    “I’ll get you on this course again, whenever you want and you can bring a guest of your choice. How about that?” 
 
    I nodded. Sounded fair to me. 
 
    He takes a few more practice swings and then lines up his shot. He brings the club back swiftly and ferociously like he’s itching to put a hurting on that tiny white ball that’s done nothing wrong to him, nothing at all. His backswing is long too, so long he almost smacks himself in the face with the club head.  
 
    Then he unleashes all that anger and fury and swings down at the ball and I know it right away, I can tell by the sound. It’s pure and true. He smashes it. 
 
    But even then, I wouldn’t have been worried. Because even his best smash shot is probably two-ninety, two-ninety-five tops. So, I should still feel safe. 
 
    But I don’t. 
 
    Because almost the instant I heard that sound, the driver head smashing into the golf ball, the wind picks up. And picks up is an understatement. It’s suddenly a howling gale and it is blowing right at our backs. 
 
    And his ball catches that wind and it sails. 
 
    And sails. 
 
    And sails. 
 
    Like a small missile into the clear blue, December sky, it launches itself into the great beyond and arcs out over the fairway and lands right next to my ball with a thud. 
 
    And a hop. 
 
    And another hop. 
 
    And another before it starts to roll and roll and roll. 
 
    When it comes to a stop I can see it well out in front of my ball. Even all the way back on the tee box, I know. 
 
    I know he did it. 
 
    And he does too. 
 
    He turns to me and makes a face as if to say, well, are you going to tell her or am I? 
 
    And again I should be mad. Upset. Jealous. Hurt. Embarrassed. 
 
    Anything. 
 
    But I’m just not. 
 
    So, I just shrug my shoulders and say, “Hey, a bets a bet. I’ll go see what I can do.” 
 
    I hop in the cart next to Lisa and Matt hops into his and we drive out towards our balls in the middle of the fairway. 
 
    I let Matt get a nice head start before I hit the gas pedal. 
 
    Then I turn to Lisa and say, “You’re not going to believe it, but…” 
 
    “If you’re okay with it, I’ll do it,” she says, cutting me off mid-sentence. 
 
    “What? What are you...?” 
 
    “I could hear everything you guys said, I wasn’t that far away.” 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “Seriously I could hear you or seriously I’ll suck his dick for you?” 
 
    “Both?” 
 
    Lisa smiled and the two of us laughed the whole way to my ball. 
 
    I got out, lined up my shot and hit it. I don’t recall exactly where it went but I think it went just off the edge of the green because I recall it was a decent up and down for par.  
 
    To make a long story short, when we got to Matt’s ball, Lisa got out and went right up to him, right there in the middle of the fairway and said, “alright, drop ‘em.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “My husband told me about your bet, now I’m here to let you collect.” 
 
    Matt just stood there, not sure what to do. So, Lisa took it into her own hands. She started unbuckling his belt and then unzipped his pants.  
 
    In one smooth, practice motion she ripped his pants down to his ankles and dropped to her knees in front of him. 
 
    His half-hard cock flopped in the breeze and before I knew it, Lisa was wrapping her soft, wet lips around his pink, fleshy pencil and blowing him right in the middle of the twelve fairway at one of the most prestigious golf courses in the country. 
 
    She swallowed his load after about two minutes - trust me, you wouldn’t be able to last long either if you were lucky enough to have my wife’s mouth on your cock - and after that we went on playing as if nothing happened.  
 
    We finished the round, I think I ended up one under par and was happy with myself. 
 
    Lisa and I went back to our hotel room and fucked like wild animals all night. It was the best se we’d ever had and we both ending up agreeing...that it was fucking hot. Whatever it was. And we wanted to do it again. 
 
    And we have many times since.  
 
    Matt was happy too. 
 
    So happy in fact, he called me later to tell me thanks and that he really needed that blowjob and that I could come back any time I wanted with a plus one too. 
 
    So...you tell me, who won that bet in the end? 
 
    I’m not so sure it wasn’t really me. 
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    So anyway, back to my little story about us at Whispering Straits with Dustin, Mike, and Nate. I guess you could say by that point we’d progressed quite a bit. We’d gone from an innocent little blowjob on the fairway to well, you’ll see. 
 
    We always made our move on the twelfth hole (this one happened to be a long par five). It was tradition, I guess you could say, and it almost always worked. After a while we got a little superstitious about it.  
 
    Lisa had been working her magic the whole round up to that point. She was flirting and bending over just so. She’d help the guys find their balls, golf balls that is. She bought everyone a beer at the turn and was actively rooting for everyone to do well.  
 
    She was putting on quite the show.  
 
    I caught every one of them - Dustin, Mike, and Nate - staring at her ass or tits at least two or three times apiece. Once I even caught Dustin and his face turned bright red. But I just gave him a sly smile and an approving nod. 
 
    I didn’t mind one bit. 
 
    Another time I swore Dustin was eyeing up the ankle just above her right foot. And I swore he was going to say something but he didn’t.  
 
    For those who don’t know, the anklet worn in a certain way can indicate to certain “like-minded” people that a wife is available or that a couple “swings,” as it were. 
 
    Of course, it could always just be an innocent ankle bracelet in the end and you could really embarrass yourself if you interpret the signs in the wrong way. So, I was always skeptical about how effective it was in the end. But it was hot and sexy to know what it meant to us. 
 
    Anyway, where was I?  
 
    Ahh yes, on the twelfth hole...that’s where I made my indecent proposal. It was my go to at that point and I was batting nearly a thousand with it. 
 
    I’d been mopping the floor with those guys all day, playing some of the best golf I’d played in years, maybe even since I was on tour. 
 
    So I stepped up to the tee and took a few easy practice swings. 
 
    “What do you guys say we make things a little interesting?” 
 
    “What, like...money?” Mike said. 
 
    “No way, no fair,” said Nate. 
 
    “Yeah, sorry Ev. You’ve been killing us all day. I don’t really feel like losing any money today. This round was expensive enough as it is,” Dustin said. 
 
    I shook my head and teed up my ball. 
 
    “No. Not money.” I took some easy practice swings again and then stopped. I looked up to make eye contact with them so they knew I was being serious. “I see you guys eyeing up my wife. Don’t feel like you have to lie about it either. It’s ok. I know how hot she is and I don’t mind it, really. In fact, I’m quite a generous man.” 
 
    “Generous?” Mike said under his breath, I saw his eyes flash briefly to my wife and then down to her ankle. I had them under my spell and hanging on every word. I think maybe somewhere, on a subconscious level, they knew where I was taking things. Their intellectual, social brains - whatever you want to call it - had no fucking clue. But their lizard brains? Those monkey minds? They knew something was up.  
 
    “That’s right. And that’s why I want to make a proposal. A bet really. You three against me. One hole. You can play your best ball between the three of you each shot. Whoever scores lower takes the hole.” 
 
    I looked up and locked eyes with them. 
 
    “Okay, what’s the bet?” 
 
    “Well,” I said, turning away and returning to my ball, “If I win, you guys chip in and cover my round, plus Lisa’s cart fee, and let’s say a round of drinks at the clubhouse afterwards.” 
 
    “Alight,” Nate said suspiciously, eyeing me up and waiting for me to continue. 
 
    “And if we win?” Dustin asked, his eyes darted quickly to Lisa’s anklet again then back to me. 
 
    “If you win, meaning if between the three of you, using your best ball for each shot, score lower than I do, you each get a turn with my wife.” 
 
    I motioned toward Lisa and the three of them finally took their eyes off me and turned to look in her direction. 
 
    She smiled and waved and gave a slight nod. It was obvious she knew what was going down. And the look on their faces was priceless when they realized it wasn’t a joke. I was being serious. We were serious. 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” Nate said. But he knew I was. 
 
    “Sorry, you’re right. We don’t have that kind of time and I misspoke. You each get a turn, but you all have to go at the same time if you get what I’m saying.” 
 
    Dustin folded his arms. 
 
    “So, that’s is what it is,” Dustin said, pointing to indicate her anklet. 
 
    “Indeed it is,” I said. 
 
    There was a long pause. I addressed my ball and took a nice, easy swing and crushed the ball right down the middle of the fairway about three-hundred-and-ten yards. 
 
    Just like always. 
 
    The fact that Dustin was explaining to Mike and Nate just exactly what that anklet meant during my backswing didn’t throw me off one bit, in fact, it only made me focus more intensely. 
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    I suppose you might be wondering why I wouldn’t just throw the hole. Why not hook my ball into the rough or hit one way out of bounds or something? 
 
    Well that one’s easy. I’m competitive as hell. I’m a sportsman and I have integrity. I want to come by things honestly.  
 
    And so even though I ultimately wanted them to beat me...I wasn’t about to simply stand aside and let them. 
 
    Besides, something tells me that the golf gods or the sex gods or whoever the fuck, wouldn’t take too kindly to that and I happen to believe that karma is a bitch. 
 
    So, I gave it my honest to god best shot. 
 
    Dustin was first to tee off and he hit a respectable shot down the middle, about two-hundred and seventy yards. Mike and Nate couldn’t quite match his performance with their tee shots and so they played his drive as their first shot. 
 
    From there, they had about three hundred yards to go and wisely chose to diversify their approaches.  
 
    They ended up using Mike’s shot that left them about one-forty to the hole. An easy pitching wedge. 
 
    My second shot, well I gripped it and ripped it and went for the green and it was almost a complete disaster. But I left it well short on the right side and I didn’t end up in the bunker.  
 
    And my third shot wouldn’t really matter. 
 
    Because once again, whatever force sent that howling gale all those years ago that was responsible for starting us down this path, well it showed up. 
 
    Nate stepped up to hit his approach shot and he hadn’t sniffed a decent shot all day long. But his luck finally turned around. 
 
    It was a nice, easy swing, fluid and relaxed. And he struck it pure. I could tell right off the back it was going to be a nice shot, but soon it became clear that the ball was headed straight at the pin.  
 
    The ball bounced about three feet in front of the hole, deadened and rolled right up to the edge of the cup, hovered there for what felt like minutes and then slowly tipped over the edge and into the hole. The rattle of the ball on the white plastic at the bottom of the cup seemed to echo across the treetops.  
 
    Nate leapt nearly three feet in the air and Mike and Dustin hugged each other while they screamed like maniacs. An Eagle-three on what was the hardest hole on the entire course. 
 
    Lisa was squealing with delight. She knew it was about to go down and I assumed she was probably getting wet right then and there thinking about what each of their cocks looked like. 
 
    That left me with only one option. I had to chip in from about fifty yards away just to tie the hole and force another playoff hole.  
 
    And I almost pulled it off. My chip stopped about six inches shy and left me an easy tap in for a birdie.  
 
    But, a birdie ain’t an eagle and Dustin, Mike, and Nate had won the hole. I could say it was a miracle, but I know it wasn’t. They won fair and square.  
 
    And it was time to pay the piper. 
 
    Which I was more than happy to do. 
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    There was a nice little alcove in a thicket of trees just off the twelfth green that would offer us the perfect cover for our devious little rendezvous. 
 
    Lisa led the way, bouncing over to the trees as if she had never been more excited in her life. She disappeared out of sight while I went over the ground rules with Dustin, Mike, and Nate. 
 
    “Wait…” Mike said, “We’re not really doing this, are we?” 
 
    Dustin and Nate looked at him like he was crazy. 
 
    “Of course we are,” Dustin said. “What are you, nuts? She’s the hottest woman any of us has ever seen.” 
 
    Nate nodded in agreement. 
 
    “Plus,” I said, “it’s an all or nothing thing. If you back out, no one gets any. Lisa wants all three cocks.” 
 
    Mike hesitated for a moment. 
 
    “Come on, man. You guys won fair and square. Don’t let your friends down now.” 
 
    “Alright, alright. You’re right.” 
 
    “Atta boy,” Nate said. 
 
    “Okay, now. Just a couple quick ground rules.” 
 
    “Let me guess, no anal?” Dustin said, rolling his eyes. 
 
    “Actually no, anal is fine as long as Lisa wants it.” 
 
    Dustin looked relieved. 
 
    “And that’s the ground rules in a nutshell - whatever Lisa says, goes. You respect every word that comes out of her mouth and don’t even think for a second about questioning her directives. Sounds fair?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “More than fair.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me.” 
 
    I slapped Dustin on the back. 
 
    “Alright, well...let’s go then.” 
 
    And the four of us turned and headed for the woods. 
 
    “Hey, Ev. What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Why, I’m going to watch, of course,” I said and a big smile stretched across my face as we entered the thicket and I saw Lisa was already completely naked, down on her knees, and fingering her wet pussy. 
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    “Hey boys,” she said with a grin. “Ready to get this party started?”  
 
    Her tits were perky, nipples were hard. She was playing with her clit and occasionally would slip a finger or two inside her wet slit. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Dustin whispered as all three of them stopped dead in their tracks. 
 
    She beckoned them over with her index finger and they began to approach. 
 
    “Let’s see those cocks, boys. Take ‘em out for me and show me what ya got,” she said and giggled a slutty little giggle that sent the blood rushing down to my own cock. I grabbed it from outside my pants and gently tugged on it. 
 
    “Enjoy, fellas,” I said, taking a seat just off to the side on a freshly cut tree stump. 
 
    Dustin took the spot directly in front of her. Nate stood off to her right and Mike took the remaining position on her left. 
 
    Lisa looked up at them in wonder and with greed on her face as she brushed her hand against each of their crotches from outside their pants, much like I had just done to my own cock. 
 
    “Mmm, oh my god, I’ve been waiting all day for this,” she said. 
 
    For a moment, no one did anything and Lisa looked a little annoyed. 
 
    She snapped her fingers at them. 
 
    “Alright! Let’s go, who’s gonna be first?” 
 
    She didn’t have to tell Dustin twice as he unbuckled his pants and quickly dropped them to his ankles. He reached into his boxer shorts and pulled out a fat hog that was almost as wide as it was long. And believe me when I tell you, it was long. So, what does that tell you about it’s girth? 
 
    Lisa’s green eyes lit up with excitement. A nice thick cock was her favorite kind of big dick. She loved the feeling of being stretched wide open. She liked them “soda-can thick at least,” she liked to say. 
 
    “Oh wow,” she said, reaching out to touch it and then looking up at Dustin, “Hey big boy, can I put my mouth on it?” She was playing the sweet, little innocent slut act right now and it was really working for me.  
 
    Dustin nodded that she could and Lisa opened her mouth to take him in. She made sure to look over at me with great eye contact while she did it. 
 
    Lisa needed to damn near unhinge her jaw to accommodate the thickness of his prick and could only really put the bulbous head in her mouth before she couldn’t fit any more. 
 
    “Mmm,” she moaned as she sucked him off. Both Nate and Mike stood there seemingly in shock as they watched Lisa on her knees, sucking their friends' giant cock. Lisa reached up with both hands and pulled down on their waistbands trying to get them to whip out their cocks.  
 
    When she finally came up for air off of Dustin’s cock, she said, “Come on, boys. What are you waiting for? Join the party.”  
 
    It was then that they finally snapped out of their stupor and followed Dustin’s lead. Pants were dropped to the ground and half-hard, getting harder cocks were pulled out and presented to my wife albeit with some trepidation at first. 
 
    “Ooo, wow, you all have such pretty cocks,” she said as she turned to Mike and took his dark, black cock in her hand and stroked it a little. It was almost as long as Dustin’s but not quite and not nearly as thick. Still, it was certainly a big cock by any standard and I could tell Lisa was quite pleased. 
 
    She opened her mouth and sucked on Mike for a little while as she jerked off Dustin in her hand. 
 
    Then she turned to Nate. He had a nice cock, don’t get me wrong. But it was almost a carbon copy of mine. Maybe slightly above average at best and nothing really extraordinary about it.  
 
    And you know what? That was just fine too. Just because Lisa is a size queen doesn’t mean she can’t or won’t play with guys who have average equipment. Hell, she plays with mine all the time and trust me when I tell you, she loves it. 
 
    She reached up and grabbed his shaft as she flicked her tongue out to lick the head of Nate’s cock. 
 
    “Hi Nate,” she whispered.  
 
    “Hi,” he whispered back. Then he tilted his head up towards the sky and closed his eyes as Lisa took him all the way down her throat until there was nothing of his shaft left and her nose was pressed flush against his pelvis. 
 
    That is one definite advantage us average guys have over our larger counterparts: experiencing the joy of a good deep-throat. And there was no one better than Lisa. She had seemingly no gag reflex whatsoever and so she held it there for almost a minute as Nate thrusted himself down her throat and facefucked her. 
 
    My cock was now rock hard and I had it out in my hands as I sat on that tree stump and watched my wife suck the cocks of three guys who were up until just a few short hours ago, perfect strangers to us.  
 
    And I was loving every minute of it. 
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    After a few minutes sucking their dicks, alternating between them and trying her best to give them all equal attention, Lisa was ready to get fucked. And she said as much. 
 
    “Okay, I’m ready to get fucked. Who wants to go first?” 
 
    She stood up, walked over to me on the tree stump and leaned forward, grabbing hold of my thighs just above my knees for balance. She got close up to my face and planted a wet kiss on my lips and smiled at me. 
 
    “You enjoying the show baby?” 
 
    I nodded vigorously in response, too turned on to articulate any kind meaningful verbal response. She kissed me again and then turned back to Dustin, Mike, and Nate. They were all watching us and stroking their hard cocks. They were ready now. Ready to run a train on my wife and I couldn’t wait to watch it happen. 
 
    Dustin, naturally, was up first. He got up behind her and slapped the head of his meaty pole up against the entrance to her pussy and it made a wet, smacking sound that seemed to really carry. For a moment it made me worry we’d be discovered, maybe by that straight edge kid, Will from the pro-shop and then who knew what might happen. I supposed if they wanted they could make a lot of trouble for us and we could probably face some kind of criminal charges or least hefty fines. 
 
    But my mind was suddenly pulled back into the present as Lisa’s fingernails dug into the flesh of my thighs and her knuckles turned white as she held on for dear life. 
 
    He was sliding himself inside her and she was having her breath taken right out of her. 
 
    “Wait, stop!” she said. “If you go first, you’ll ruin me for everyone else. No offense guys.” 
 
    “Hey, none taken,” they said. 
 
    Lisa looked at Nate and without saying a word at all it was understood. He was to go first. My wife would work her way up in size from there. 
 
    “Come on, don’t be shy Nate, baby. Come give me some of that smooth, sexy cock of yours,” she bit her bottom lip and turned to face me again as Nate approached from behind and took Dustin’s place. 
 
    Soon he was sliding himself inside her and Lisa shut her eyes tight as she bucked and swayed with the rhythm of Nate’s thrusts. 
 
    She began to breathe heavily and fast. I took her left cheek in the palm of my right hand and caressed it while she got fucked. I slid my thumb near her wet, plump lips that were smeared red with her lipstick from sucking so much dick already and I offered it to her. She took it gently in her mouth and sucked on it. 
 
    I don’t know why, but that always turned me on so much to watch her suck my fingers. It felt good and dirty and sexy and whenever she did it, it drove me wild. 
 
    In less than three minutes, Nate was getting ready to blow his load. 
 
    “Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he grunted and before anyone could tell him where and when or if he should go for it, he was unleashing himself inside my wife. 
 
    Lisa’s eyes went wide with surprise. 
 
    “Oh fuck, baby. He’s coming inside me. Holy shit that’s so warm. Oh it feels so nice,” Lisa began to shake and come ever so lightly as her body accepted Nate’s hot load.  
 
    “Shit, sorry. Couldn’t hold it any more,” Nate said, looking around. Slightly embarrassed. 
 
    “All good man,” I said, “she doesn’t, mind, do you babe?” 
 
    “Not at all,” Lisa said. 
 
    That’s when Mike stepped up behind her, just as the first few drops of Nate’s jizz began to ooze back out of her pussy, and prepared to enter her. 
 
    “And I don’t mind either,” he said. 
 
    He slid his long, dark cock right inside Lisa’s dripping wet and come-filled pussy and took her breath away. 
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    She looked back at him and then at me, eyes still wide with wonder. 
 
    “Holy shit that’s so fucking hot, I’ve never been fucked with someone else’s come already in my pussy, fuck I’m gonna come, oh shit, I’m coming already. I’m coming!” 
 
    She was screaming loud enough at this point that although it was hot, I began to worry someone might hear and we’d be found out. But it didn’t last long this time either. 
 
    Lisa’s eyes began to roll back in her head so that I could only see the whites and a Chesire-cat smile stretched across her face. She was gone for a few seconds, lost in a world of pure, total bliss that was so all-encompassing I could only ever guess at what she must have been feeling. 
 
    I took my cock in my hand and slowly stroked myself to that image of her. It was beautiful art and she was perfect. I’ll never forget it. 
 
    After she came down from the high, she opened her eyes and took a heavy exhale.  
 
    “Wow,” she said. And she leaned down to suck on my cock a little while Mike continued pounding her from behind in the woods just off the twelfth green. 
 
    She soon popped her mouth off my glistening cock and turned to Mike. 
 
    “You gonna come for me too baby? Put a nice hot load inside me just like your friend? Yeah? Oh, fuck. That’s it, pump it into me baby. Come inside me, ohhhhhhh…” 
 
    Mike began to grunt and breath heavily. His body began to shake from the intense orgasm he was having as he deposited another load, right alongside Nate’s, inside my wife’s pussy. 
 
    She now had two loads of come inside her and was ready for a third. 
 
    It was finally Dustin’s turn. 
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    “Holy shit that’s a thick dick,” she whispered. “Oh my god, yes stretch me baby. Stretch my tight, little pussy with that fat cock.” 
 
    Dustin had waited patiently for this moment and managed to stay hard the entire time. He’d watched everything silently and without comment, just the occasional tug on his cock to keep the blood flowing as he watched his two golfing buddies ravage a stranger’s wife. 
 
    Lisa was getting exactly what she had learned to love - to crave with an insatiable lust - a big, thick, meaty cock that was almost as wide as it was long. She loved having her walls stretched to their absolute limits. 
 
    And I’ll be honest, I loved it too. There was something so depraved and nasty about fucking my wife’s wet lips after they’d been taken to their limit. I loved feeling how well-used she was in the aftermath of a good pounding and I could usually only last about a minute before busting inside her.  
 
    So, needless to say, I think we were both very pleased that Dustin was in the group. Not that there was anything wrong with Nate or Mike or their performances or equipment. It was just our preference I guess you could say. 
 
    Dustin started slow at first and then began to thrust harder and faster as Lisa’s lips stretched to accommodate him and his insane girth. 
 
    “Oh god, yes. That’s exactly what I needed. Stretch me baby. That’s your pussy right now, take it baby. Take it!” 
 
    I loved hearing her talk like that.  
 
    And yes, when we first started...sure, I had some hang ups about everything and hearing her talk like that. But by the time we were out among those trees just off the twelfth green at Whispering Straits, well...I was already well past those hangups and insecurities. I’d worked through all my baggage and now we just had fun and let the chips fall where they may. 
 
    So, I don’t really want to get into all that psychological stuff right now if that’s ok. I’d rather just talk about how hot my wife looked taking that big, thick cock right in front of me in the great outdoors on one of the world’s most prestigious golf courses. Because I think that’s the real story, don’t you? 
 
    After he’d made Lisa come twice, Dustin took his meaty cock out of her pussy and rested it on her left ass cheek. It was covered in white, thick resin from her cunt and it looked so hot smearing all over Lisa’s firm, tanned skin. 
 
    He picked his cock up and slapped it against her ass cheek. 
 
    “You gonna let me put it in your ass?” 
 
    Lisa looked to me. 
 
    “Up to you baby,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t know if I’m ready for all that to be in my ass, at least not right now. Not today.” 
 
    Dustin smiled. 
 
    “Okay, you’re the boss,” he said and slipped his dick back inside her pussy and began to pound the shit out of her. 
 
    While she was coming for a third time he leaned down and whispered in her ear. 
 
    “If you ever decide you want this big fat cock in your ass someday, well...just make another tee time I guess and hopefully we can make it happen.” 
 
    Lisa bit her bottom lip and smiled. 
 
    “Deal,” she said as she began to moan and scream and shake. 
 
    Dustin began to breath heavily and slowly and I could tell he was going to bust soon. 
 
    My cock lurched and I couldn’t help it. The thought of three hot loads from strangers deep in my wife’s belly was too much to handle. 
 
    And so as Dustin was coming inside my wife, I stood up and grabbed her head, forcing it onto my cock and I fucked her face until I blew every last drop of jizz I had in me down her slutty little throat. 
 
    The five of us stood there, panting and shaking and wondering what the hell just happened. 
 
    “Well, that was fucking awesome!” Lisa said, wiping a dribble of my come off her lips and licking her fingers. “Thank you boys.”  
 
    She said. And she gave each one of us a slow, sensual kiss as she went around and picked up her clothes off the ground. 
 
    We all got changed and headed back out to play the remaining six holes and I must say, we all played incredibly well. I don’t think any of us was over par for those six holes and at the end of our round I think they all understood now exactly why Lisa was my good luck charm and I brought her out with me whenever I could. 
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    There was one other thing that happened that day before we left to go home to our hotel and fuck each other’s brains out for the remainder of the day (and that’s exactly what we did, mind you). 
 
    After we said goodbye to Dustin, Mike, and Nate, we went back into the pro-shop to buy some souvenir merchandise. 
 
    The same young man, Will, was still manning the register and seemed to be the only one there but something about him was different. Something about him had changed but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. 
 
    I grabbed a shirt, a hat, and some commemorative golf balls and went to check out. Lisa was at my side and as I placed my things on the counter, Will smiled at me. 
 
    “How was your round Mr. Brown?” he asked, but he said it like he knew something. Like he had some inside information about me. Like perhaps maybe he knew… 
 
    “How was that twelfth hole? It can be a real adventure, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    And that sealed the deal. The fucker knew. He’d seen us. Or heard us. Or somehow gotten wind of what went down on that hole. 
 
    “I’m not sure what you mean,” I said, trying to play it cool even though inside I was anything but. 
 
    “Oh, I think you do,” Will said and he looked at Lisa. “Such a naughty girl, Mrs. Brown.” 
 
    It appeared all at once that I had greatly underestimated this young man before. It seemed he was very clever and very much aware of his surroundings. Perhaps I should have made the devious offer that was in my head earlier. But, no time like the present I always say. 
 
    “So, what do you want?” 
 
    Will looked at me quizzically. 
 
    “I’m not sure you mean, Mr. Brown?” 
 
    “Please, call me Evan.” 
 
    “Well, Evan. I’m not sure what you mean.” 
 
    “To keep quiet about, uh, our adventures on the twelfth hole. What do you want?” 
 
    “Ohhh, that,” he said with faux modesty and ignorance. He crossed his arms and thoughts a little. “I want to stick it in her ass.” 
 
    Lisa’s mouth dropped and I was stunned into silence. I was not expecting anything so blunt or direct as that. 
 
    Once I finally gathered myself, I said, “well, she’s right here. You can speak to her directly if you like and her name is Lisa.” 
 
    Will turned to Lisa and smiled. 
 
    “Of course, my apologies, Lisa. But I’d love to stick it in your ass and not have to call the cops and have you and your husband arrested or fined or anything. How does that sound?” 
 
    Lisa bit her bottom lip. 
 
    “I think that sounds hot as fuck,” she said. And she led the young man Will into the broom closet off the main hall and let him stick his little prick in her ass as I listened from outside the door. 
 
    Then, after all that was finally over, we went back to our room and fucked all night. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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    “Come on, we have time. We can be a few minutes late. Let’s get our blood flowing,” Tara said to me as she moved her hips side to side, dancing for me. We were standing in our bedroom doorway and she was half-dressed in yoga pants and a sports bra. 
 
    We were getting married in a few weeks and we were getting ready to leave for our dance lessons. We were running late and frankly, I was dreading it. I was a terrible dancer and I even had a fear that was verging on becoming a phobia if I didn’t do something about it and with the wedding coming up, well, I’d let Tara talk me into doing something about it. 
 
    “Come on, take off your pants,” she said, reaching out for my waistband and trying to force them off. She got them down a few inches before I successfully wriggled free from her grip and backed away. I pulled them back up on my waist and cinched the drawstring tight and tied it in a knot. 
 
    “What are you doing, Tara? We’re gonna be late, we don’t have time for this,” I said. 
 
    “I wanna fuck, Shawn. It’s been weeks, what the hell is wrong with you?” she looked at me, justifiably surprised and a little offended that I had rejected her advances. 
 
    I felt a pit in my stomach as I looked at her standing before me. She was, by any objective measure, plenty attractive. Wide hips, slim shoulders, tight tummy, long legs, and luscious, plump lips. She was gorgeous actually. And I didn’t say this out loud, but to answer her question, I didn’t know what was wrong with me but for some reason, over the last year, my sex drive had plummeted to unseen lows. I just wasn’t into it. 
 
    “We’re gonna be late,” I said, looking at my watch. 
 
    “You’re such an asshole, Shawn,” she said and slammed the bedroom door in my face and continued getting ready. And she took her damn time about it too. 
 
    In the run up to our nuptials, we’d been fighting quite often. Too often for my liking. Of course, we butted heads over the common things people quarrel over when it comes to planning a wedding, but that was small potatoes. Our big, blow up fights always seemed to revolve around sex or more precisely, the lack thereof. And it was all my fault. 
 
    Tara had an incredibly high sex drive. It was one of the things that attracted me to her in the first place. And we used to go at each other all the time. But lately, well, you know how it is. Longer hours at work, less and less time in the gym, more takeout, bigger waistline, lower energy, and it just snowballs from there. 
 
    She was also an avid dancer. She was in the hip-hop dance club in college and when she went out with her girlfriends on the weekends, well, they went dancing, what else? Another area in which we were complete opposites. This whole thing was her idea, a friend of hers recommended this one dance instructor in the city and here we were, on our way to a miserable afternoon. 
 
    The only time I even considered getting up and lifting a toe in rhythm to the music was when I was near blackout wasted. Otherwise, forget about it.  
 
    So, needless to say, I was none too thrilled with her for scheduling these lessons and forcing me to deal with my problem. 
 
    “Remind me again why we’re doing this?” I asked as I weaved angrily in and out of traffic on the boulevard on our way to the downtown. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know, Shawn, maybe so we can actually dance and have a good time at our own wedding?!” she said, raising her voice as someone cut me off and I laid on the horn. 
 
    “And because I fucking want to? OK?! Is that too much to ask of you Shawn? Jesus, what the hell is with you?” 
 
    We sat in silence for a few minutes before she looked away from me and out the window and muttered under her breath… 
 
    “You can’t dance, you can’t fuck...what can you do?” 
 
    “What was that?” I asked, snapping at her. 
 
    But I heard her and she meant for me to. 
 
    “Nothing,” she said. “Just, nothing.” 
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    Carter, our instructor greeted us with great enthusiasm as we entered through the side entrance. It was a nice place, a typical city-based dance studio you’d seen in TV and movies. Exposed brick walls, hardwood floors, mirrors everywhere. I’m sure you can picture it for yourself. 
 
    Tara’s eyes seemed to light up when she saw our instructor. He’d become a bit of an internet-celebrity-influencer for his popular dance videos he constantly posted on social media. She’d watched them all and I had suspected she’d developed a bit of a crush on him. A suspicion that would eventually be confirmed loud and clear, but I’ll get to that in a minute.  
 
    “Welcome guys, I’m Carter DeArmand, so nice to meet you both,” he shook my hand with a firm grip and then went to shake Tara’s but instead she practically jumped him and wrapped him in a big hug, wrapping her tiny arms around his thick neck. 
 
    The contrast of her thin milky arms around his burly, black neck awakened something in me just then but I didn’t understand what it was. I pushed the feeling aside and tried to act cool even though inside I was burning with jealousy and something else mixed together as Tara held on a little too long for my liking before finally breaking it off. 
 
    Carter was everything I was not. Tall. Sculpted. Confident. Charismatic. Tasteful tattoos up and down his arms. And he could dance.  
 
    Shit, he could probably fuck too, I found myself thinking for no reason at all. Then I pushed that thought away too. Let’s just get this over with and get out of here. 
 
    “Alright,” Carter said, clapping his hand together, “let’s get started with a little warmup to get the blood flowing.” 
 
    Tara looked sideways at me and raised her eyebrows.  
 
    We hadn’t said a word to each other since she made that snide comment about my lack of sexual and dancing prowess back in the car. It had been angry silence between us since that moment. 
 
    “That’s it, Tara. Very nice, yep. Go ahead, Shawn, just start stretching a little, do some jumping jacks, follow your wife’s lead,” Carter said.  
 
    Tara was already bending down to touch her toes and twisting her toros. I don’t know if it was intentional or not, but she was giving Carter quite a nice view of her plump ass. When she bent over, her pants stretched and became almost see through and if Carter had been paying attention (and I was sure he was) he could see her red thong riding up her ass crack while she stretched. 
 
    Carter retreated over to the other side of the room and I watched as Tara’s eyes followed him the whole way. He turned his back to us and bent down to pick up his phone and put on some music. A steady, pulsing dance beat came in over the speaker system that was embedded in the ceiling.  
 
    When Carter wasn’t looking, Tara finally turned to me and whispered, “Oh my god. He’s so sexy.” 
 
    I just rolled my eyes and didn’t respond. It wasn’t uncommon for her to comment about how hot or sexy other men were. It kind of bothered me I suppose, but I was always too polite to say anything at all about it.  
 
    As Carter returned to where we were standing, he got close up behind Tara and locked eyes with me. He raised his eyebrows as if to say, Watch this. And then proceeded to get right up on her, pressing his crotch against her ass, and helping her bend over even further. 
 
    “Go ahead, Tara, really get down there. I can tell you need a nice, deep stretching, don’t you?”  
 
    He was looking at me the whole time as I watched his pants tighten a little around his crotch and saw the outline of his bulge. Holy fuck was it huge.  
 
    The fact that he was basically grinding up against my wife should have bothered me, and on some level, it did. But I couldn’t help but feel aroused at the sight too. And so once again, I just kept my mouth shut and pretended not to care or notice all that much. 
 
    Everything after that kind of happened fast. And to be honest, it’s a bit of a blur. But I remember Tara was practically drooling over him after he helped her stretch and I wondered if she’d felt the heft of his bulge press into her ass cheeks. Probably, I thought. How could she not? 
 
    Something about her changed after that. It was like I didn’t even exist any more.  
 
    Carter demonstrated a series of steps for us to follow. The larger dance was to be broken down into more easily digestible components that we would learn one at a time and then finally piece together into one big number at the end. So, he started with a series of about five steps. Then told Tara and I to give it a try. 
 
    Tara started and I hesitated. She nailed it with confidence and I timidly fumbled my way through and probably looked ridiculous. But neither of them seemed to care anyway. I don’t even think they watched me to be honest. Otherwise, they would have said something about how horrible I was.  
 
    Instead, Carter simply heaped praise on Tara and she just swooned in response. 
 
    “Alright, now you guys are going to meet, lock hands and then Shawn, you dip Tara, pull her back up, spin out, and then we’ll stop there before we move on to the next section.” 
 
    He clapped his hands and we began. I was awkward. It felt like we had no chemistry and anytime I tried to look at Tara she averted her gaze and found something (or someone) else to look at it. When it came time for the dip, I nearly dropped her on the floor and I tweaked something in my ankle.  
 
    “No, no, no!” Carter cut in and stopped us. “Awful, Shawn. Just awful. You’re gonna need a lot more practice.” 
 
    He went over to his phone and started the song over again. 
 
    Tara smacked my shoulder and said, “could you maybe try a little harder please?” 
 
    Carter returned and approached Tara, his eyes seemed on fire with lust. 
 
    “Alright man look, you need to follow this lovely lady’s lead. Those hips don’t lie, you understand? Here, watch me and what I do and then maybe it will click for you.” 
 
    Tara was so smitten she looked like she might faint. Again, it seemed like neither of them even realized I was in the room or still existed on planet earth for that matter. 
 
    They started the steps and when they met and grabbed hold of one another, there was no denying it. There was a serious spark. The sexual tension in the room was at a fever pitch and I’d have been a fool to ignore it and stay silent. 
 
    But that’s exactly what I tried to do and so I guess there’s no two ways about it, I’m a fool.  
 
    Carter added a little extra flair at the end, pressing up firmly into Tara so that his bulge was right between her legs and I heard her let out an audible gasp as he did it. Then he held her close before the big finale where he dipped her, expertly, and pulled her back up into his massive arms and held her there, several seconds too long as they stared breathlessly into one another’s eyes. 
 
    I finally cleared my throat and that seemed to snap them out of it as they finally, mercifully let go of one another. 
 
    Carter went over and paused the music. 
 
    Tara turned to me and said, “Now, that’s how a real man dances. I hope you just learned a thing or two.” 
 
    Carter came jogging back over and high fived Tara. 
 
    “See man, that’s how it’s done, Shawn. Think you can handle all that?” He suddenly sounded more aggressive and looked as though he had just bested me in competition. Only, I didn’t realize we were competing until just then. But it suddenly felt like it. 
 
    And what were we competing for? 
 
    Well, Tara of course. 
 
    My mouth and throat were suddenly dry as a bone and my heart was beating quickly in my chest as I stammered in response. 
 
    “I uh, yeah, I see what you mean. I think I can give it one more try.” 
 
    I suddenly felt as though the walls were closing in on me and that more than anything I needed to get out of there and get some water and maybe some fresh air.  
 
    “You know what, I think I might need to hit the bathroom quickly and maybe get some water too.” 
 
    Carter clapped his hands and gave me a thumbs up. 
 
    “Great call, Shawn. Let’s take a five minute break. Bathroom is over there and there’s a water fountain too.” 
 
    He pointed me in the direction of the facilities and I turned to leave. 
 
    “Shawn, wait,” Tara called after me. As I turned around to face her, a plastic water bottle hit me square in the face and fell to the wooden floor with a rattle.  
 
    “Sorry, thought you could catch,” she said, mocking me before turning back to Carter and smiling. She didn’t care whether I was ok or not. And it was a cheap shot. Of course, I could catch. When I knew it was coming.  
 
    As I approached the bathroom I heard the two of them laughing together and could only guess at what might be so funny. But I had a feeling the subject was me. And my heart sank as my cock rose. I tucked it up into my waistband and tried to think decidedly unsexy thoughts. I was being humiliated and somehow, it turned me on? What was wrong with me? 
 
    I tried to convince myself there was nothing to worry about. We were just having a little fight. She wasn’t going to go off and cheat on me with our sexy, hunk of a dance instructor in the five minutes I was gone going to the bathroom. My imagination was getting the best of me. 
 
    Only it turned out, that’s exactly what would happen. 
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    I went to the bathroom and splashed some water on my face. I took a drink from the fountain and filled up Tara’s water bottle that she’d cruelly chucked in my face. Then I went outside for a brief moment and got some fresh air.  
 
    By the time I got done, I’d managed to fool myself into thinking that Carter was definitely not hitting on my fiance and there was nothing going on between them. They weren’t vibing. There was no sexual tension. I was just imagining things. Everything. Even the fact that somewhere, deep down I was maybe a little turned on by the idea: a work of pure fiction conjured up by a tired and angry brain. My brain. 
 
    I started chastising myself for being so stubborn and standoffish. I knew it was really all my fault and all Tara was trying to do was express her love and affection for me in a physical act. And I constantly found reasons to rebuke her. Of course she’d be mad at me. With a new resolve and better spirits, I walked back inside the studio and told myself I would do better. Sure, I couldn’t dance like Carter and never would. But I could get fifty-percent better. I was sure of that and fifty percent would do just -- 
 
    I stopped cold in my tracks as I rounded the corner. Mouth agape. And there were two more mouths agape in the studio, tongues out, lashing at one another in a passionate, sloppy kiss. 
 
    Of course, as I already alluded to and I’m sure you guessed, they belonged to Tara and Carter. They were making out hard. Eyes shut tight. Tongues down each other’s throats. For a moment, I thought I might faint. Then I thought about running back outside before they knew I was there. And then I thought maybe I’d just run and run and run until...who knew? 
 
    Tara wasn’t wearing a shirt anymore. She was just in her sports bra and yoga pants. I could see the beads of sweat dripping down her torso as Carter groped at her milky white skin with his giant, dark hands. 
 
    I watched them make out for what seemed like an eternity. Then I watched as Tara slowly lowered her hand from Carter’s face down to the bulge in his pants and grabbed it from the outside. She pulled away from the kiss, biting his bottom lip and then looked down at the massive package she now held gently in her hand.  
 
    “Wow,” I heard her whisper. 
 
    “What?” Carter asked, nibbling on her neck. 
 
    “You’re so...huge,” she was starting to slowly tug on him and even from across the room I could see it getting bigger and bigger. 
 
    “What? Shawn’s not this big?” he asked in a joking tone, clearly already knowing the answer.  
 
    “Not even close,” she whispered, still unable to take her eyes off his junk. 
 
    I gulped hard and suddenly my mouth and throat were as dry as a desert once more. I was still frozen in place and unable to move.  
 
    Finally, I cleared my throat. It was involuntary, but it was so dry and scratchy, I couldn’t stop it from happening.  
 
    They both jumped back from each other and quickly looked over at where I was standing. 
 
    Carter only smiled at me while Tara attempted some half-assed damage control. 
 
    “Shawn. Hi,” she started walking over to me. “It’s not what it looks like, uh, it’s not what you think, I mean.” 
 
    “Oh, really? Well, that’s good because it looked like you were about to take out his dick and start playing with it and I think, if I hadn’t come back, you would have definitely cheated on me with our dance instructor.” 
 
    I folded my arms. 
 
    “So, I’m glad it’s neither what it looks like nor what I think. That’s such a relief, Tara.” I was being a sarcastic asshole (as I had every right to be) but for some reason, my words didn’t really seem to land the way I wanted them to and she didn’t seem the least bit worried or threatened by the situation. 
 
    As she got close to where I was standing, her look of shock turned to one of amusement and curiosity as a smile curled onto her lips. 
 
    “Oh. My. God. Shawn? What the fuck is that?” she asked and pointed somewhere below my waist line. 
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” 
 
    “That! In your pants!” 
 
    Carter raised his eyebrows and started to chuckle. 
 
    I looked down in a panic and my stomach dropped. I tried (in vain) to cover my shame as my face must have turned the brightest shade of red in the rainbow.  
 
    “Holy shit. Is this...is this turning you on? You’re so...hard,” she said as she reached where I was standing and reached out to touch my dick.  
 
    “So, when I beg you to fuck me you can’t be bothered and now that I’m about to slut myself out for some big, black cock you’re suddenly ready to go? Hmmm.” 
 
    She kissed me softly on the lips just then and pulled away. Then she walked back over to Carter. 
 
    “Well, I guess if this is what works for you, Shawn, then I guess we’ll just have to roll with it. Won’t we?” she said. 
 
    “Wait, what? What are you talking about?” I stammered as she left me with my dick in my hand, literally. 
 
    “You dirty little freak, Shawn. Why didn’t you tell me this is what you were into? We could have started doing this a long, long time ago,” she said as she placed her hand back on Carter’s bulge and began to bring it back to life. 
 
    “I’m not. I’m not --” I protested, but it was no use. Something inside me switched on in that moment. And it hasn’t switched back off since. I was into it. On some level I even felt it was what I deserved. She needed more than I could ever give her. I wasn’t worthy. This was my fate. But I still wasn’t ready to say it aloud yet. 
 
    So, I stopped talking. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she said. “Now, come over here and sit on the ground. You’re going to watch me get fucked the way I need to be fucked.” 
 
    “Tara, please. I don’t want this --” 
 
    “Oh really? So, if I just dropped to my knees and pulled out hig big, black cock and started sucking it right in front of you...you wouldn’t like that?” 
 
    She got down on her knees just then in front of Carter and placed her head next to his crotch. 
 
    I sucked in a deep breath and held it for four seconds before exhaling deeply, trying to control myself.  
 
    Everything in my head was telling me to deny, deny, deny. But the rest of my body was telling me the opposite. Shut up and watch. You know you want this. Just lean into it. 
 
    I opened my mouth to try once more to get her to stop and deny the whole thing but my heart just wasn’t in and she could tell. 
 
    She smiled and put her hands in the waistband of Carter’s pants and held them there, still and unmoving, for about two long seconds. Then she ripped them down to his ankles and out flopped his giant, dark meat. 
 
    It was the biggest thing I’d ever seen as Tara reached up in awe and wonder and grabbed at it with her tiny, white fingers and wrapped them around the huge, veiny shaft. I saw her engagement ring sparkle in the overhead lights and my cock hardened to steel.  
 
    Then, Tara opened her mouth and inserted the bulbous, dark pink head of his cock into her wet mouth and began slowly, sensually sucking and slurping on his big, black dick.  
 
    I watched, transfixed, as his cock seemed to double in size as she sucked on him. There was a lot of spit foaming up on the sides of his shaft and Tara was moaning like a whore while she blew him. Right in front of me. I couldn’t believe it was really happening. But there it was.  
 
    She beckoned me to come close with her index finger, Carter’s cock was still in her slutty mouth. 
 
    I obeyed and sat down on the floor right next to them. Carter smirked at me and winked and then pulled his shirt off over his head. Tara stopped sucking on him and began to jerk him off from her knees. 
 
    “Mmm, good boy. Are you ready to watch how a real man fucks?” 
 
    Lean into it, I told myself. So, I nodded. Yes, I was. 
 
    My cock was so hard, it was killing me.  
 
    I think Tara could tell by the pained look on my face because then she said, “you can take out your dick and play with yourself if you want.” 
 
    I can? 
 
    What a treat.  
 
    So, I reached into my pants and pulled out my cock. 
 
    Carter started laughing at me. And then so did Tara. 
 
    I’d never been ashamed of my cock before that, but seeing the size of Carter’s next to mine made me feel small and inferior in every way. 
 
    “Holy shit, Shawn. I never thought there was anything wrong with your dick….but now?”  
 
    That made two of us. 
 
    She went back to suck and gagging on Carter’s cock while I watched and played with my pathetic little pencil of a dick.  
 
    Occasionally, Tara would offer words of humiliating encouragement like, “Good boy, that’s it, stroke that wimpy little dick for me.” 
 
    And it would only turn me on more and make me harder and harder. Soon, I was afraid I might burst so I had to slow it down. 
 
    Tara started watching me stroke myself while she gave Carter head better than she’d ever given it to me in all our years together. Then she started laughing, with his dick still in her mouth and spit it out. 
 
    “Hold on, wait. I’m sorry. You just look so sad and pathetic compared to him,” she pointed to Carter, who again just winked at me. “Stand up and come over here, I want to do a side by side comparison,” she said. 
 
    Like a good boy, I did what I was told.  
 
    I got up and stood next to Tara, opposite from Carter. 
 
    Tara shifted her weight and adjusted her position so she was equidistant between our two cocks. She reached up, palms towards the sky and took us each gently in one hand.  
 
    It was a sad sight indeed. Sad for me anyway. 
 
    Carter’s dick dwarfed her tiny little hand and curved down, covering almost her entire forearm. My thin, fleshy prick was hardly two fingers wide and stopped mid-knuckle. I didn’t even make it to her wrist and she had small hands, so that was saying quite a lot. 
 
    Tara and Carter began laughing at me again as she looked back and forth between each of our dicks held gently in her hands. 
 
    “Wow, I can’t believe I was practically begging you to fuck me before we left,” she said looking at my dick. “And just look at what’s about to be inside me now. You know, if you hadn’t brushed me off, I probably wouldn’t even be down on my knees here. We’d probably still be trying to teach you how to dance.” 
 
    She turned her gaze back to Carter who was staring at me like I was the dumbest man alive.  
 
    “Wait, hold on. She begged you to fuck her and you said ‘no’? Man, what the hell is wrong with you?” 
 
    I had no answer and it had in fact occurred to me that had I not resisted, had I not been so quick to blow Tara off, we might not be in this situation right now. But the strange thing was, I searched for remorse and regret and found none. Not being in this situation right now, being degraded and humiliated by my fiance while she prepared to fuck a big, fat cock right in front of me, somehow seemed worse.  
 
    It was a quick transformation, but it came so naturally to me. It all suddenly seemed right and imagining a world where the opposite was true seemed wrong and decidedly not what I wanted anymore. 
 
    So, in response to Carter I just shrugged my shoulders and hung my head. 
 
    “Let’s teach this little wussy a lesson then, lay down and face your man” Carter said as he pushed Tara toward me. She did as she was told and rested her chin on her folded forearms, ass up in the air, waving back and forth slowly to entice Carter and invite him to enter her from behind. 
 
    “This is for you baby,” she said, “I hope you enjoy it as much as I’m going to. Get ready to watch that big, bla-- ohhhhh fucccck,” she said, biting down on the skin just above her wrist and closing her eyes tightly as Carter slipped the first few inches of his bulbous, veiny cock past her pussy lips and inside her wet channel.  
 
    “Holy shit, go slow. That dick is so huge. Oh my good god,” she looked back at Carter as he slowly inserted himself, inch by inch, deep into her womb. Something changed in her then. She got a wild look in her eyes when she saw that hulking mountain of muscle standing behind her instead of me.  
 
    It was pure and raw and carnal. And it made me more turned on and hard than I’d ever been in my life. I was embarrassed and ashamed, sure. But that just made it all the more intense of a feeling. 
 
    Soon she was coming. It was loud and it was hard and it was one of the sweetest, most arousing sounds the world had ever heard. She bit down into her forearm once more and shut her eyes as wave after wave of blissed out pleasure crashed over her entire body. She was shaking and convulsing and swearing and smiling.  
 
    I’d never seen her so happy or so satisfied. And that made me happy and it made me satisfied too. 
 
    “That’s it baby, come on my dick. Let me open you up like your fiance here can’t. I’ll give you exactly what you need,” Carter said.  
 
    “Harder,” Tara whispered. “Harder, I can take it now. Fuck me harder!” 
 
    Carter obliged her request and began speeding up his thrusts as he brought her right to the edge and then slowed down. Then he sped up and slowed down. Right when she was on the edge he would pull back and slow down again, each time building up the tension and the anticipation inside her to a fever pitch until she couldn’t take it anymore. 
 
    The last time, he didn’t stop and he pushed her right over that edge and the sounds she made just then still echo in my skull to this very day. It was the very definition of earth-shattering. In more ways than one. 
 
    “Ohhhh fuckkkkk, I’m coming. I’m coming! I’M COMINGGGGG!!!!” she screamed as her eyes, half-open slits just then with only white showing, rolled back into her head and stayed there so long I was afraid she might have been having a seizure.  
 
    Finally she snapped them open and she stared at me.  
 
    “Holy shit, his dick is so good,” she said to me, smiling from ear to ear. And she repeated that to me about five times as he brought her to yet another orgasm courtesy of his big, black dick. 
 
    “Come in me baby,” she whispered. “Come in me.” 
 
    Carter really started pounding her drenched cunt and I could see the juices trickling down her legs and onto the hardwood floor. Part of me wanted to crawl beneath her and lick them up off the dirty floor with my pathetic little tongue.  
 
    As she was coming, she looked over at me again and I knew it was over. Not our marriage. Not exactly. But any chance I’d ever had of being a real man to her. She may fuck me again but only out of pity and only to remind herself just what she was missing. 
 
    She was changed forever and so was I. 
 
    I was strangely comfortable with that.  
 
    Just then Carter started to empty himself in my fiance. 
 
    “Fill me up, baby, that’s it, that’s it!” she cried as Carter convulsed and tensed and shot his load deep inside her belly. “Oh god yes, so warm, so sexy,” she leaned back and made out with him as the last drops of his come shot out of the tip and into her eagerly awaiting womb.  
 
    She turned over and spread her legs for me. After a few long seconds, a whoosh of air escaped from her lips followed by a few thick gobs of sticky, white come. It ran between her walls and down her legs towards her anus and dropped on the floor below. 
 
    Again, I had the strange urge to bow down in front of her and clean it all up off the floor.  
 
    She eyed me and blew a kiss. 
 
    “Come feel,” she said and beckoned me over with a finger. 
 
    Carter was already cleaning himself up and getting back into his close as Tara invited me between her legs. 
 
    “Stick that little dick in and feel how stretched out I am,” she said. 
 
    I did as I was told and I fell into her with no resistance whatsoever. She was wet and warm and totally worn out. I’d never felt her like that before. It felt nice, but there was no pressure or friction against the skin of my shaft, just wet warmth and no resistance to my thrusts.  
 
    I could feel her and Carter’s juices coating my cock and lubing it up as I pumped uselessly inside her until I could bear it no more.  
 
    Soon my cock was spewing inside her and filling her up with more and more sperm. 
 
    I collapsed in a heap on the floor next to her and tried to cuddle up. 
 
    “You’re so pathetic,” she said, pushing me away. “That was fucking hot, and we’ll definitely do it again, but damn Shawn, you’re pathetic as hell.” 
 
    “I know,” I said. “I know.” 
 
      
 
    ♡ ♡ ♡ 
 
      
 
    After we all cleaned ourselves up, Tara and I drove home together and discussed what happened. We were no longer all hot and bothered and we were no longer upset with each other. Things just felt strange. A good strange, but strange all the same.  
 
    We agreed to still get married. But we also agreed that we both felt comfortable with what happened and were eager to keep exploring what we’d discovered about ourselves in the process.  
 
    We continued going back to Carter for dance lessons leading up to the wedding and believe it or not, I actually learned enough to get out there and not embarrass myself when the day came. We lead an active sex life, albeit unconventional. But hey, it works for us and that’s all that matters.  
 
    Sure it’s nowhere near traditional and I can’t believe it myself, but we had a happy ending after all. At least, by our definition. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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 Chapter One 
 
    Emerald Hills Country Club was one of, if not the most, exclusive country clubs in all of Southern California which placed it high in the running for most exclusive country clubs in the entire nation, and probably, the whole world. 
 
    Yes, the people who belonged there were not only one-percenters, many of them were one-tenth-of-one-percenters. They had more money than just about anyone, more than even Jed Clamppet. 
 
    The Caldwells, Derrick and Christine, were two of these such people. Derrick was a bit of a pushover and was a little too agreeable for his own good. At just under six-feet tall, he was thin and lanky and didn’t have much in the way of muscles to speak of. He wasn’t particularly handsome, but then he also wasn’t ugly either. Nor was he charming or outgoing and to be perfectly frank, he didn’t have good posture and he wasn’t particularly funny aside from the occasional well-timed movie quote he often managed to pull out when the situation called for it. 
 
    No, just about everything about Derrick, from his appearance to his personality, were right around average, or right below it in some areas. 
 
    But there were two things about him that were not average at all. In fact, in these two categories and these two categories alone did Derrick Caldwell find himself firmly among the one-tenth-of-one-percenters. 
 
    The first was money. Derrick had shit ton of it. His net worth was estimated to be somewhere firmly in the nine-figure range. That’s hundreds of millions for those keeping track at home. But don’t worry, it was nowhere near approaching the one-billion mark. He wasn’t a monster.  
 
    The second thing was his wife, Christine. She was a knockout, a smoke show, a babe, a dime piece, a complete and total bombshell. 
 
    All of the above. 
 
    Times a hundred plus infinity. 
 
    Her body had been carved in stone to the absolute perfect, firm, supple and oh so very ripe proportions. Rich, luscious lips. Long, silky legs. Curves in all the right places. Her golden blonde hair glistened and glowed like the sun itself. 
 
    And her breasts? 
 
    Oh my. 
 
    Oh my, those breasts.  
 
    They were just, well, they were just magnificent indeed.  
 
    The finest work of art ever produced by the finest plastic surgeon in all of Southern California. And considering the proximity to both Hollywood and the San Fernando Valley, that was saying quite a lot. 
 
    To everyone who encountered the Caldwells, it was painfully obvious. 
 
    Christine was a trophy wife. 
 
    Here she was, a spry twenty-eight year old with perfect tits who could bend over to touch her toes and lick her own asshole if she wanted and Derrick was, well he was Derrick.  
 
    A forty-two year old man of what could charitably be described as average attractiveness who’d, as a pimply-faced twenty-something, made an absolute fortune investing in companies around Silicon Valley and had now “retired” to paradise and needed a goddess with which to enjoy the view. 
 
    And they were right.  
 
    Derrick didn’t care. 
 
    So what? 
 
    He knew he’d only been able to snag a girl like Christine because of his money. But she still loved him and he loved her. And that was all that mattered. 
 
    Wasn’t it? 
 
    Well, there was one thing that did bother Derrick.  
 
    The sex. Not that they didn’t have it, they did...but he knew it was lacking. To put a finer point on it, he knew it was he who was lacking.  
 
    He thought about it especially when he was at Emerald Hills with his rich “friends” playing golf or eating in the restaurant. Two activities that he participated in frequently now that he was “retired.” 
 
    It was the taunting.  
 
    The snide comments. 
 
    The need to crush, not just win. 
 
    The dick-meauring, as it were. 
 
    Derrick was a lot of things, smart, calculating, shrewd, kind, and thoughtful. 
 
    But an alpha male he was not.  
 
    And at Emerald Hills, among the wolves, he had a hard time finding his place in the pack. 
 
    These “friends” of his and they were “friends” with quotation marks because Derrick knew full well that if not for all the money he had in his various bank accounts and all the vacation homes scattered across the globe, he had nothing in common with these people and had they all been typical working-class stiffs anywhere else in America, they simply would not hang out with each other.  
 
    That was an open and shut case as far as he was concerned.  
 
    Again, that didn’t bother him though.  
 
    It was the things they said to him. 
 
    Particularly the things they said to him about Christine. 
 
    Yes, they were only teasing him. But it was like they knew. Like they could smell it on him, somehow they were picking up on his energy and even though they didn’t consciously mean it, they could just tell.  
 
    Derrick wondered if there was such a thing as little dick energy. He supposed there probably was because he supposed it probably emanated from him wherever he went.  
 
    The most recent overture had come in the middle of his backswing, from Ronnie Cook, a regular in Derrick’s foursome. Of course, once Ronnie started in, Mitch and Frank joined the fray and piled right on top. 
 
    It was on the 11th tee and Derrick was having the round of his life. He was four under and cleaning the floor with the other guys. Sure, there was some money on the line, but between guys with bank accounts as big as theirs were, the bragging rights and pride were far, far more important.  
 
    Ronnie hated losing. Hell, they all did. But Ronnie turned into a spoiled little brat when things weren’t going his way and he liked to try to hit guys where he thought they were vulnerable. 
 
    Derrick was in the middle of his nice easy wind up, ready to let ‘er rip one more time when Ronnie started talking to Mitch and Frank a little too loudly. And while he may have been aiming his words at them, he was really talking to Derrick. 
 
    “Boy, I saw Christine at the pool yesterday. Hummina hummina,” he whistled, “that yellow bikini. Can’t believe Derrick let’s her out of the house like that.” 
 
    Derrick tried to ignore Ronnie, but couldn’t and hooked his ball into the second cut and the round fell apart from there.  
 
    As he was paying Ronnie at the end of the round (the prick had ended up winning by one lousy stroke in the end), Ronnie decided to keep needling him. 
 
    “Hey Derrick, I’m serious Christine’s a whole lotta woman. You sure you know what you’re doing with that? Because she looks like one thirsty girl the way dresses when you’re not around.” 
 
    This drew laughter and a snickering from Mitch and Frank. 
 
    Ronnie leaned in and lowered his voice and put his arm around Derrick’s neck. 
 
    “And uh, if you ever want me to step in and show you how a real man swings it, well you just let me know. Because I’m more than willing. I’m sure Christine wouldn’t mind.” 
 
    He grinned and winked and Derrick wanted to punch his lights out but he didn’t. Because he couldn’t. 
 
    For two reasons. 
 
    The first was that Derrick wasn’t that kind of guy, not by a long shot. He avoided confrontation at all costs. So, he simply smiled like an idiot and tried to laugh it off.  
 
    The second reason was that deep down, he knew it. Ronnie was right. He couldn’t satisfy Christine. In their couple of years together he was rather certain he’d never brought her to climax. 
 
    Sex with him was more like a chore for her and given his age and physical fitness levels, well at least for her sake the chore never lasted all that long. 
 
    For all Derrick knew, Christine was cheating on him right now. But he hated that thought. He didn’t think she’d do that to him. 
 
    Or did he? For a brief moment he pictured Christine with another man. Not Ronnie, it was more of an amorphous blob that resembled the idea of a man. One with a cock that was a great deal bigger than his. One that could actually please her.  
 
    For the briefest of seconds, he found that idea very arousing and this scared him, so he pushed it away. 
 
    It wasn’t the first time he’d felt that tingle go down his spine while his friends teased him about his inability to please his wife, which in reality they couldn’t possibly know for a fact, but he knew it was something to fear, more than that, to be ashamed of.  
 
    What kind of man gets turned on by the idea of his wife cheating on him he always wondered? 
 
    He pushed the thoughts safely away, and went to go meet Christine at the pool for a late lunch-early dinner kind of thing at the club’s poolside bistro and bar, Dante’s. 
 
    But when he arrived on the pool deck to see his wife picking up the contents of her bag off the ground with the help of an especially handsome, well-built gentlemen in a custom tailored suit, that feeling returned with a vengeance and this time, Derrick struggled mightily, despite his best efforts, to push it away. 
 
    And he wondered just exactly what that meant. 
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    Chapter Two 
 
    Ezra Ellington was a powerhouse. A true alpha. Dominant personality, dominant physique. Standing at six-foot-five and weighing nearly two-hundred and twenty-five pounds of lean, sculpted muscle, he had been a standout, two-sport star at UCLA and would’ve been an NBA lottery pick if he hadn’t blown out not one, but both of his knees in back to back seasons, effectively ending his career.  
 
    But Ezra was sharp as a tack had plenty of options. He would go on to start his own hedge fund, Bluestone Investments, and within ten years he was a newly minted billionaire going to war with the titans of Wall Street and often coming out the victor. There were whispers that Ezra’s money may have been a little too smart, that perhaps something untoward or even illegal was helping the team at Bluestone beat The Street time and again, but if that were true, they could never prove it. 
 
    Eventually, Ezra got bored and he closed up shop and moved back home to the west coast. When you’re as sharp and as talented as a guy like Ezra, you’re always looking for the next challenge. The next mountain to climb. The next whatever. 
 
    But that next whatever happened to find him one night in a bar in downtown L.A. Only it wasn’t a movie or a record deal or a hot new tech investment. 
 
    This new thing brought him a bigger high than any stock trade or slam dunk he’d ever made in his life and he couldn’t believe it was real.  
 
    A middle-aged man of about forty-five approached him one night at the bar where Ezra had been drinking alone after a boring pitch meeting with some investor friends of his. It wasn’t the opportunity he’d hoped for and he knew a loser when he saw one, so he declined to pursue it any further. 
 
    It wasn’t very late so the seat next to Ezra was empty. This guy sat down next to him and offered to buy him a drink. 
 
    Not a big deal. It still happened from time to time when Ezra was in the L.A. area. He did set the freshmen scoring record at one of the most prestigious basketball universities in the entire country. Quite a few people still remembered his name and recognized his face. 
 
    The surprise came when the guy hung around a little longer than most people would deem polite and suddenly motioned for Ezra to turn around. He pointed out his wife who was standing at a high-top table about a dozen feet away from the bar.  
 
    “She’s a huge fan of yours,” the guy said to him with a wink and a nod. 
 
    But Ezra was too busy picking his jaw up off the floor to answer.  
 
    The man’s wife was one of the sexiest women he’d ever seen. 
 
    She was wearing a tight black dress and her tits were basically popping out onto the table in front of her. 
 
    “You know, she’d really love to fuck you,” the guy said to him. 
 
    Ezra nearly choked on his drink as right at that very moment he’d been thinking about what it would be like to stick his big, black cock between those luscious milky white breasts of hers.  
 
    “Come again?” 
 
    “I’m serious. She’s all yours if you want her. Our hotel is just around the corner.” 
 
    Ezra studied the man up and down to see if he was messing with him. 
 
    He looked back at the man’s wife and then back at the man’s eyes. 
 
    The man was serious. Ezra could see it plainly. 
 
    He was excellent at reading people. 
 
    And so he decided to say alright. Before he could really consider his options, weigh the tradeoffs and the benefits, and think it over, the word was out of his mouth and he was committed. Ezra rarely made a decision in his life that quickly. Especially not a serious one with serious consequences. But there he was, saying alright to a strange proposition from a strange man in a bar he’d never been to before.  
 
    But if there was one common thread between his basketball and business careers it had been this: if you’re open: take the shot, ask questions later. It had served him pretty well thus far and he supposed this was just one of those instances. His instincts kicked in and took over for him.  
 
    “But, there’s one catch,” the man said.  
 
    “I figured you were messing with me,” Ezra said with a smile, “but I wasn’t about to take a chance saying no, your wife is one fine woman, if you don’t mind me saying that to you.” 
 
    “Oh I know, and I don’t mind at all. And I’m not messing with you man, not one bit. The catch is, I want you to fuck her too. You see, I’m the kind of guy who likes to watch, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    And Ezra did know what he meant. At least a little bit. He’d heard of couples who were into this kind of thing but he always thought it was probably a myth. Something that only existed in fantasies and porno movies.  
 
    But the man took the liberty of giving him the whole spiel about her being a hotwife and him being a cuckold and how they really got off as a couple finding hot, dominant alpha males to be the “Bull” in their relationship whenever they went away on vacation together. 
 
    At first, Ezra thought the whole thing sounded a little too weird for him. She was fine as all hell but he didn’t know how comfortable he was with the husband watching and him having to assume the role of the Bull and all that.  
 
    But then, he thought, it had been a while since he’d been laid and well, they say you should try everything once. 
 
    So, Ezra shrugged his shoulders and said, what the hell.  
 
    “Alright, I’m game,” he said.  
 
    And the man’s face lit up as he turned and nodded to his wife. 
 
    Ezra eventually joined them at their table for a few rounds of drinks to get everyone acquainted and their inhibitions lowered just enough before the three of them left the bar and returned to the couple’s hotel suite just a few blocks away as the clock approached midnight. 
 
    He was, understandably, a little nervous at first. But thankfully this was not the couple’s first time and they were both very nice and made him feel at ease. 
 
    Well, that and the man’s stunning wife stripping naked in front of him and giving him a world-class lap dance while he and the husband had another cocktail. 
 
    Within seconds, his ten inch python was hard as a rock and the only thing he could again find himself thinking about was sticking his big, black cock between her beautiful white breasts and titty fucking her senseless.  
 
    “Now remember, don’t hold anything back. She’s all yours and she wants to be fucked like the slut that she is,” the husband said, “isn’t that right, honey?” 
 
    “Mmmhmm,” she whispered as she backed her ass up on Ezra’s lap, her firm ass cheeks serving as a quasi-bun for Ezra’s hot dog, as it were, as she ground down and around, pulsing and twerking to the beat. He didn’t remember what the song was, but the next thing he knew, the wife spun around and dropped to her knees before him on the carpeted floor and began running a hand over the outside of his designer jeans.  
 
    Ezra remembered looking over at the husband, thinking surely at any moment, the jig would be up and it would all turn out to be a joke. Or worse, the husband would suddenly think better of it and come to his senses as he flew into a rage over his wife whoring herself out like that for a perfect stranger they’d just met in a bar around the corner.  
 
    But none of that happened.  
 
    The man just smiled and nodded his head and mouthed the word enjoy. 
 
    And enjoy he did. 
 
    While he wasn’t quite a natural, he thought he did pretty well for his first foray into this new world of sin and debauchery. 
 
    The husband and wife coached him up a bit to bring his performance up to something close to the standard they were used to with their other “bulls,” as they kept referring to them. 
 
    Ezra was to be the dominant one in the room. He was to treat the wife, essentially like a slut (in the most respectful, tasteful way possible), and he was supposed to provide the kind of experience that would allow the wife to taunt and tease the husband. Ezra was encouraged to join in occasionally, as long as he remained respectful of the boundaries: taunt and tease, sure, but never venture too far into outright humiliation and degradation. 
 
    Some people liked to be completely humiliated, they informed him, but that wasn’t so in their particular case. 
 
    The crux of the experience was this: his wife was too hot for him, too sexually insatiable to ever be satisfied fully by him and his below average equipment. And so she needed to take additional, big-dicked lovers in an attempt to quench what, in this fantasy, was an unquenchable thirst for well-hung alpha males. 
 
    And that night, Ezra was lucky enough to be the well-hung alpha male. 
 
    The bull in the room.   
 
    The couple was in town for a week and as a result, Ezra got one hell of an introduction to the lifestyle. He was instantly and hopelessly hooked. 
 
    The feeling of dominating another man’s wife right in front of him was unlike anything he’d ever experienced on the basketball court or on Wall Street executing trades worth tens or even hundreds of millions of dollars. The rush of those activities was great, but it was nothing compared to being The Bull In The Room. 
 
    Making that man’s wife come over and over again while her husband just sat and watched, and got off on it? He couldn’t believe it was a real thing.  
 
    Like any true alpha male, Ezra enjoyed a good power trip. Dominating on the court and in business gave him that, sure enough. And he loved it.  
 
    But this? This was power plus pleasure and it was one potent, explosive combination that he simply found irresistible. 
 
    It consumed him. It became not only the next thing, but the only thing. 
 
    He quickly formed a little business of sorts. Off the books, of course, and became somewhat of a legend in these certain circles of like-minded people who were interested in his services. 
 
    Simply put, a guy like Ezra was always in high demand.  
 
    He eventually settled down in a nice, custom-built, modern-mega-mansion overlooking the Pacific Ocean where he often entertained and performed his services for his uber-exclusive and super elite client list, a list that Ezra had recently joked, was even harder to get on than the country club he’d just jumped through several hoops to join. He’d had to call in a few favors with some of his most powerful friends, including a U.S. Senator whose wife he’d had the pleasure of fucking on several occasions, to get accepted at Emerald Hills. 
 
    He was getting a tour of the club and the sprawling grounds when a blonde bombshell, who he would come to later know as Christine Caldwell, brushed up against him. She was walking with her head down and didn’t notice him. 
 
    The blonde bombshell dropped her designer bag filled with designer things which spilled all over the cement floor just outside the club’s poolside bistro. 
 
    “I’m sorry, excuse me,” he said, even though it had been her fault. “Let me help you with that.” 
 
    Ezra knelt down beside her and noticed the biggest diamond engagement ring he’d ever seen and a matching wedding band studded with diamonds that easily had to be worth five or even six figures. Each. 
 
    When he crouched down to help her, he met her eyes and knew instantly. 
 
    It was a skill he’d developed. 
 
    Or maybe it was natural. 
 
    But he could always tell. 
 
    Her husband hasn’t fucked her right in years. Because he won’t or because he can’t? Either way, it doesn’t matter. She’s dying for some good dick. And that’s something I can definitely help her with. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said with an embarrassed smile that all but confirmed his suspicions. 
 
    She accepted her phone from his outstretched hand, brushed a blonde curl from her face, and was gone. 
 
    But not from his imagination. 
 
    For the next several nights, the blonde bombshell would visit him in his dreams and do all kinds of freaky, nasty things to him and his body. 
 
    He had to have her. 
 
    And, as whenever Ezra Ellington had to have something or especially someone, he would. 
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    Chapter Three 
 
    Christine Caldwell was the hottest woman Emerald Hills Country Club had ever seen and given that it was one of the most exclusive clubs in Southern California, that was saying quite a bit. 
 
    And Christine knew it. 
 
    She understood who she was and why people regarded her the way they did. She was hot. She was goddess-like in their eyes, a perfect specimen. 
 
    Well, almost perfect. 
 
    But her marriage to Derrick and a trip to the finest plastic surgeon in the world had corrected those two minor rounding errors by the big man upstairs.  
 
    Now she had it all.  
 
    More money than she knew what to do with. 
 
    A rockin’ hot body. 
 
    Access to the most exclusive clubs and restaurants and the ability to be anywhere, do anything, and have anything she wanted. 
 
    All she had to do, basically, was snap her perfectly manicured fingers and poof, instant manifestation of any desire on the planet. 
 
    Except there was one small, tiny, itty, bitty little thing that was missing. More like bothering her.  
 
    Derrick’s dick. 
 
    It wasn’t a surprise, she’d slept with Derrick a few times before the wedding and it was fine. She supposed.  
 
    But in her previous life as a wild, party girl in the City of Angels, Christine had been a bit of a groupie for one of the professional basketball teams in the greater Los Angeles area. 
 
    Or maybe it was both of them? 
 
    She never really kept track of sports.  
 
    And she thought she’d probably hooked up with a few baseball players too along the way, but eventually she was getting so much premium dick, she’d simply lost track.  
 
    Point being, she was a size queen who was used to big, strong alpha males with big swinging dicks who knew how to use them. 
 
    One time, she even took on the whole starting five in a birthday gangbang the day she turned twenty-five. She’d had a pregnancy scare the following month and thankfully dodged a major bullet in not having to work through which of the five may have been the father.  
 
    At that point in her life, Christine’s sole purpose in life, aside from her job at an L.A. talent agency (at which she excelled), was to seek out and find the biggest dicks she could get her hands on (or mouth) and then let them fuck her senseless. 
 
    Derrick knew none of this, of course. At least, not all the hot and lurid details.  
 
    But as she approached the big three-oh, she eventually convinced herself that it was time to settle down, to find someone stable and uh, rich. She couldn’t settle down with a young, professional athlete. 
 
    She knew that wouldn’t be able to last. Plus, most of them didn’t want to be tied down anyway so the pickings were slim, as they say. She wanted something more...boring, stable. And she even came to the conclusion that she would be willing to compromise on dick size to get the deal done. No one was more surprised than her at this development. 
 
    Derrick was perfectly boring and perfectly rich and he treated her like a queen. There was no request that he would even consider denying her.  
 
    And she loved him for it. 
 
    Really, she truly had developed a deep love for her husband but she had to concede that despite her best efforts, it was more like a friendship kind of love at the end of the day. 
 
    That raw, passionate lust was missing. There wasn’t much in the way of physical attraction. At least on her end.  
 
    Obviously, she knew Derrick found her, as every single man in the world did, extremely attractive.  
 
    And for a while, two years give or take, that had been enough for her. 
 
    She thought she could get past the lack of intense, physical connection and just get by with a great friendship, occasionally decent sex, and all the money she could ever need. 
 
    But lately she had to admit, she was feeling empty. 
 
    Between her legs. 
 
    She hadn’t been fucked right in nearly three years now and simply put, she missed big, strong men with big, thick cocks dicking her down to the point where she had just a little bit of trouble walking the next day. 
 
    She loved that feeling and she missed it.  
 
    She was on her way to Dante’s to meet Derrick for a bite to eat and had been going through her own, personal sexual highlight reel, a greatest hits playlist if you will, of all the good dick she’d gotten over the years, when she bumped into a tall, chestnut-skinned man in a power suit. A man who’s name she would later come to know as Ezra Ellington.  
 
    The man apologized sweetly, even though it wasn’t his fault, and he bent down to help her collect her things from the concrete floor. 
 
    What a gentleman. 
 
    What a fine, fine specimen Christine couldn’t help thinking.  
 
    And soon, she couldn’t help thinking what the man might look like naked and of course, what kind of heat he was packing.  
 
    She glanced at his crotch and could tell reasonably well that he was, in a word, huge. She had a special knack for identifying men with big dicks. A kind of sixth sense.  
 
    If she had to guess, she’d put it at about ninety-five percent accurate.  
 
    While she was thinking of this, she felt a tingle between her legs and felt herself getting wet and horny. 
 
    Embarrassed, she manages to get out a “thank you,” before abruptly leaving the man in her dust. 
 
    But that chance encounter awakened something inside her even though she wasn’t fully aware of it at the time.  
 
    An itch that eventually would have to be scratched. 
 
    Because one way or another, with a size queen like Christine, it always does.
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    Chapter Four 
 
    Lunch was both highly enjoyable and utterly forgettable as both Derrick and Christine had been hungry, ravenous even, and were in a rush to leave the club and return to their palatial estate overlooking the Pacific Ocean - although each had their own reason for the hurry. 
 
    Derrick wanted to get home, take a shower, and look over an investment proposal a friend of his from the east coast had sent over regarding an early-stage startup that he believed showed tons of promise. While Derrick was technically retired, he still had to do something with his time and money and so he did what he knew best. 
 
    Christine wanted to get home and get fucked. 
 
    Hard. 
 
    She didn’t care what she had to do. She was going to get Derrick to give it to her good. What was that saying? It’s not the size of the boat? Something to do with the ocean? 
 
    She couldn’t quite remember but she knew she’d heard something to that effect and basically it’s message was this: guys with small dicks could keep up with and even outperform their bigger-dicked counterparts as long as they knew how to use it.  
 
    Or some such thing. 
 
    She’d always been skeptical and assumed it was a silly saying someone made up to make guys with small dicks feel better, but now she was desperate and hoped that perhaps, with some coaching, the old adage could prove true for her husband. 
 
    Otherwise, she feared, they might be in trouble. And she just might have to do something drastic. And with the prenup Derrick’s lawyers had insisted quite forcefully that she sign, she’d be running quite a risk doing something like that. Quite a risk indeed. 
 
    As soon as they stepped into the foyer, Christine decided to jump his bones.  
 
    She began kissing him feverishly and running her hand up and down his very average, doughy body. 
 
    “What’s all this, honey? What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m so horny,” she said. “I need you to fuck me. Now.” 
 
    Derrick sighed nervously.  
 
    Christine could feel he was hard as rock but he was also hesitant, as if his mind was elsewhere.  
 
    And indeed it was. He was nervous about pleasing her. After the brutal ribbing Ronnie and the guys had given him, well, you could say they’d gotten inside his head and performance anxiety was already setting in.  
 
    But luckily Derrick thought, he had a ready-made excuse to get out of this predicament.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Christine. I’d love to really, but Kirk just sent over that investment proposal and I think this could be a really big winner for us.” 
 
    And as the words left his mouth he stared at his wife. His bombshell of a wife who was begging him to fuck her and he wondered what in the hell was wrong with him. He should be ripping her out of that dress and ravaging her body all over his thirty-million dollar castle like the King that he was. 
 
    But there he stood, afraid to take what was his. What was being offered up to him on a silver platter. 
 
    He’d never felt more ashamed or embarrassed for himself and his lack of sexual prowess. But Christine wasn’t having any of it. She was all worked up and ready to go.  
 
    Derrick couldn’t remember ever seeing her like this and wondered what in the hell had gotten into her that had her behaving so strangely all of a sudden. 
 
    His mind flashed to the encounter he’d witnessed with the tall, black gentlemen earlier and for a brief moment he wondered… 
 
    “I don’t care, Derrick,” she said, snapping the thin thread of thought Derrick had been following in his mind and pulling him back into the present moment.  
 
    “We have more money than we could ever need, you say that all the time. I want you to fuck me.” 
 
    She said it with a nasty, hard edge that really made Derrick’s dick jump. 
 
    Christine pulled him close and kissed him hard again and Derrick realized he didn’t have much of a choice. She was going to get hers. She was making that abundantly clear. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Soon they were naked, in bed, in a room that had a larger square footage than most people’s entire homes and Derrick slid his thin, fleshy pencil into Christine’s wet slit and they were off to the races. 
 
    At first, things seemed to be going pretty well. At least from Derrick’s perspective. Christine was writhing and moaning beneath him yelling, “yes, that’s it, fuck me harder. HARDER!” 
 
    “Really get it up in there,” she was whispering. “Don’t be afraid to hurt me a little, I like it rough.” 
 
    Soon the instructions were getting more specific and it was almost like she was coaching him up a little, which Derrick didn’t mind. Christine, for the first time that he could remember, genuinely seemed to be enjoying herself and he was getting the sense that maybe, just maybe she was on the edge of a real-life, authentic orgasm courtesy of good ol’ Derrick Caldwell. 
 
    And he was half right. Christine was on the edge of an orgasm. But she had given up on the idea of Derrick being the one to provide it about three thrusts into the whole affair and while she instructed him on what to do, she closed her eyes tightly and thought about the sexy black man she’d bumped into just a few hours ago and what it would feel like to have his big, dark cock ravishing her insides.  
 
    That was what had her on the edge of an orgasm and she thought that if she could just get Derrick to reach a hair or two deeper she might actually achieve one and keep her deepest, darkest thoughts at bay for the time being so that she wouldn’t have to go and do anything drastic.  
 
    But no sooner did she have that thought than she began to feel a strange sensation. Like a fleshy balloon was deflating inside her. 
 
    She realized Derrick was suddenly going soft in the midst of fucking her. 
 
    And she lost the edge. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” he kept whispering as he retreated from her body and towards the edge of their bed.  
 
    There’s nothing sexier than hearing a man whisper he’s sorry after he’s just lost his erection mid-fuck, she thought to herself. With all the sarcasm in the world, of course.  
 
    And then she had another thought.  
 
    Perhaps she was going to have to go and do something drastic afterall.

  

 OceanofPDF.com


   
    Chapter Five 
 
    Derrick had never been more embarrassed in his entire life. Nothing, not even his most awkward years in high school, came close. 
 
    He thought again, with great horror, how he’d simply just lost it. Just like that. Deflated like some pathetic balloon. 
 
    But how could that have happened? 
 
    If he was honest with himself, he was getting older. And he could probably stand to lose a little weight and hit the gym more. His world class personal trainer had given him a diet and nutrition plan to follow plus all the right exercises and what days to perform them. He just simply hadn’t. 
 
    But what was the point? 
 
    Not only was he probably less than adequate in the size department, he was now, and there was no getting around it in his mind, a limp-dicked loser.  
 
    And no amount of money was going to be able to make up for that when it came to his wife. Surely Christine was used to bigger and better. 
 
    He’d done his homework, or rather Derrick had his “people” do his homework before proposing. Despite the laundry list of lovers Chistine had evidently taken to bed in such a short time frame, he decided he didn’t care. 
 
    In fact, and this was another secret he kept very close to the chest, he remembered being very aroused by the fact that she got around and didn’t seem to discriminate as long as the gentlemen fit a certain aesthetic. Namely, buff and hung alpha males. 
 
    The thought of Christine fucking other men, other better lovers than he, had always in some way both turned him on and disgusted him. But in this case, all of his disgust was directed at himself, and not Christine, for being turned on by it.  
 
    Again, he had to wonder: what was wrong with a man who found such things incredibly...sexy? 
 
    But he never wanted to find the answer to that question, so like always, he pushed it away or deep down inside him - somewhere in the deep, dark waters of his subconscious where it couldn’t do him much harm...for the time being.  
 
    He was certain that what had just happened was potential grounds for divorce, if Christine took it the wrong way. 
 
    Well, at least we have the prenup he thought to himself. 
 
    A little gallows humor in which he took little to no solace. 
 
    Derrick of course knew he was not her type, in a physical sense, but he knew without a doubt that he was her type when it came to another important thing: money. He hoped that perhaps that would still be enough to keep her from leaving him. 
 
    But all of a sudden he wasn’t so sure. He’d sensed something back there in the bedroom, something he couldn’t quite name or put his finger on, but the dynamic that had been so stable between them through two plus years of marriage had suddenly shifted. And he wasn’t sure what that meant. 
 
    He was up late in his study pouring over the proposal from Kirk but found he could hardly concentrate on the words that were right in front of his face. It seemed to him they were a million miles away and may as well have been hieroglyphics on a cave wall. 
 
    He tried, for what seemed like the tenth time, to read over the documents when a thought occurred to him. His mind flashed to the earlier encounter he’d witnessed between his wife and the mysterious alpha male back at the country club. 
 
    Perhaps, there was indeed another way to keep his wife and keep her happy. No sooner did he have that thought than his penis was standing firmly at attention. In fact it was so hard, it hurt. 
 
    The irony of this was not lost on Derrick. 
 
    And ruefully he thought, perhaps this was an eventuality his subconscious mind, where he’d stored those confusing and arousing feelings to be dealt with later, had been preparing for all along. 
 
    This idea simply made him all the more hard. 
 
    He took out his dick and pleasured himself in his study, alone, to the thought of his wife’s smoking hot body being dominated by another man. 
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    Chapter Six 
 
    While Derrick hid from her, and make no mistake about it, that is what he was doing, Christine pulled out her trusty vibrator and went to work relieving the pent up frustration and tension that had risen to untenable levels inside her. 
 
    For the last two years, she thought to herself sadly, this little buzzing piece of pink plastic and silicone had been the only thing to make her come in a way that was even close to the way she felt when she was stretched wide and big cock was filling her up so good she could feel it all the way in her stomach. 
 
    To put a finer point on it, that little buzzing piece of pink plastic and silicone was the only thing keeping her on the straight and narrow, the only thing keeping her from straying off the path of monogamy, and after what had just happened moments ago, she was starting to fear that it wouldn’t be able to hold her there much longer. 
 
    She closed her eyes and started to fantasize, letting the vibrations from her trusty sidekick relax her muscles. She allowed her mind to wander. 
 
    And it went somewhere very predictable: to the sexy alpha male she’d just bumped into at the club and who she’d been fantasizing about while Derrick was inside her, at least right up until the moment Derrick’s semi-hard dick went soft and turned into a piece of half-chewed bubblegum.  
 
    The thought of it disgusted her and for the first time she could remember, she found herself resenting Derrick for putting her in this position. On some level she knew that was unfair, he was sweet and kind and provided for a life of permanent luxury that before she had only seen glimpses of.  
 
    But on another level, she just couldn’t help it.  
 
    She needed more.  
 
    And as her vibrator began to make her legs quake and her body shiver, she decided she would have more.  
 
    One way or another, she was going to get that sexy dark chestnut-skinned man to give her exactly what she needed, consequences be damned. 
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    Chapter Seven 
 
    Ezra was, once again, balls deep in another man’s wife. A rich couple from Manhattan named Noah and Amy Harrington had flown out to Los Angeles for the week just to meet up with him. Apparently they’d just recently gotten their first taste of the lifestyle at a super exclusive club on a private island in the Carribean and they were hooked. They had the desire and uh, the means to make a trip like this happen. Ezra had also made a mental note of this so-called island and would be investigating how to get there at some point in the not-so-distant-future.  
 
    The husband, Noah, had been referred to Ezra for his services and after a somewhat lengthy verification and screening process, which was standard for any potential clients Ezra was considering taking on, the two began chatting via a private, encrypted messaging service. 
 
    Ezra Ellington took the privacy and anonymity of all his clients as seriously as he took his own regarding these clandestine sexual rendezvous that, if ever made public, could seriously ruin lives and reputations the world over. Ezra would never name names, but a prominent U.S. Senator, who was considered a Presidential-hopeful, and his wife were very, very satisfied clients of his.  
 
    Once Noah sent a few pictures of his wife and described to Ezra with great enthusiasm how hooked she was on BBC ever since their visit to this illustrious Heartbreak Cove, well Ezra couldn’t say no. He just so happened to have an opening the same weekend the Harrington’s had available and now here they were. 
 
    Amy was bent over in front of him, bucking and writhing on his hard dick while Noah sat in the corner, videotaping and taking photos (with Ezra’s prior approval of course and assurances that Ezra’s face would never be shown if they ever decided to post them anywhere, which Noah emphatically insisted they would never do. Although, with the way things were going these days, Ezra put the odds at 50/50 that the Harringtons would be joining the other hotcouples on FansOnly trying to profit from their sexual escapades. Everyone was doing it these days, if not for the money, for the rush). 
 
    But for the first time since he started this adventure, Ezra found he couldn’t focus, he couldn’t focus worth a damn. He was pulled out of the present moment. All he could think about was that bombshell who’d bumped into him a few hours ago at the country club. 
 
    Not that it mattered. Amy was fucking him like a wild woman and coming over and over again as she professed her love and adoration for his, “beautiful, big, black cock.” 
 
    He smiled to himself, she was a good little slut. Very submissive and obedient and he knew he would be playing with this couple again, he would have to. He felt bad he couldn’t give them his full, undivided attention. But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t get the blonde bombshell, her gorgeous tits, and her wedding ring out of his head.  
 
    Though he would never admit it to her, the entire time he was fucking Amy, he was thinking of someone else.  
 
    After she came for a fifth time, he couldn’t help but wonder how hot the sex would be if he were actually paying attention.  
 
    Pretty explosive he thought. 
 
    Eventually, he was able to bust a nut deep inside Amy. The Harrington’s had escalated things quickly it seemed as this time they had wanted to act out a breeding fantasy with Ezra and he was more than happy to oblige and fill her belly with his hot seed. There was nothing Ezra loved more than busting a fat nut inside another man’s wife after he was done using her pussy up. 
 
    The Harrington’s stayed for dinner, then they went at it again for round two, and while they fucked deep into the night, Ezra could never quite get his mind off the country club bombshell.  
 
    Once they left, Ezra was spent. He’d busted about four nuts over the course of the day with Amy and he was exhausted.  
 
    But as he was drifting off to sleep, he began to have visions of the bombshell standing in the doorway, completely naked, not a shred of clothing on her body, only her wedding ring, which she held up for him to see as she walked towards him, hips swaying hypnotically to the rhythm of some unheard drum. 
 
    Ezra’s cock lurched to life as she whispered across the room to him. 
 
    “My husband just can’t satisfy me. I need a big, strong, alpha bull with a big, fat cock to make me come. You can give me that, can’t you baby?” 
 
    Ezra suddenly had the sensation he was falling and his body flinched and snapped awake. He was fully erect and in need of relief. He went to the bathroom and rubbed one out. 
 
    Fifth nut of the day. 
 
    And finally, mercifully, he was able to sleep as the bombshell from the country club was out of his mind.  
 
    But not for long.  
 
    It was a restless night full of lurid dreams and devious fantasies.  
 
    When he awoke the next morning, he knew he was going to have to do something. He had to have her, whoever she was, and he would have her. 
 
    It was then that he decided it was high time he played his first round at his new country club and he had a feeling he might just run into this mystery woman again. 
 
    Ezra took out his phone and called his assistant and told her to schedule him a tee time at Emerald Hills.
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    Chapter Eight 
 
    Derrick awoke on the couch the next morning. Unable to face Christine after what had happened, he decided to work late and crash on the massive sofa in their massive “living room” that was the size of a hotel ballroom. It was not uncommon for Derek to stay up late and spend the night on the couch so it wasn’t as though Christine was likely to think much of it.  
 
    At least, that’s what Derrick hoped.  
 
    By the time he was awake, Christine had already been up for several hours and was now eating a late breakfast outside on the magnificent stone veranda overlooking their infinity pool that appeared to spill right over into the mighty Pacific Ocean. 
 
    He peered out the window at her, making sure he wouldn’t be seen. He quickly grabbed a yogurt from the fridge and a banana and snuck out to the garage where he quickly threw his clubs into the trunk and sped off for his mid-morning tee time at Emerald Hills.  
 
    On the drive there, Derrick tried as hard as he could to focus on the round ahead. He was feeling a little on edge and was still angry and confused about the day before - about everything that had transpired from the ribbing Ronnie and the guys gave him, to losing by one stroke, to his failed attempt at pleasuring his wife all the way up until the moment he jacked off, alone in his study, to the thought of his wife taking another lover - a better, more well endowed one. 
 
    As his roadster hugged the curves of State Route 1 that slithered along the Pacific, he felt himself getting hard again. 
 
    He couldn’t focus on the round ahead. Couldn’t get in the zone no matter how hard he tried. The only thing on his mind was Christine cheating on him. But more than that, it was some weird twisted fantasy where he was ok with it. 
 
    Again, he found himself wondering: how can this be? 
 
    What’s wrong with me? 
 
    They were, for the moment, questions without answers. 
 
    Mercifully, with about five miles to go, he was finally able to zone out and think about nothing at all. 
 
    That is of course until he pulled into the parking lot of Emerald Hills and saw the mysterious, well-built alpha male with dark chestnut skin pulling a bag of clubs out of his trunk and making his way for the entrance. 
 
    Derrick felt his body go numb with excitement as the strong alpha male suddenly slipped into this fantasy he was having about his wife taking another lover.  
 
    Little did Derrick know at the time that he would be seeing quite a bit of this mysterious gentlemen that day. 
 
    Quite a bit indeed.
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    Chapter Nine 
 
    The orgasm had taken some of the edge off but not all. As she sat on the veranda and ate a five-star breakfast prepared by their own personal chef, Christine’s mind oscilated between two thoughts: the first was the sexy alpha male she’d bumped into the previous day and the second was the thought of Derrick going limp inside her mid-fuck. 
 
    One thought made her pussy wetter than the Amazon rainforest and the other as dryer than the Sahara desert. 
 
    She needed a distraction and so he pulled out her phone and began to mindlessly scroll and swipe around. 
 
    Eventually, she was skimming her newsfeed and stumbled upon a headline from a tabloid rag that made her stop and click: ‘Former UCLA great, and hedge fund billionaire spotted at Emerald Hills C.C. - You Won’t Guess What He Was Doing There.’ 
 
    The article, of course, never delivered on the promise of the tantalizing headline and was short on any real facts or details aside from a brief recap of the man’s career and personal accomplishments accompanied by a rumor from an unnamed employee that Ezra Ellington was back in town and looking to join one of the most exclusive country clubs in the entire country. 
 
    And then she saw it. A picture. His picture. It was small but there was no denying it. That was the strong, handsome man that she’d bumped into yesterday and who had, it seemed, made her permanently weak in the knees. 
 
    “So, that’s him, huh? Ezra Ellington,” she whispered to herself as she decided to do a deep dive on the internet to learn more about this mysterious sports-star-turned-hedge-fund-billionaire. 
 
    He didn’t have much of a social media presence to speak of which was anathema to someone like Christine but there was plenty else out there about his storied basketball career and subsequent rise on Wall Street. Christine was intrigued before but now she was obsessed and dripping wet. She had forgotten all about the incident the previous night and in fact probably forgot that she even had a husband. 
 
    Christine got up and went inside expecting to find Derrick sitting at the table eating his usual bland breakfast of yogurt and a banana but he wasn’t there. 
 
    “Where’s Derrick?” she asked their chef who was washing dishes in the kitchen. 
 
    “Umm, I think he left for the club. Said he had a tee time or something he had to get to.” 
 
    “Ryan, you can head home early. I’ll be having a late lunch at the club today.” 
 
    “Ok, no problem.” 
 
    And with that, the chef was out the door and on his way home.  
 
    Christine was in their palatial estate all by herself as she got ready to head to Emerald Hills. 
 
    She didn’t know what she was going to do but she felt a sudden urge to be at the club and see if she could catch another glimpse of this Ezra Ellington. Perhaps she could just...bump into him again? She wasn’t sure what would happen but she knew things would just have a way of working themselves out if she showed up and put herself in the right position. 
 
    The position to...what? 
 
    “To get fucked by some of that good alpha dick,” she whispered out loud for no one but herself to hear.
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    Chapter Ten 
 
    Derrick was changing in the men’s locker room, lacing up his golf shoes, when Ronnie came in and slapped him a little too hard on the back. 
 
    “Mitch had to cancel, something about his daughter chipping a tooth or something. Poor sap. Thank god I never had kids.” 
 
    Derrick looked up at Ronnie and felt the same exact sentiment. Thank god, Ronnie never had kids. 
 
    “Alright, just us three then?” Derrick asked. 
 
    “Nah, they stuck a single with us. Some new guy. Fuckin’ figures,” Ronnie said, annoyed. 
 
    “What’s his name?” 
 
    “How the hell should I know, let’s hurry the hell up and you can ask him yourself, Frank’s already on the first tee.” 
 
    Derrick finished changing and rushed out, alongside Ronnie, to meet Frank and the new guy on the first tee. 
 
    When they rounded the corner from the clubhouse that led to the first tee box, Derrick’s stomach dropped to his knees. 
 
    There he was. The mysterious, strong alpha male was standing right next to Frank on the first tee. Or, more accurately he was towering over Frank on the first tee. 
 
    “Holy shit, is that Ezra Ellington?” Ronnie said, nearly elbowing Derrick out of the way and sprinting over with an over eager hand outstretched. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    In typical Ronnie fashion, he couldn’t stop fawning over this childhood hero of his. Ezra Ellington. Apparently, the man had been a two sport athlete at UCLA - basketball and something else - Derrick thought. But since Ronnie and Frank were completely star struck by this sports stud joining their foursome, Derrick of course - of course - had absolutely no idea who he was and the name Ezra Ellington meant nothing to him. Well, at least not yet anyway. 
 
    Finally, all the fanboy chatter settled down to a murmur and they all got ready to hit their first shot.  
 
    It was odd, in all the comotion Derrick had noticed that Ezra had hardly said two words other than yep and thanks. In fact, Derrick probably had said more than Ezra had this whole time. 
 
    Derrick thought the man seemed aloof, his thoughts somewhere else. Somewhere other than the golf course and this was something that lately Derrick could really relate to. 
 
    But his aloofness and standoffishness didn’t stop him from stepping up to the tee and crushing a perfect drive three-hundred-and-fifty yards, arrow straight, down the middle of the fairway. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Ronnie said. 
 
    “Nice hit, Ezra,” Frank said. 
 
    “Great shot,” Derrick said, but he said it lower than anyone else and so he assumed Ezra didn’t even hear him. 
 
    Ronnie and Frank teed off next and hit their typical shots, not bad but not great, and then it was Derrick’s turn. 
 
    He felt a strange sensation when he addressed his ball. As he was in the midst of his back swing, he did something he never did and decided to swing as hard as he could. Derrick was deadly accurate but he wasn’t particularly long off the tee. That wasn’t his game and he always made sure to stay within himself so that he could achieve his best score possible.  
 
    But this time he felt the sudden urge to grip and rip it and that is exactly what he did.  
 
    And it was a disaster.  
 
    He topped the ball and sent it skidding across the tee boxes and barely, just barely past the ladies and senior tees. 
 
    Ronnie and Frank burst into laughter.  
 
    “You’re one lucky son of a bitch,” Ronnie howled. “Almost had to play the next one with your pants around your ankles and show everyone why Chrstine looks so thirsty all the time.” 
 
    Ezra cocked his head to the side at that last part but didn’t say anything nor did he laugh. He didn’t even crack a smile. 
 
    But Ronnie and Frank’s cackling had gotten to Derrick. He knew it was only a matter of time before Ezra joined in. 
 
    Things began to unravel a bit from there.  
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    They were seven holes in and Derrick was having the worst round of his life. But it didn’t really matter because Ezra Ellington was mopping the floor with the three of them and that’s all anyone was paying attention too anyway. 
 
    He had birdied six of the first seven holes and was on a torrid pace at six under par. 
 
    “Jesus man, how often do you play?” Ronnie asked after his birdie on seven. 
 
    “Honestly, not too much lately. This is my first time in a few months,” Ezra said as if it was no big deal. 
 
    “That’s incredible,” Frank said, “you could play on tour.” 
 
    Ezra smiled and shook his head politely.  
 
    “Nah, that’s uhh, not for me,” he said.  
 
    But Derrick thought that Frank was absolutely right. Ezra Ellington could be a professional golfer. What couldn’t this guy do? So far, Derrick had learned that Ezra was a two-sport standout at UCLA and could have gone pro in either sport if not for injuries. He also learned the man was a multi-billionaire primarily from a hedge fund he’d built from scratch all by himself. And now this?  
 
    Some guys get all the blessings and luck in the world, Derrick thought. 
 
    And then he thought about something else and he had to fight to keep his dick from getting hard. 
 
    He refocused on his tee shot on eight and hooked his ball into the rough. It wasn’t great, but it might have been his best shot of the day. 
 
    Ronnie was having a great round and Frank was playing pretty well too. Nothing compared to Ezra, but still they were crushing Derrick and enjoying the hell out of it. 
 
    And Derrick could feel it coming. 
 
    Ronnie started in on Derrick.  
 
    And that’s when things took a curious turn. 
 
    “You married Ezra?” Ronnie asked. 
 
    Dumb question, Derrick thought. He already noticed that Ezra wasn’t wearing a wedding band and if Ronnie wasn’t so unobservant he would have noticed it too. But then Derrick realized what Ronnie was up to. 
 
    “No, I am not,” Ezra said as he teed up his ball. 
 
    “Bet you wouldn’t guess it, but Derrick over here’s not only married, but he’s got the hottest wife at the club. Can you believe that, Ezra?” 
 
    Derrick noticed Ezra’s attention and facial expression change, he was now listening intently to what Ronnie was saying all of a sudden. 
 
    “Yeah, blonde bombshell. Boy, you should’ve seen that yellow bikini she was wearing yesterday. Holy smokes, right Frank?” 
 
    “Yeah, what I wouldn’t give for a wife like that.” 
 
    Ezra’s face lit up at the mention of these extra details and Derrick could see him putting the puzzle pieces together in his mind. It was an expression he knew all too well.  
 
    “Is that right?” Ezra said with a knowing smile.  
 
    And Derrick felt his stomach drop. 
 
    He braced himself for this new alpha male in the pack to start needling him and making fun of him just like all the other guys. 
 
    Except that’s not what happened. 
 
    Ezra simply teed up his ball and hooked his shot into the rough much in the same manner as Derrick and as luck would have it his ball landed right next to Derrick’s - or was it fate? 
 
    Ronnie and Frank both hit solid shots right down the middle of the fairway and soon Derrick found himself walking step for step towards his ball with Ezra at his side, just the two of them. 
 
    “You know, I don’t think we were properly introduced back there. Lots of chatter going on,” Ezra said with a warm smile. 
 
    “Yeah, Ronnie likes to talk a lot,” Derrick said with a chuckle. 
 
    Ezra reached out and offered a hand to Derrick who took it and shook. Needless to say, Ezra’s hands were massive and strong and Derrick figured he could crush his bones into a powdery mist if he wanted to. 
 
    But Ezra wasn’t a hand-crusher kind of guy, he was firm and fair and didn’t try to show off. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Derrick,” he said. 
 
    “You too Ezra,” Derrick replied. 
 
    “I think I might have bumped into your wife yesterday when I was checking the place out,” Ezra said as he eyes up his approach shot. 
 
    “Oh yeah?” Derrick said, pretending not to know what he was talking about. 
 
    “Like literally, bumped into her. I apologize, I wasn’t paying attention and I knocked her purse to the ground.” 
 
    What a gentleman. Derrick had seen the encounter and had a pretty good idea it was Christine who had absent mindedly bumped into him. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I think she might of mentioned that last night.” 
 
    Ezra smiled, a little embarrassed. 
 
    “Well, please pass along my apologies once again if you don’t mind.” 
 
    “Sure, yeah. I’ll do that.” 
 
    Ezra lined up his shot and hit a beauty that landed on the green about six feet from the hole. 
 
    “Nice recovery,” Derrick said. He didn’t have the strength or the skill to do what Ezra just did so he played it safe and laid up short of the green. 
 
    As they walked towards their balls Ezra snapped his fingers. 
 
    “Hey, what do you say we team up on the back nine against Ronnie and Frank? Take those assholes to task and teach ‘em a lesson?” 
 
    Derrick smiled and felt a strange sensation, almost as if he was making a friend or something. Why was Ezra being so nice to him? 
 
    But he decided not to look a gift horse in the mouth and eagerly accepted the offer.  
 
    And so did Ronnie and Frank when Ezra broached the subject on the ninth tee. 
 
    “Are you kidding me? Absolutely! I know you’re basically a pro Ezra but even you couldn’t beat the two of us with the way Derrick is playing today. You’re on, we’re in.” 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    On the back nine, Ezra kept being Ezra and finished his round at eleven under par (a 59 and a new course record) and Derrick finally found his groove and got back on track. 
 
    They destroyed Ronnie and Frank. 
 
    It was an all time drubbing.  
 
    The money they collected from Ronnie and Frank was, as always, immaterial to people as rich as them. It was the bragging rights, the looks on their faces, the smug satisfaction of knowing they were going home miserable and embarrassed and that you were responsible for their misery. 
 
    There was nothing like it. 
 
    After the round, they showered and changed, and for about an hour, Derrick lost track of Ezra and assumed he’d gone home. 
 
    As he was finishing up in the locker room, he received a text from Christine saying she was on her way to the club and that he should meet her for lunch if he was done with his round. 
 
    For a moment, Derrick thought about lying and saying they were still out golfing or that he’d already left to go home or that he was out with the guys - anything to avoid reliving or rehashing the embarrassment of the previous night when some how, some way, he’d managed to go soft right in the middle of fucking what had to be one of the ten most beautiful woman on the entire planet.  
 
    But before he could decide what to do and type out a response, he felt a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “Derrick.” 
 
    It was Ezra. He startled Derrick a little bit and chuckled. 
 
    “I’m sorry man, didn’t mean to scare you like that.” 
 
    Derrick stared into his eyes and thought that if Christine was one of the ten most beautiful women on the planet then Ezra had to be a top ten male as well. In fact, he could have been named the sexiest man alive if he was just a little more famous, Derrick reckoned.  
 
    “Listen, uhh…” Ezra looked around the locker room to check if anyone was around or listening to their conversation. Derrick followed his gaze and realized they were completely alone in the locker room. 
 
    “Look, I think I can help you.” 
 
    “Help me? With my golf game?” Derrick was confused at first. 
 
    Ezra smiled. 
 
    “No. Not your golf game. Come on, let’s have a drink.” 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    They sat down at the bar. It was just the two of them and once the bartender had delivered their drinks and left them alone, Ezra slid a black business card across the bar to Derrick. 
 
    Derrick didn’t look down at it, he couldn’t look away from Ezra’s intense glare. 
 
    “I’d like to offer my services.” 
 
    “Services?” 
 
    “I can give your wife everything she needs. And more importantly, Derrick, I can give you everything you need in the process.” 
 
    Derrick couldn’t believe his ears. 
 
    “Wait, what - how?” 
 
    Ezra shrugged. 
 
    “It’s a talent I have. I bumped into your wife, Christine, yesterday and I just knew. And I knew I could help. It’s a win-win for everyone involved.” 
 
    Derrick was still completely flabbergasted by Ezra’s polite, but direct offer. Derrick was still slightly in denial and so he decided to keep playing dumb. 
 
    “And just what does my wife need exactly?”  
 
    “A big dick.” 
 
    Derrick scoffed, but even he wasn’t buying his act. 
 
    “My big dick, in fact. She needs someone like me to give her the fucking she deserves and you know it. I hope you take no offense to my offer because I mean no offense. I’m just trying to help. And it’s purely carnal. I have no desire to ruin a marriage. I want to help one.” 
 
    Ezra placed his hand on the jet black business card and slid it closer to Derrick’s hand. 
 
    The letters T.B.I.T.R. were emblazoned in silver ink along with a phone number. 
 
    “The bull in the room,” Ezra said, filling in the blanks for Derrick. “That’s what I do. That’s who I am. I’m the alpha male. The dominant bull that your wife needs to fill her up and make her cum.” 
 
    “Bull?” 
 
    Ezra shrugged. 
 
    “Lifestyle term. I didn’t make it up, it’s just what people refer to as the dominant alpha that a wife cheats on her husband with - with his consent of course. Some people think it’s offensive, some don’t. Me? I take it as a compliment. I love being the bull in the room.” 
 
    Without thinking, Derrick took the card and slid it into his pocket. 
 
    Ezra nodded. 
 
    “Good, take some time to think about it and when you’re ready, just text that number.” 
 
    Ezra stood up and left a hefty tip on the bar. 
 
    But before he left Derrick heard a familiar voice from behind them and his stomach dropped once again. 
 
    “There you are!”  
 
    It was Christine. She was wearing a tight yellow and black dress that fit her like a glove and showed plenty of cleavage. She was all done up and looked hotter than Derrick could ever recall.  
 
    Ezra’s face lit up when he saw her.  
 
    And immediately Derrick thought about what it would be like to watch Ezra grab her, pull her in close, and kiss her deeply right in front of him in the bar. His dick jumped but he pushed the fantasy away. 
 
    “Christine, this is uh,” Derrick stammered. 
 
    Ezra, the smooth alpha that he was, took over and commanded the conversation. 
 
    She held out her hand and Ezra took it and kissed it gently. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Christine. I’m Ezra. I think we bumped into each other yesterday. I must apologize again for my clumsiness.” 
 
    Christine couldn’t get anything out except a nervous, excited giggle. She looked like a teenage girl meeting her favorite pop star. But once she got herself under control, there was no denying the chemistry and sexual tension that now hung in the air. 
 
    Derrick wasn’t a fool. He could sense it. These two wanted each other, and badly. 
 
    They were going to fuck each other’s brains out one way or another. One way or another, they would each get what they wanted. 
 
    The only question was whether Derrick was going to be a willing participant in the whole devious affair or not. 
 
    After some small talk, Ezra excused himself and Derrick and Christine went to have lunch. It was not a quiet lunch, unllike the day before and Derrick couldn’t stop thinking about this lurid, debaucherous fantasy of watching his wife get a proper fucking from another man. And he had a hunch that Christine was thinking about much the same thing.
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    Chapter Eleven 
 
    “Ok, I have to know. How did you happen to meet Ezra Ellington and have him buy you a drink?” 
 
    Christine was leaning forward against the table so that her breasts squeezed together, amplifying and accentuating what was already world-class cleavage. Derrick could hardly focus on her question as he couldn’t help but imagine what they would look like with a big, dark cock poking up between them. 
 
    “Sorry, what? Uhh, Mitch had to cancel today. Something about his daughter chipping a tooth, poor sap. Anyway, Ezra was going out as a single so they stuck him with us and I guess we kind of hit it off…” 
 
    “Hit it off?” Christine said in disbelief.  
 
    “You knew who he was?” Derrick asked, changing the subject slightly.  
 
    “Well, I mean I didn’t recognize him at first when I bumped into him yesterday. But yeah, of course. I remember he was like supposed to be the next MJ or something.” 
 
    Derrick didn’t quite believe Christine’s act, but he couldn’t poke holes in it either. He knew she didn’t really follow sports, but then again neither did he. 
 
    “I’d never heard of him,” Derrick said. 
 
    “Not surprising,” Christine replied. “Tell me about him, what’s he like? I heard he’s like a gazillionaire or something and very, very mysterious. He only has like two posts on all of social media, I mean, like who does that?” 
 
    “We’re gazillionaires, Christine.” 
 
    She frowned at him. 
 
    “You know what I mean, he’s in the three comma club. We’re only in the two comma club. Big difference in status.” 
 
    Derrick waved a hand at her. 
 
    “Anyway, you know...he was nice. Great player. Really long...off the tee.” 
 
    “I’ll bet he was,” Christine said, her voice dripping with unintended sexual innuendo. “I mean, I bet he was a great player, he seems like he probably one of those people who is just great at whatever they do.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Derrick said, then refocusing, “why are you so interested in him anyway?” 
 
    But he already knew the answer, those hunches, those mysterious forces that had been at play were all converging together now and he knew it was all preordained. This was, simply put, unavoidable now. 
 
    “No reason, I mean he’s just a famous athlete turned billionaire. And he’s sexy as hell. But no reason,” Christine said, applying a light touch of sarcasm to her tone. 
 
    Derrick looked on disapprovingly. 
 
    “What? Oh come on, I can’t say another man is sexy? Really we have to pretend we don’t find anyone else attractive but each other?” 
 
    “You find me attractive?” Derrick said, not believing her. 
 
    Christine balked for a moment at the question and it stung Derrick like hell. 
 
    “Of course I do!” 
 
    She said it a little too fast and a little too loud to help cover for the momentary hesitation. 
 
    “Besides,” she said leaning in and lowering her voice, “I should be the one asking that question after what happened last night.” 
 
    Bam. There it was. A slow motion haymaker that Derrick never saw coming. In fact, after that stellar back nine and encounter with Ezra, he had all but forgotten about the events of the previous night when he had somehow managed to go completely limp while balls deep in Christines tight, wet pussy. 
 
    Derrick didn’t reply and the conversation ended right there as they returned to their more normal setting and ate lunch in silence. 
 
    After they paid, they hopped in separate cars and drove home to their mansion by the sea. The entire drive home they each thought of the same thing: Ezra pounding the shit out of Christine.
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    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Derrick was angry and horny. And Christine was just horny. But she didn’t think Derrick would have it in him after what happened the night before and so she was already resigned to the idea of having another date with her pink toy. 
 
    That was when he pounced. 
 
    It was a feeling very unfamiliar to her but she liked the aggressiveness even if she didn’t particularly care for the pasty, doughy, very average looking man it was coming from.  
 
    As Christine was taking out her earrings and tossing them on the nightstand, Derrick crept up behind her and quickly, forcefully unzipped her dress. 
 
    “Derrick?” she said, her voice moving to a higher pitch with shock and surprise and perhaps even a hint of delight. 
 
    He stripped her out of the dress so that her perfect, supple body was completely naked (she of course was not wearing any panties) and spun her around to face him. 
 
    “Do you want to fuck him?”  
 
    Christine stared back blankly at Derrick wondering what in the hell he was saying. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do you want to fuck him?” Derrick said, more forcefully this time. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    She was pretending not to know, but she did. She knew exactly who he was talking about and her pussy began to get wet with anticipation as her heart raced and moved up into her throat. 
 
    “Ezra. Do you want to fuck him?” 
 
    “Why would you ask me something like that?” 
 
    “It’s fine Christine. And because I know you want to, I just want to hear you say it.” 
 
    Christine paused and studied Derrick up and down. She realized he had placed a hand over his crotch and was barely concealing the growing bulge beneath his slacks. 
 
    She placed a hand up to her mouth and gasped softly as she began to fit together the pieces of the puzzle and realized what was happening. 
 
    “Is this...is this making you hard?” 
 
    Derrick nodded slowly, his eyes locked on her’s, burning right through her with their intensity. 
 
    “You want to hear me say that? That I want to fuck him? That I want him to come plunge his big, thick cock deep into my wet slit until I come?” 
 
    Derrick pushed her down onto the bed and began to undress himself. 
 
    “I always knew it,” Derrick said.  
 
    “Knew what?” 
 
    “That I wasn’t enough for you, you know…” he glanced down at his dick that was standing at attention and pointing straight at Christine's open legs. 
 
    She leaned up on her elbows and looked at him and felt remorse.   
 
    “Derrick, I’m sorry. Of course you’re more than enough for me,” she started to say but Derrick held up a hand to cut her off. 
 
    “No, don’t be. I like it,” he said, finally out loud, finally admitting what he had for so long been afraid to admit even in his own private thoughts. And his cock got even harder when he finally confirmed his own suspicions by speaking it out into the universe at long last.  
 
    “Really?” Christine asked, “this is working for you?” 
 
    “Like you wouldn’t believe,” Derrick said. 
 
    Christine beckoned him over with one finger and a sly smile on her face as her pussy flooded with hot juice. 
 
    “Then come over hear and fuck me while I tell you all about how badly I need a big, black cock to come fuck me silly.” 
 
    Derrick almost came right then and there, but managed to keep his jizz inside for the moment. He advanced on her and stuck his fleshy pencil inside her hot wet cunt and pounded away as hard as he could while she whispered all kinds of dirty and lurid things in his ears, none of which involved him. 
 
    And all of which involved Ezra Ellington. 
 
    Derrick eventually busted a fat nut all over Christine’s exquisite breasts after about seven delicious minutes of heavy petting. 
 
    “Did you?” 
 
    “Did I what?” Christine asked. 
 
    “You know, cum?” 
 
    “Honestly?” 
 
    Derrick shook his head yes, he wanted her to be honest with him. 
 
    “Not quite,” Christine said. “I mean, I almost did. I was like really, really close I just…” 
 
    Derrick held up his hand and got dressed. 
 
    “Don’t be sorry,” he said. 
 
    “Where are you going?” she called after him. 
 
    “To call Ezra.” 
 
    “Call Ezra?” 
 
    Derrick turned back and pulled the black business card Ezra had given him out his pocket and tossed it on the bed. 
 
    She picked it up and read it. 
 
    “T.B.I.T.R? I don’t get it.” 
 
    “The bull in the room, he umm, said he could help us. He said he could give you everything you need...we need.” 
 
    “Wait what?” 
 
    “Ezra. The guy we were just talking to a few hours ago? Remember the one you were obsessed with?” 
 
    “Yes, Derrick. Of course I remember, I just don’t understand what you’re talking about.” 
 
    Derrick paused for a moment. 
 
    “Well, I don’t really either. But he gave me the impression that he provided a certain set of services. Big-dicked services. Basically, he fucks wives who are...shall we say, a little underwhelmed by what their husband’s are packing he helps to…” 
 
    “Fill the void?” Christine said, finishing his sentence. 
 
    “Exactly. In more ways than one.” 
 
    Derrick turned again to leave. 
 
    “Wait. You’re sure about this?” 
 
    He paused for a moment. 
 
    “I’ve never been more sure about anything in my entire life.” 
 
    Christine let out a squeal of joy that she just could contain anymore.  
 
    “I love you baby,” she called after him. 
 
    “I love you too, he said. 
 
    It appeared that Christine was not the one who would be doing anything drastic at all, Derrick had taken care of that for her. And for the first time she thought she felt real love for the man that actually extended beyond friendship. 
 
    It was strange and it wasn’t quite what she expected but she was too wet to care. 
 
    While Derrick went in the other room and she listened to his muffled voice coming through the walls, she laid back and fingered herself to the dirty fantasy that was now about to become reality.
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    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Ezra Ellington was nervous. He was already ready to go. He had showered, shaved, and put on something that fit him like a glove and cost several thousand dollars. He smelled phenomenal. Simply put, the man had style and class and oozed sex-appeal. At all times, in all things. He wasn’t cocky, he was confident. He had swagger. 
 
    But there he was, pacing the hardwood floor in his three-story study that had more books than a small college library and wondering if he had misread the situation. He didn’t think he had, he never did, but if he was being honest with himself, he’d expected Derrick would have called him by now. And the fact that he hadn’t had Ezra nervous, plain and simple. 
 
    But he convinced himself that there was nothing to worry about. He made himself a stiff cocktail, an Old Fashioned with extra bourbon, and sat down in an oversized leather chair and tried to take his mind off the whole situation. 
 
    As his mind was finally drifting off to other concerns, his phone began to buzz. Not his personal line. His business line.  
 
    He felt his stomach drop and he was surprised to find himself a bit flustered as he stood up a little too fast and spilled some of his drink over the side of his tumbler glass. Without bothering to wipe up the mess he rushed over to the desk and picked up the phone. It was the phone that belonged to the number listed on the card he’d handed Derrick just a few hours ago.  
 
    As soon as his hand touched the phone and his finger slid across the screen to answer, all of his nervous energy vanished from his body and he was suddenly as cool as the other side of the pillow. All business. In the zone. 
 
    Just like when he stepped out onto the court. Or into the board room....or the bedroom for that matter. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Ezra?” a muffled voice on the other end said. 
 
    “Derrick, I thought I might be hearing from you. And I have to say, I’m excited to get this call.” 
 
    Ezra paused for a moment and listened to Derrick speak. 
 
    He checked his watch, a yellow-gold Rolex Submariner with a blue face, and smiled. 
 
    “Let me take a look,” he said and took his personal phone out of his pocket and punched an address into the maps app. 
 
    He let out a light chuckle. 
 
    “You’re never gonna believe this,” he said. “I can be there in four minutes.” 
 
    He waited for the voice on the other end of the line. 
 
    “Yep, I’m only three doors down from you it looks like. We’re neighbors. Small world, huh?” 
 
    Again, he waited for the voice on the other end. 
 
    “Alright then, and no that’s alright, I’ll bring something special from my personal cellar to mark the occasion. This is going to be one special night for all three of us.” 
 
    And with that he hung up the phone, grabbed a bottle of the ‘45 Romanee-Conti, and hopped in one of his many expensive cars.
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    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    “Four minutes,” Derrick said. He was suddenly standing in the doorway and startled Christine out of her wits.  
 
    “Jesus Christ, Derrick. Four minutes!” she was suddenly scrambling to get out of bed. “I thought you know, maybe some time next month, or at least a couple of weeks, four minutes?!” 
 
    She was smiling from ear to ear and seemed more excited and nervous than upset but Derrick couldn’t be sure. 
 
    “Is that a problem? I can call him and tell him to cancel.” 
 
    “No, no, don’t do that. I just need to shower and get ready. Oh my god, is this really happening?” 
 
    Derrick was surprised he wasn’t nervous at all. He wasn’t having second thoughts. Just like when he made an investment, he was suddenly sure of everything. 
 
    Of course, not every investment worked out in the end, but he’d learned a long time ago that you had to be quick with your decisions, commit to them, nurture them, and then let the chips fall where they may. 
 
    He supposed that same set of instincts and soft skills was coming in handy here and felt calm and ready to go. 
 
    “Yes, this is really happening. Aren’t you excited?” 
 
    “Well, yes. I mean...of course, but are you sure this is what you want?” 
 
    “I am not uncertain,” Derrick said under his breath. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yes, this is what I want. I think this is what we need. I think it will help our marriage.” 
 
    Chirstine smiled, rose from the bed and kissed Derrick on the cheek. 
 
    “I love you,” she said. 
 
    And then she went into the massive bathroom to shower and prepare to get her brains fucked out by another, more dominant man who wasn’t her husband. 
 
    Because that really was what she needed. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Derrick went downstairs past the kitchen and down into the basement to select a few bottles of wine for the evening.He knew Ezra had offered to bring something, but he couldn’t resist.  
 
    He wanted to wow their esteemed guest and so he selected his most prized bottle. Something he’d been saving for just the right occasion and one that was sure to blow any serious wine collector’s socks off. 
 
    He returned to the kitchen and placed the bottle on the counter and got three red wine glasses out of the cabinet next to their wine fridge that housed their “everyday” wines and placed them next to the bottle on the counter. 
 
    Derrick checked his watch, a Rolex Skydweller with a black face and gold accents, and watched the second hand tick towards the top of the hour. If Ezra’s app was right, he ought to be there in three, two, one… 
 
    He took a deep breath and then after a brief moment of deafening silence, saw a tall silhouette approaching through the window and then heard a soft rap, rap, rapping on the heavy wooden door.
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    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Ezra had arrived at Derrick’s house with a better and more expensive bottle of wine, wearing a better and more expensive Rolex watch and after he told Derrick which house was his, it appeared that he also lived in a bigger and more expensive home than Derrick’s. 
 
    Derrick supposed he shouldn’t be surprised or ashamed but he did feel a slight pang of worry. If Ezra and Christine were so keen on getting it on with each other, what was to stop them from running off together too? Afterall, Ezra could give her everything Derrick had to offer and then some. But he remembered Ezra’s words earlier in the day.  
 
    I have no desire to ruin a marriage. I want to help one. 
 
    And that gave him some comfort. He felt like he could trust a man like Ezra and take him at his word. 
 
    “Where’s Christine?” Ezra asked. It was casual and genuinely curious. He wasn’t trying to be invasive or rude.  
 
    “She’s just upstairs getting ready. Should be down any minute.” 
 
    Ezra rubbed his hands together and grabbed the ‘45 Romanee and uncorked it with grace and ease and poured out three healthy glasses. 
 
    “We’ll let it breathe while we wait.” 
 
    “Great idea,” said Derrick. 
 
    An awkward tension hung in the air. 
 
    What do you say to the man who has just arrived at your house to stick his giant, dark meat inside your wife as a service to you, Derrick wondered? 
 
    “So, uh, how long have you been in town?” Derrick asked. 
 
    “Few months,” Ezra said. 
 
    “You like it here?” 
 
    “Look, Derrick. Let’s cut the small talk and address the elephant in the room.” 
 
    Derrick let out a sigh. 
 
    “Ok…” 
 
    “You’re nervous. I can tell. Perfectly natural. I was nervous my first time doing this too, but trust me. You and Christine are in very capable hands. You couldn’t have picked a better alpha for your first time.” 
 
    “First time? You mean…” 
 
    “Most likely. Personally I haven’t had any unsatisfied clients. Every couple I’ve played with has gotten hooked on this lifestyle. Trust me. Christine is gonna love it, but you already knew that. I think what you aren’t prepared for is just how much you’re gonna love it too.” 
 
    Derrick had his doubts but he also felt himself getting a half-chub at the mention of his wife’s name and the thought of her doing very naughty things with the man who was standing right next to him. 
 
    That was when he heard footsteps coming down the upstairs hallways and realized Christine was on her way down and soon would arrive to make an already awkward situation even more awkward. Or would it ease the tension he felt because all the attention would soon be focused on her and he could fade into the background where he was always much more comfortable? 
 
    That question was answered with a resounding yes when both he and Ezra turned to the staircase that was visible from the massive open kitchen in which they stood and saw the blonde stunner walking down the steps in nothing but a skimpy yellow bikini - the very one Ronnie could not stop referencing - and absolutely nothing else.  
 
    Her hair was lightly curled, her makeup perfect and slutty, and she looked, Derrick couldn’t help but think, like a pornstar. 
 
    “Hey boys,” she said. 
 
    Ezra and Derrick both had to pick their jaws up off the floor. 
 
    “Thought we could maybe make this a pool party, what do you say?” 
 
    “Well, uh...you know, I didn’t bring my swim trunks with me,” Ezra said with a smile. 
 
    Christine laughed and bit her bottom lip as she approached. She picked up a glass of wine and chugged half of it down without a word. 
 
    “I don’t think that’ll be a problem,” she said. “I’m up for a little skinny dipping if you are.” 
 
    Ezra smiled and nodded as Christine walked seductively out towards the veranda and down to the pool giving them an exquisite view of her magnificent legs and perfectly toned ass. The sun was setting over the Pacific and Derrick remembered thinking it was the most beautiful he’d ever seen. 
 
    When Christine reached the water’s edge, she untied her top and let it fall to the stone floor at her feet. She turned to face them and blew a kiss. 
 
    Ezra picked up a glass and handed one to Derrick. 
 
    “Cheers man,” he said and they clinked glasses. “This is going to be one hell of a night.” 
 
    They each took a drink and then walked out to join Christine by the pool.
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    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    The bottle of ‘45 Romanee was sitting empty in the kitchen and Ezra and Christine were in the pool together and they were naked. They had just downed about half-a-million dollars worth of wine in less than thirty minutes and were well into the second bottle, the one Derrick had selected, which when finished would bring their total for the night to roughly six-hundred thousand dollars of fine wine consumed.  
 
    Derrick was sitting on a lounger right next to the pool feelin the buzz of three healthy pours and watching his naked wife swim with another man who was also naked. Derrick was wearing his swim trunks, despite pleading from both of them to get naked and join in the fun, as they splashed around and flirted with each other. 
 
    Nothing physical had happened between them, yet. But Derrick could tell the universe were that was a true fact would soon cease to exist and another, more bizarre, debaucherous, and darkly erotic universe pulsating with sexual energy and awakening would take its place.  
 
    “Come on Derrick,” Christine said, treading water in the deep end while Ezra floated alongside her. “Take off your trunks and get in here. Let’s get this party started!” 
 
    Christine was feeling loose and even beneath the water, she could tell she was sopping wet. She could hardly take her eyes off Ezra’s big cock bobbing just below the surface of the illuminated water in their infinity pool. 
 
    “I think I’ll just stay here for now,” Derrick called from the comfort of his lounge chair. He was feeling apprehensive and even though he desperately wanted to have the confidence to jump in with them, he could not muster it. 
 
    After a beat, Christine and Ezra went back to splashing about and flirting with each other and Derrick decided perhaps he needed a little more liquid courage, something stronger. 
 
    “I’m going to head inside and grab another drink, does anyone need anything?” 
 
    Christine and Ezra could barely take their focus off one another long enough to shake their heads no. 
 
    Derrick retreated inside alone and poured himself a tall glass of bourbon which he downed in two short gulps. He poured a second one, smaller this time but still substantial and forced it down. 
 
    The heat flooded his belly and made him feel warm and happy. His head felt lighter and his muscles relaxed. He took a deep breath and took off his trunks, throwing them without care in the middle of a vast kitchen made of marble and stone. 
 
    He walked back outside and stopped in his tracks. 
 
    Ezra had his arms wrapped around Christine’s body, enveloping her in his dark arms, as he jammed his tongue down her throat. Christine was kissing him back hard now and Derrick could see that beneath the tranquil surface of the pool, she was using her right hand to slowly stroke his giant cock to life and they frenched eachother hard and deep. 
 
    It took a while for them to finally notice he was standing there, watching them. 
 
    When they broke off their kiss, Christine turned and smiled. She and Ezra began to laugh in unison. 
 
    Derrick was standing there, stroking his cock slowly and methodically. It was as hard as it had ever been and compared to what Ezra was packing, which Derrick could tell was huge even below the water’s surface, he was nothing.  
 
    Ezra had the better watch, the better wine, the better house, the better body...the better cock as Christine had surely already known.  
 
    Ezra was the alpha. And he was here to assert his dominance. 
 
    “Wow,” Ezra said with a smirk. Something in his face changed. His eyes got dark and stormy and his posture seemed to improve, making him seem even more physically imposing than he already was. “No wonder your wife is so thirsty. Look at that thing. Does he satisfy you with that?” 
 
    Christine shook her head no. 
 
    “I didn’t think so. You need something bigger, don’t you?” 
 
    Christine shook her head yes. 
 
    “You need a big alpha bull to fuck you right, huh?” 
 
    Ezra had grabbed a handful of breast as he was winding Christine up and had his other hand in what Derrick assumed was her wet pussy, fingering her.  
 
    “Yes,” she whispered as her eyes rolled back and she began to moan softly.  
 
    Ezra stared right into Derrick’s eyes. 
 
    “I’m gonna give your wife everything you can’t. And then some.” 
 
    Derrick’s cock lurched and seemed, against all odds and the laws of physics, to grow another half-inch or so from all the blood rushing into it. It was so hard, he ached. 
 
    “You’re gonna watch that aren’t you? And you’re gonna like it too.” 
 
    “Yes,” Derrick said as he sat back down on the lounger by the pool and obeyed. 
 
    And so it began like that. 
 
    Ezra had changed into the bull in the room and there was no stopping things now.
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    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Ezra was seated on the edge of the shallow end of the pool. Christine was in the water between his legs.  
 
    He didn’t have to imagine it anymore and neither did she. His big, black cock was between her magnificent breasts and she squeezed them together and moved them up and down along his shaft. 
 
    Things had escalated quickly and Derrick was having a hard time keeping his excitement in check. 
 
    Ezra had admonished him on several occasions to stop touching himself or to slow down because he was going, “go for multiple rounds tonight.” 
 
    He promised to fill her every hole full of his come and make sure she wouldn’t be able to walk straight for a week. To which Christine squealed with delight and excitement. 
 
    “You want to watch me suck his cock, baby?” she said as she looked over at Derrick, still titty fucking Ezra, the dark head of his pole poking out between the top of her breasts at an interval of about once every half a second or so.  
 
    “Yes honey, I want to watch you suck his cock.” 
 
    And so Christine took him into her mouth and began to suck him off. She was transported back to her party girl days running around Los Angeles, hooking up with well-hung athletes and celebrities and living her best life.  
 
    Now she thought, she was really living her best life. She had it all, finally. All the riches in the world and husband who was now willing to let her get the dick she deserved.  
 
    After a while, Ezra pulled Christine out of the pool and grabbed a cushion from one of the chairs nearby and threw it on the ground. 
 
    “Get on your knees,” he said. Then to Derrick, “get over here, shrimp dick.” 
 
    Derrick obeyed and stood so that he was opposite Ezra with Christine between them on her knees. 
 
    “Let’s see how he measures up,” Ezra said, prompting Christine to take both of their cocks in her hands for a side by side comparison. 
 
    Before that night Derrick would have assumed such a humiliating and degrading display would have made his cock wilt like an unwatered flower in the August heat, but instead it had the opposite effect. 
 
    Seeing how much smaller he was, how he could never possibly compete with someone like Ezra and understanding fully why his wife would prefer the bigger model to the miniature one was the most incredibly hot thing he’d ever experienced up to that point.  
 
    That record wouldn’t stand for long however as they all three were about to go inside where Derrick, Christine, and even Ezra himself would experience a flurry of moments that would qualify as the most incredibly hot thing they’d ever seen, done, or heard and it would all happen in very quick succession.
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    Chapter Eighteen 
 
    They were in their bedroom. The bedroom that comprised more square footage than most people’s entire homes. Ezra was kneeling on the bed, holding Christine’s blonde hair away from her face while she sucked his cock so that Derrick could get the best view possible.  
 
    Ezra did all this while he demeaned Derrick’s sexual prowess and how he couldn’t satisfy his own wife and how he needed a real man, like Ezra to come in and do the job for him. 
 
    As he did this he mixed in dominant statements of encouragement to Christine and praised her for being a good little slut and told her how well she sucked big, black dick. 
 
    He slapped her ass a few times and Christine squealed with delight. So much so that she encourages him to smack her hard. 
 
    Eventually there was a red hand print that nearly covered her entire ass cheek after a few slaps.  
 
    “You ready to watch me fuck your wife?” Ezra said to Derrick. 
 
    Derrick could not speak. He could only nod. 
 
    “Good. Turn around and face your husband,” he said to Christine, spinning her around so that her ass was stuck up in the air, pussy pointing away from Derrick and towards Ezra’s pole. She leaned forward on her elbows and faced Derrick straight on as she prepared for the moment of impact.  
 
    Ezra was rubbing the head of his cock on the entrance of her pussy and Derrick could hear the sloshing wet noises all the way across the room. 
 
    “Are you ready for this baby? Ready to watch me take his big, fat cock in my tight, little married pussy?” 
 
    Again, Derrick could only nod. 
 
    “I want you to stroke that little dick of yours while he makes me cum like you never fucking could,” she said. 
 
    Derrick obeyed and began to stroke himself at slow speed with a light grip. 
 
    Christine gasped and turned back to face Ezra. 
 
    “Ohhh, fuck go slow, go slow. It’s been a while since I had a big, alpha cock like yours inside this little pussy.” 
 
    “Oh, I can tell. Damn this shit is tight,” Ezra said as he slowly worked the head in and then the first few inches of his shaft. He was parting her walls and slowly but surely he could feel her opening up to him.  
 
    Christine again was transported back to her party girl days as her pussy was remembering how to take a big dick again and almost immediately the first wave of pleasure brought her right to the edge of orgasm but she was too tense and a little nervous so she fought it off and managed to keep it at bay. 
 
    She gripped the sheets tight in her hands till her knuckles turned white as Ezra worked his way deep into her guts and made her feel things she hadn’t felt in years - the best things. 
 
    After a few more long strokes, she could no longer hold it and began to shake and writhe as she came hard and fast on his big, alpha cock.  
 
    “Yes, that’s it. Good girl, come on that dick. Let yourself go, you deserve this. This is what you need isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, this is what I need.” 
 
    “And he can’t give it to you, can he?” 
 
    “No, he can’t” 
 
    “Who owns this pussy?” 
 
    “You do, Ezra. You fucking own this pussy. It’s your pussy. Yes, fuck me!” 
 
    Derrick was so hard and horny he couldn’t even touch himself. He just sat there and watched, body coursing with dopamine and adrenaline as he endured and enjoyed the most powerful sexual awakening and experience he’d ever had in his life. 
 
    Even more powerful than the night he’d lost his virginity in his sophomore year of college. 
 
    Soon Christine was coming a second time and then a third and fourth. 
 
    Minutes ticked by. Then hours. 
 
    Derrick could not believe the stamina Ezra possessed.  
 
    But after about two hours of nonstop fucking, Ezra pulled out and busted a fat load all over Christine’s tits. 
 
    It pooled at the top and then ran down into her belly button and splashed on the carpet below. 
 
    “Mmm, thank you. Holy shit,” she said, reaching up to grab a handful of his cock. “You’re still so fucking hard.” 
 
    “That’s right baby,” Ezra said. “I can go all night. I’ll stick it in you right now if you want.” 
 
    “Fuck yes, that’s so hot.” 
 
    Ezra laid her back on the bed and slid back inside and soon was pounding away at her insides. 
 
    “You couldn’t do that, could you, Derrick?” 
 
    Derrick shook his head no. 
 
    Chritine laughed. 
 
    “Absolutely not, he could barely do it once.” 
 
    And it was so fucking hot, Derrick thought as he watched his wife get fucked again by a well hung stud, a fresh load of come quickly drying on her stomach and tits. 
 
    Soon she was having another orgasm and another and another and once again Ezra pulled out and came all over her face.  
 
    Still, Ezra remained hard.  
 
    They fucked again for a third time and this time Ezra deposited a load deep inside her womb, which didn’t worry Derrick at all, considering she was on the pill. But he did think about how hot it would be if she wasn’t. 
 
    That thought sent a shiver of excitement mixed with terror down his spine. But before he could follow that thread, it was interrupted. 
 
    “You want to go again?” Ezra asked, dick still hard. 
 
    But to Derrick’s surprise she shook her head no. 
 
    “I think that’s enough for one night. My little pussy is getting sore. Besides, I think I’m ready for him,” she said and pointed at Derrick. 
 
    At that point, Ezra’s demeanor changed back to the cordial, if not aloof and mysterious gentlemen he’d been earlier in the day. He gave a small bow in her direction and then nodded and smiled at Derrick as he began to collect his things.  
 
    “It has been an absolute pleasure and I hope, the first of many, many nights just like this one. In fact, next time, my place. It would be an honor.” 
 
    “Oh, absolutely,” Christine said. 
 
    But Derrick wasn’t so sure so he didn’t say anything out loud at that moment. 
 
    He was too focused on his sexy bombshell of a wife who seemed to have cum dripping from every hole and orifice of her body. 
 
    All he could think about then was reclaiming what was his.
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    Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Much to Derrick’s surprise and even more so to Christine’s surprise Derrick absolutely did reclaim what was his. 
 
    After Ezra left, Derrick plunged himself deep inside her and went to work trying to get as close to the spot inside her that Ezra had reached as he could. He knew he couldn’t but he had to get as close as possible.  
 
    Soon, Christine was writhing and shaking beneath him and screaming, “I’m cumming, I’m cumming, holy shit! I’m cumming!” 
 
    It was working, Derrick thought. Ezra was right. They had both gotten what they needed.  
 
    “That’s it. Fuck me baby. I love how riled up you are after watching me get fucked by another man, oh my god you feel so good.” 
 
    Soon she was cumming again, harder and louder this time. 
 
    And Derrick could contain himself no longer.  
 
    He unleashed a torrent of his seed inside her to accompany what remained of the load Ezra had put inside her just moments ago and then he collapsed on the bed next to her. 
 
    Christine rolled over into his arms and they held each other, really held each other for the first time in what felt like ever. 
 
    “Holy shit, babe. That was...unreal. You were…” 
 
    “Really?” Derrick said. Still not quite wanting to allow himself to believe it. Some part of him was convinced she was just acting. 
 
    “Yes, seriously. And I’m not just saying that. You actually just made me come. Twice.” 
 
    “As hard as Ezra did?” 
 
    “Well,” she said, and looked off. 
 
    “Ahh well, I didn’t think so.” 
 
    “No, it’s not that.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Well, it’s just hard to describe.” 
 
    “Try.” 
 
    “The ones I had with Ezra were powerful and intense and sharp and quick. I mean, I fucking loved it.” 
 
    “And the ones you had with me?” 
 
    “They were slow and deep and soft and long. And I fucking loved you.” 
 
    And she meant it too. She really did and she supposed that indeed the saying was actually true. Guys with smaller equipment can rise to the occasion. Indeed they could, Derrick had just proven that and she was thankful to Ezra for helping them find that out, together, as a couple before anyone went and did anything too drastic. 
 
    Derrick pulled her tightly to his side. The words were music to his ears and he knew for sure, that as soon as Christine was ready and able, they would be taking Ezra up on that invitation to his house for round two. 
 
    He couldn’t believe how it all turned out but Ezra had been right the whole time and he knew right then and there that their marriage was going to last. They were an odd couple, sure. But they were going to make it.  
 
    They had found their way. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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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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