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    One 
 
    Henry and I were entering our seventh year of marriage and things had gotten…well, let’s just say that whole seven year itch thing is real. I mean really real. At least, it was for me. And I think, based on what I discovered about my husband, it was real for him too. Just not in a way I would have expected. We each had our own, shall we say unique, way of dealing with it. Was it healthy? Who knows. It certainly wasn’t normal. But then again, what exactly is normal anyway? 
 
    We’d both been successful in our careers. Financially we were doing more than okay. We could basically buy whatever we wanted, go wherever we wanted, and be whoever we wanted to be. There were no real restrictions on us. We made a decision early on to be selfish, i.e. no kids. Neither one of us could fathom bringing another life into this crazy, messed up world. It would be irresponsible of us to do so. But in reality, that was just an excuse. We didn’t want to face our own fears and our own selfish impulses. That’s the truth. 
 
    But we wanted that freedom, that latitude, to travel spontaneously. Stay up late. Maybe drink too much. Sleep in. Travel some more. Those kinds of things. Cliche as it sounds, we only had one life to live and we wanted to live it. Not spend it stressed out and chasing kids around for however long it took to safely shepherd them into adulthood. Yes, it was selfish and immature.  
 
    Of course, even without kids, that kind of life never really materialized for us. We both got caught up climbing the ladder in our respective careers. Upgrading our lifestyle with each pay bump, working longer hours, taking on more stress, and generally just settling into the slow, painful grind of life. A typical night for us was dinner, televisions, in bed by ten. Maybe we’d watch a movie and stay up until eleven on the weekends. I know, I know. Crazy right? 
 
    We’d made promises to each other and to ourselves that we wouldn’t end up like this and yet here we were, trapped just like everyone else. Shackled in our golden handcuffs. Life was getting familiar and boring really quickly and it was hard to figure out how to press the pause button. 
 
    Don’t get me wrong, we still loved each other. It was just different than it used to be when we were young. I can’t exactly describe it but, different is the best way I know how. Strong feelings for one another were still there, somewhere beneath the surface, buried under all the superfluous bullshit of life, but lately I’d been getting this sinking feeling that if something didn’t change soon, our marriage was headed for a bad end. Strong feelings or not. If something drastic didn’t happen, I feared we’d end up like too many of our friends already had: divorced in our mid-thirties and totally lost in life. Adrift at sea with no sign of land anywhere. 
 
    I suppose it was about a year ago, perhaps sometime around Thanksgiving, when I noticed Henry was acting a little off. Odd. Strange. Not himself. It was subtle, but it was like he wasn’t there. Somehow cut off or withdrawn from me, from us. We’d fallen into this odd routine where we barely spoke to one another outside of hello-goodbye-hello again-how was your day-love you-goodnight. Maybe a brief hug, a quick peck on the cheek or lips, and that was it. Day after day after day. It was like we were set on autopilot. 
 
    We used to go to bed together every single night and all of a sudden Henry started staying up late in his office or watching TV and would fall asleep on the couch. He’d sleep in. I’d wake up early to hit the gym or do yoga and by the time I got home, he’d be gone. Suddenly, we weren’t even really talking anymore. Always, somehow, out of sync with one another.  
 
    Then I noticed him being a little shady on top of that. He changed the passcode to his phone and computer and he never let his phone out of his sight. He even took it in the bathroom when he was getting a shower or taking a dump. Which I suppose is not totally abnormal and certainly not indicative of anything by default, but for Henry, it was simply out of character and it gave me all kinds of bad feelings. Call it women’s intuition if you want, I like to think I simply knew my husband.  
 
    Eventually I couldn’t ignore it anymore and began to fear the worst: Henry had to have been having an affair. Perhaps one of the hot new interns at his office. Maybe someone he met online. Who knew? He was still well-built and attractive. It wasn’t like he was some fat slob. He could pull almost anyone wanted if he turned on the charm. And he had a nice cock. It wasn’t huge, but it was slightly above average and I had no real complaints about it. Except that lately, well it hadn’t been inside me nearly enough. 
 
    But I couldn’t be sure, it was just a hunch, and I had absolutely no proof at all other than my own misgivings. I tried to poke and prod and ask him questions to see if he would slip up and reveal anything. But he always shut me down and shut me out with a well concocted excuse to get away and out of the house.  
 
    I’m not proud of it, but I decided to go snooping around to find the evidence I needed. Henry was away on business, some conference in Los Angeles and he was going to be gone for nearly an entire week. He left his laptop behind and I just knew there was something on it that he didn’t want me to find. It was the perfect opportunity and I decided to pounce. If I found anything suspicious at all, I was going to even take it a step further and pull our phone records. Was it a breach of privacy? Not if I found what I needed. And I was sure I would.  
 
    You could say I became obsessed with the idea. I needed to expose his infidelity at all costs. I was fed up and wanted to know the truth, I wanted to get it all out in the open so that we could…what? I wasn’t exactly sure, heal? Divorce? Separate? It all depended on what I found. I was sick of being ignored and frankly, he wasn’t fucking me at all and I was dying for some hard dick. If he was using it elsewhere and not giving any to me? Well, there would be hell to pay. 
 
    I mentioned Henry was still well built and handsome and could pull any girl he wanted, right? Well, that was a two-way street. I was still tight and toned and vibrant at thirty-five. In fact, I know my worth, I was even a step above Henry’s level. He was probably a seven. I was a solid nine. I had a guy in L.A. even approach me on the street and ask me if I wanted to be a porn star. Honest to goodness. I declined of course, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t flattered. 
 
    Point is, if Henry thought he was going to run around on me while our marriage went to hell, well he had another thing coming. I simply wasn’t going to let that happen.

  

 
   
    Two 
 
    My first attempts at breaking into his laptop didn’t go so well. I tried to brute-force my way in by guessing at what his password might be and ended up locking myself out completely. If Henry came back and couldn’t sign into his own computer because the account was locked for too many failed login attempts, well, that might raise some questions I’d rather not have to answer. So, I took his computer to our two IT interns at my office. 
 
    I figured they might be a little hesitant to do something like break into a personal computer that had nothing at all to do with our business at work, but I also knew that those two geeks (and I use that term affectionately) wouldn’t be able to refuse a request from me. 
 
    It was a look I like to call classy-slut. And I knew how to dial it into perfection. I made sure to show a little extra cleavage too so that when I leaned over their cubicle wall to make the request, they’d be helpless to resist me. It worked like a charm. 
 
    By Monday afternoon, they’d not only unlocked the account, but also restored the original password and wrote it down on a little sticky note for me. Now, I could simply log right in and Henry would never know I was there. I skipped out a few hours early that day because I was so anxious to see what I might find once I logged in. I was excited yet nervous, scared yet determined. It was time to get to the bottom of this once and for all. Either I was going to find something incriminating or I was going to put my fears to rest…at least somewhat. 
 
    When I got home, I rushed upstairs to our home office, Henry’s computer tucked under my arm and the sticky note with his password clenched tightly in my hand. I sat down at the desk, opened the computer and logged in. It was seamless. 
 
    The first place I thought to check was his email. He was still logged in with an open browser but after scrolling through a few pages, I found nothing of interest. Next, I went to his search history. Nothing incriminating there either. I bit down on my thumbnail and thought where to look next. I don’t know what I’d expected. Did I really think he was just going to leave whatever incriminating evidence there was right out in the open? Henry was smarter than that, but apparently I wasn’t. 
 
    I clicked around in various folders, checked his downloads and documents, and still found absolutely nothing out of the ordinary. It was all standard, run of the mill, boring stuff. What a waste of time I thought. Even though I promised I wasn’t going to do it, I still couldn’t shake the feeling, and I was ready to pull our phone records to see just who he’d been calling and texting recently. This little reconnaissance mission had done nothing to quench my thirst or satisfy my curiosity. It was not alleviating my concern, on the contrary, it was making me feel like there had to be more somewhere. 
 
    I was about to close the computer and call our cell phone provider when a little icon on the desktop caught my eye: the recycle bin. It wasn’t empty either. There were little crumpled up pieces of paper that indicated there were files inside that had yet to be deleted completely. I smiled to myself and whispered “gotcha,” to the empty room. 
 
    My stomach did backflips as I double-clicked to open the bin. My eyes scanned the list of files for something, anything, that might crack the case. There were over fifty files so it took a while to look through them all. But again, I was coming up empty handed. I was ready to give up and close the computer for good when the third-to-last file in the bin caught my eye. It was the file extension really that did it. It was different from all the rest. A .MP4 file. A video file. 
 
    I didn’t even have to click on it to know what it was either as my eyes darted left to read the file name that came before the extension: Sexy_Wife_Takes_2_BBCs.mp4 
 
    BBCs? 
 
    It wasn’t obvious to me what that last part meant exactly, but in retrospect it was obvious, as would become clear in a few seconds when I decided to double click to launch it. 
 
    The media player opened and loaded for a second or two. A few seconds of a black screen played as my anticipation reached a fever pitch. I knew I was about to watch some porn of some kind, but I wasn’t quite sure what to expect. A tingle went down my spine as images finally flickered onto the screen and my brain worked to process them. 
 
    There was no build up, no narrative, no plot. This was an amatuer production, high quality to be sure, but amateur nonetheless. And it didn’t waste time with the superfluous. It cut straight to a beautiful women, about my age, same body type, same hair color, almost everything - she really looked quite a bit like me - and for a moment I wondered if I’d slipped into some alternate universe where I had accepted that man’s offer in LA and decided to become a porn star. I pinched myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. I wasn’t. 
 
    The beautiful woman who bore a striking resemblance to me was sucking on someone’s cock. A big, long, and thick black cock. And while she sucked and moaned, she held another cock in her hand and slowly jerked it off. That cock was also a big, black cock. I metaphorically smacked my forehead. Duh. Two BBCs. There they were and there, I supposed, was the sexy wife and she was taking them alright. 
 
    I suddenly felt flush as I watched her go back and forth between the two giant cocks that loomed over her. The men’s bodies were cut and athletic, powerful and muscular, but their faces were just out of frame. There was a sensation, a tingling between my legs, as my breath deepened. Without thinking too much about it, almost like I was a passenger in my own body you might say, I felt my hand drift down under my skirt and between my legs. It pulled my panties to the side and slipped a finger inside. I was so wet. I bit my bottom lip as I watched her go from cock to cock, filling her slutty mouth up with a big, black dick.  
 
    To this day, I’m not sure why. But I decided to pause the video. I right clicked on the file and selected restore to the original folder from the list of options. 
 
    Bingo. 
 
    When the restoration process was complete, a separate window launches displaying a secret file location buried deep on the laptop’s hard drive. It required a password to access, but luckily for me, Henry was too lazy to think of something different and the same password that unlocked the computer, granted me access to this super-secret hidden folder. 
 
    And what do you think I found there? 
 
    Yep, that’s right. The motherload. There had to be dozens, perhaps even hundreds of videos stored there. They all depicted roughly the same thing: a sexy wife being filmed by her husband fucking other men. Sometimes the husband joined in. Sometimes he stayed behind the camera. Sometimes he was the object of the wife’s ridicule as she taunted and humiliated him for not being able to satisfy her the way the guy she was fucking could. Not every video featured a well-endowed black man as the wife’s lover, but I would say most of them did. 
 
    And I found those were the ones that intrigued me the most. I spent the rest of the week watching as many as I could, furiously masturbating and bringing myself to orgasm as I watched and fantasized about what something like that would be like…to have Henry in the room with me, watching as I got satisfied by another man… 
 
    I had a pretty conservative upbringing. Oklahoma. Firmly in the bible belt. Very religious. Very strict. Very…narrow minded, if you catch my drift and interracial relations were not just uncommon, they were actively frowned upon. It may not have been as overt and explicit as it was some years ago, but that kind of thinking was deeply embedded in our consciousness.  
 
    Me, I never understood it. And frankly, it only made the idea more exciting and enticing to me. But, for one reason or another (the main one probably being that our family only associated with other white, Christian families), it never really happened for me. 
 
    Then I moved away to college and a place that was the polar opposite of where I’d grown up: Berkeley, California. I met Henry when we were freshmen and I completely left my old self behind. The naive, sheltered girl who’d left a rusted out, bible-belt town of less than two-thousand people was no longer. 
 
    But like I said, some things just get deeply embedded in the consciousness and watching those wives fuck and suck and cream all over those sexy black men’s giant cocks, well it awakened a hunger and a curiousity in me that I never knew existed. 
 
    By the time the end of the week rolled around and Henry was set to return from his trip, I was totally spent and worn out. By my last count, I’d given myself nearly thirty-seven orgasms while plowing through Henry’s private stash. 
 
    Okay, I thought to myself, so he isn’t having an affair, he’s just watching a lot of porn and has an interesting little kink. 
 
    An interesting little kink that I thought I might be able to use to my advantage. Hell, maybe to our relationship’s advantage. Maybe something like this, strange as it was, was exactly the kind of spark we needed to find our way back. At the very least, it might bring some excitement and passion back to the bedroom. 
 
    That couldn’t be a bad thing, right?

  

 
   
    Three 
 
    I’d be lying if I said this was simple for me, if I said I wasn’t at all conflicted about how I should handle this delicate little discovery. It wasn’t exactly what I’d expected to find and my mind oscillated back and forth between intrigue and disgust. What did this mean precisely? There were so many facets and questions to this whole thing. Part of me wanted to just keep the discovery to myself and keep quietly suffering along as we had been. But the other part of me wanted to lay all the cards on the table as soon as Henry got home and have it out right then and there. Let the chips fall where they may to continue the analogy. 
 
    Before I could firmly make up my mind one way or the other, I heard the garage door open and a car door slam shut shortly after. Henry was home. I supposed I would be winging it after all. Shooting from the hip, as it were. In a matter of seconds, an exhausted and road-weary Henry was standing in front of me and smiling, arms out for a hug. 
 
    “Hey babe, miss me?” 
 
    Instinct took over at that moment and I just blurted it out. 
 
    “We need to talk,” I said. 
 
    And his face fell. Gulp. 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    I could see he was searching through his mind, wondering what it might be that we needed to talk about. 
 
    “Why don’t we open a bottle of wine first?” I suggested. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders, a nervous energy now permeated the room. 
 
    “Yeah. Sure, okay.” 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    After the wine was poured, we sat in silence and finished the first glass pretty quickly. I took Henry’s empty glass and went to pour us another. 
 
    “Everything alright, honey?” he called after me, trying to sound as sweet and innocent as he possibly could. I smiled to myself. I liked having this small control over him, holding it over his head, and making him squirm a bit. 
 
    I didn’t answer and instead quickly poured two more large glasses of wine and turned to face him. I held his glass out for him to come and get it. 
 
    “Why don’t we go upstairs? I want to show you something.” I tried to sound as sexy and seductive as possible, a bit of misdirection. 
 
    But Henry wasn’t biting. It only served to make him more hesitant and confused than before. 
 
    “Uhh, yeah? Alright, what do you want to show me?” 
 
    He slowly got up and straightened out his shirt before walking over to me and accepting the refilled glass of wine. 
 
    “You’ll see soon enough,” I said, still laying it on thick. “Come on, follow me.” 
 
    I walked out of the kitchen and into the foyer and began to ascend the steps. Henry stood there for a moment before finally giving in and following me up the stairs. 
 
    I reached the office and flipped open the laptop which had his secret file folder still open from the fast and furious masturbation binge I’d been on that week. 
 
    “Honey? Where are you?” I heard him call from the hallway when he reached the top of the steps. 
 
    “In the office,” I replied, taking a big sip from my glass and relishing the warm feeling of the wine as it washed over my taste bud and relaxed my shoulders. I sat up straight and took a deep breath. “You can do this,” I whispered to myself. 
 
    Henry rounded the corner and stopped dead in his tracks when he saw his computer open. 
 
    “Kendra, what the hell is going –” 
 
    He froze and stared at the computer screen. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked, tilting his head to the side, trying to make sense of what he was seeing in front of him. 
 
    “Just watch,” I said and double clicked on one of the videos to launch it. 
 
    I let one of the lurid videos - the one where the wife looked a hell of a lot like me and was taking two sexy big, black cocks - play for a few seconds. After a few moments, I pressed pause and turned to look at his face. 
 
    At first, he couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. He was frozen with fear. Petrified with embarrassment. I almost felt sorry for him and wondered if maybe I should have just let it go and not said anything. But then he began to speak. 
 
    He tried to deny it. Say it wasn’t his. Didn’t know how it got there. Must have been hacked. Never saw it before in his life. 
 
    I rolled my eyes, even he wasn’t buying his own bullshit. His guilt was written all over his face. 
 
    When he realized he couldn’t deny till he died, his face turned bright red with anger and he began to shout at me. 
 
    “You had no right to go on my computer, Kendra! That is a breach of trust, how could you?!” 
 
    I sat and took his verbal tongue lashing in silence until he finally calmed down and moved off the spot on the ground that he’d been stuck to ever since he rounded the corner and saw what I had discovered. 
 
    He moved over to the wooden bench by the window and took a seat. He exhaled deeply and put his face in his hands.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said finally. 
 
    A folded my arms. For the first time since I’d met him, he seemed like a small, pathetic man. Diminished somehow by this whole thing. And I resented him for not simply owning it. 
 
    “Look at me,” I said.  
 
    He looked up. 
 
    “Is this what you want?” 
 
    He scoffed. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “This,” I said, pointing to the paused screen. The wife who happened to look a lot like me had one big, black cock in her mouth and the other deep in her wet pussy. I stared longingly at it for two seconds before turning back to Henry. “Is this what you want?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. 
 
    “You know what I mean. Do you want this? Do you think about me…doing this, fucking other men? Maybe some black men with big, thick cocks like this little slut here. You know, I can’t help but notice, she looks an awful lot like me.” 
 
    He thought for a minute. 
 
    “Gee, really? I - Yeah I guess so, hadn’t really noticed that…” he was stammering. And he was lying. It was obvious he knew. 
 
    “That doesn’t really answer my question,” I said. 
 
    He opened his mouth, then shut it. I could tell he was going to attempt denial and deflection once more, but thought better of it. We shared a look. It was all I needed. 
 
    “That’s not a no,” I whispered. 
 
    He put his head back in his hands. 
 
    “You think I’m some kind of sick fuck now, don’t you?” 
 
    I shook my head and exhaled sharply, choosing my words carefully. This was a delicate situation. 
 
    “I don’t know what to think right now, Henry. Honestly, this all started because I thought you were fucking someone else.” 
 
    He looked up at me shocked. 
 
    “You thought I was cheating on you?” 
 
    I grimaced. Now, with it all out in the open. I felt like such a fool. What was I thinking? 
 
    “How could you think that, Kendra?” He reached out and put a hand on my knee. My first instinct was to pull away, but I sat still instead. 
 
    “I don’t know, Henry. I guess, just the way things have been going between us…they just haven’t been…” 
 
    He shut his eyes tight and sighed. 
 
    “I know, I know. You’re right. I’ve noticed it too,” he said, then opened his eyes and stared directly at me. “But you have to know that I love you. And no matter what, no matter how bad things might get, Kendra, I would never, ever do anything like that to you.” 
 
    It felt nice to hear, but for some reason, I was still squirming beneath my calm demeanor. I loved him too, really I did. But something about these videos…I felt a tingle go down my spine and I started to get wet. Luckily, Henry snapped me out of it quickly. 
 
    “Hey, you with me?” he said, studying my face. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah…sorry. But, you love me and so what? You just retreat to porn instead when we’re having problems? You could have talked to me…” I said, my voice trailing off as I looked away from him. 
 
    “You’re right,” he said, taking my hand in his and caressing it, “I’m sorry. It’s no excuse. I feel awful about it and really, truly…I’m sorry. I don’t know what else to say and I know I can’t make up for it overnight, but I promise to do better.” 
 
    Do better. What did that even mean? 
 
    “Thank you,” I said, “I’m sorry too.” 
 
    We sat there for an awkward beat. 
 
    “So, where does that leave us now?” Henry finally asked. 
 
    I shrugged. I honestly didn’t know. I let out a heavy sigh and shook my head. 
 
    “I guess maybe we just need to get some rest and start fresh tomorrow,” I said, not having any clue if that’s what we needed or not. I didn’t know how things would feel or look in the morning, I just knew that this conversation had, for the time being, run its course. 
 
    “Okay, alright. Yeah. Sounds good,” he said and stood up. “I’m gonna go change and take a shower alright and then, I don’t know, do you want to read in bed together? I know we used to fall asleep that way all the time and…” he was stammering now, nervous and unsure of himself.  
 
    I smiled at him. 
 
    “Sure, yeah. I’d like that.” 
 
    He leaned in and went for a kiss on the lips, then seemed to think better of it and quickly pecked at my cheek. 
 
    “I love you,” he said. 
 
    “I love you too,” I replied. 
 
    He was halfway out the door when I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    “You never answered my question,” I said, a devilish grin spreading across my lips. That same tingle went down my spine and I got wet again, but this time I didn’t try to fight it. 
 
    Henry turned around slowly to face me. 
 
    “What question?” 
 
    “Do you want to watch me take a big, black cock for you?” I whispered and all at once it was like something unlocked inside me. I wanted him to say yes. I hoped for it, wished for it, craved it. All of a sudden. 
 
    My pulse skyrocketed as the shock of my words and the anticipation of his answer washed over me. 
 
    Henry shrugged and looked at a loss for words. 
 
    “It’s uhh…” he scratched the back of his head, “it’s complicated.” 
 
    I waited for him to continue, but that was it. I folded my arms and pursed my lips. Staring daggers at him. 
 
    “Why don’t you sleep on it then? You can give me your answer in the morning. Oh, and close the door on your way out.” 
 
    Henry titled his head to the side, but then simply acquiesced to my request and turned away and shut the door behind him. 
 
    I managed to rub one out quickly while he was in the shower to another one of those hot videos and then quietly changed and slipped into bed to read next to my husband. 
 
    That night, I dreamt of all kinds of nasty and beautiful things.

  

 
   
    Four 
 
    The next morning I awoke to an empty bed…and a throbbing pussy. My head was swimming in all kinds of devious and debaucherous thoughts. I sat up and stretched my arms over my head, letting a warm and yummy yawn escape my mouth. I smelled fresh coffee and bacon. Henry must have been hard at work making me breakfast. 
 
    Rather than take a cynical view, I tried to be appreciative. It was a little corny. But he was trying. It was something. I would have rather he woke me up with some hard dick, but this would have to do for the time being. 
 
    I got out of bed, pulled on my tank top and some yoga pants and went downstairs. Henry had breakfast ready with fresh flowers from the garden on the table. My place was set, coffee poured, steam rising from the mug. 
 
    “Good morning,” he said as he scooped the last of some scrambled eggs onto a plate with two slices of bacon. 
 
    “Morning,” I said, voice still a little groggy from sleep. I sat down at the table and smelled the coffee. Instantly I became more alert and awake as my body anticipated the caffeine jolt it would soon be receiving.  
 
    “Hungry?” Henry asked. He grabbed two plates and brought them over to the table. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    He set one plate down in front of me and took the seat across from me as he set his own plate down in front of him. 
 
    “Mmm, thank you. This looks delicious,” I said. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” he said. 
 
    Then we dug in and ate in silence for a few minutes. Nothing but the clatter of silverware and the scraping of plates as we shoveled food into our mouths and washed it down with fresh coffee.  
 
    Finally, Henry cleared his throat as he wiped his mouth with a napkin. 
 
    “So, uhhh, I’ve been thinking…” 
 
    I tilted my head and raised an eyebrow to indicate I was listening as I sipped my coffee. 
 
    “Well, I was thinking about what I could do…or what we could do to help, you know, restore trust and get back to where we used to be…” 
 
    “Mmmhmm,” I said. 
 
    “And I was thinking, therapy. I will…I’ll go,” he said finally. I could tell how tough it was for him to get those words out and I appreciated it. I’d been suggesting it for over a year now but Henry always waved me off and said we were fine. We didn’t need therapy. 
 
    I wiped my mouth with my napkin and smiled. This was a good sign. The fact that he had been thinking this hard and was willing to open himself up to therapy gave me hope. 
 
    But also, there was another part of me, deep down, who just couldn’t stop thinking about those lurid images from those videos. That part of me desperately wondered what it would be like…what it would be like to be the wife in those videos. To try other cocks on for size and see what my husband really thought about it. But I kept pushing them away and convincing myself that it was just a fantasy. That Henry really couldn’t handle something like that - or that our marriage, more specifically, couldn't handle something like that. 
 
    Then I remembered that he still hadn’t answered my question from the previous night. But rather than change the subject and put pressure on him, I just smiled wider. 
 
    “I think that’s great, honey. Thank you. I’m happy to hear that,” I said. I stood up and took my plate over to the skin and loaded it into the dishwasher.  
 
    “Yeah, me too,” he said, watching me from the table.  
 
    “You know my friend Christie and her husband, Bill?” 
 
    “Yeah, of course,” Henry said. 
 
    “Well, they were having some trouble a while back…” 
 
    “Really? They seem so happy whenever we see them.” 
 
    “Yeah well, they are now. But they went to see someone, I forget her name. But I can get it from her and maybe we can make an appointment for this week.” 
 
    “Ok, yeah. Alright that would be great.” 
 
    I turned and nodded to him. 
 
    “Alright, well. I’m off to pilates. I’ll see you later?” 
 
    Henry stood up. I walked over to him and we shared an awkward embrace and a quick peck on the lips. 
 
    “I love you,” he said. 
 
    “I love you too.” 
 
    As I walked out to the garage, the question still echoed in my head: did Henry want to see me do those things? And more and more, I found myself hoping the answer was yes.

  

 
   
    Six 
 
    As fate would have it, Christie was at pilates class that morning for the first time in nearly two months. Not that her body showed any signs, she still looked great. In fact, if anything, she looked healthier. More vibrant. Her skin was glowing, her ass looked bigger, stomach tighter. 
 
    “Damn girl,” I said with a smile, “what the hell have you been doing? You gotta share your secrets with me.” 
 
    I wasn’t dissatisfied with my body, far from it. But who wouldn’t want healthier skin, a bigger ass, and a smaller waist? 
 
    Christie just smiled at me and waved as the class began. 
 
    It was a brutal workout. One of the hardest I could remember. Afterwards, I caught up with Christie and made some small chat before I decided to broach the subject. 
 
    “Hey so, I don’t wanna be nosy but…” I looked around and lowered my voice, “I remember a while back you mentioned something about you and Bill having some issues and that you went to see someone…” 
 
    Christie’s smile faded and suddenly she looked very nervous. 
 
    “Umm, yeah?” 
 
    “Sorry, no…I didn’t mean to be rude, it's just, well, Henry and I…” 
 
    “No, it’s no problem. I just forgot I mentioned that to you.” 
 
    “Yeah, well. Like I said, Henry and I have been having some issues and –” 
 
    She put a hand on my arm and stopped me. 
 
    “Let’s go grab a coffee,” she said, looking around like she had a secret to tell me and didn’t want anyone to hear. 
 
    So, that’s what we did. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    “Sorry about that back there,” Christie said after we sat down without lattes. “I just, well, you know how some of the other women can be.” 
 
    I nodded. Fucking bitches. Gossip was like air to some of them. Especially when it involved other people’s marriages. 
 
    She took a sip of her drink before continuing on. 
 
    “So, why don’t you tell me what’s been going on,” she said. 
 
    So I did. I filled her in on mostly everything, although with some grace and tact in terms of how much I revealed. But I was clear about Henry’s porn collection and what it contained. 
 
    Christie stared back at me when I finished, a look of pure disbelief on her face. She blinked a few times, opened her mouth to speak, then closed it. I had rendered her speechless. 
 
    I reached out and put a hand on her arm. 
 
    “Please don’t think less of Henry because of this, he’d die if he knew I told you all this. It’s just that, well he’s open to seeing someone - a therapist that is - and I just remembered what you had mentioned so I figured I’d ask…sorry, I know it’s a lot to take in.” 
 
    Christie shook her head. 
 
    “No, it’s not that. And of course, I wouldn’t think any less of Henry, you know that. It’s just…well, I’m speechless because this is all just so eerily familiar to me.” 
 
    I tilted my head to the side. 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “Well, it didn’t all happen the same way, but suffice to say I found out that Bill was into the same exact thing.” 
 
    “You mean?” 
 
    “Yep,” she said, folding her arms and sucking on her bottom lip. 
 
    I sat there in stunned silence for a moment. 
 
    “So what did you, I mean how did you –” I didn’t know what thread to follow or what to say. Christie held up a hand. 
 
    “Tell you what, I’ll answer all your questions. But first, here, give me your phone.” 
 
    I handed her my phone and she typed in some contact information for a doctor by the name of Amy Pinell. When she was finished, she handed the phone back to me. 
 
    “Call Dr. Pinell. Make an appointment. She’s a licensed couples and sex therapist and she really helped us. I think she can help you too.” 
 
    “Ok?” I said, unsure of what else to do next. 
 
    “After that, we’ll chat. I promise,” then she checked her watch and gasped. “I’m so sorry, I have to run. But it was nice catching up, Kendra. Seriously, call her. Make an appointment. We’ll talk after.” 
 
    I shrugged. 
 
    “Yeah, alright. I will.” 
 
    Christie rushed out of the cafe and left me there to finish my latte and think. 
 
    To this day, it is still the most serendipitous sequence of events I can ever remember happening to me.

  

 
   
    Seven 
 
    A few days after I ran into Christie at pilates, there we were. Henry and I were sitting in a sparse, modern office downtown. Dr. Amy Pinell sat across from us. Her blonde hair was pulled up into a tight bun. Cool blue eyes studied us from behind her red-framed glasses. She wore a smart black skirt and white blouse that showed a more than typical amount of cleavage. She was intimidatingly beautiful and seemed outright flirtatious when greeting us. But as I would come to find out, Dr. Pinell was no ordinary sex-therapist. Her methods were unorthodox to put it mildly. 
 
    We took the first thirty minutes of our session to provide her with the background of our “situation.” Henry and I took turns explaining our side of the experience and how it made us feel. We must have felt very comfortable right from the start because I don’t believe either of us held anything back. I even told her about my furious masturbation binge after I’d discovered the hidden contents on Henry’s computer. The look on Henry’s face was priceless.  
 
    Dr. Pinell sat there patiently and listened with her hands folded. She had a pen and notepad on her lap but never bothered to write anything down. When we finally finished she cleared her throat. 
 
    “So,” she began and exhaled deeply, “let me start by saying this is not a terribly uncommon situation.” 
 
    Henry and I looked at each other. It’s not? 
 
    I immediately thought of Christie and Bill before Dr. Pinell continued. 
 
    “I’ll cut right to the chase and then we can discuss it openly. My typical advice to couples such as yourself is to explore the fantasy and see what happens.” 
 
    I shook my head. Henry stared back dumbly. 
 
    “Wait, what?” he said. 
 
    Dr. Pinell took a deep breath, as if she was perhaps already growing impatient with us and was now getting a little bored. She brushed some lint off her skirt and continued. 
 
    “Let me try this,” she fixed her gaze directly on me and it was intense, “Kendra, is this something you would be open to exploring with Henry?” 
 
    I shifted nervously in my seat. Every fiber of my being was screaming YES, YES, YES! But I didn’t want to be improper and my socially conditioned brain was telling me that a polite no or not really was the proper response. 
 
    Instead, I tried to thread the needle. 
 
    “Well, I’m not even sure if this is something Henry really wants or if it’s just a fantasy. I asked him point blank and he never gave me a straight answer.” 
 
    Dr. Pinell nodded her head along with my answer then turned her laser focus onto my husband. 
 
    “So, Henry. What’s your answer then?” 
 
    “Uhh, I, what?” he stammered, unprepared for the focus to shift so quickly to him. 
 
    “Do you want to watch your wife take other lovers, one’s with big, black cocks perhaps?” 
 
    Direct and to the point. 
 
    Henry thought for a moment, opened his mouth to speak, then closed it again. For the briefest of moments, I thought he was going to nod his head and say yes. But then he changed course. And my heart, despite my knowing it was probably for the best, sunk. 
 
    “No,” he whispered, “no, it’s just a fantasy.” But I could tell even he didn’t believe the words coming out of his mouth. 
 
    “Really?” Dr. Pinell said. “I don’t believe you and neither do you. You’re lying to us.” 
 
    She shook her head and made a tsk, tsk, tsk noise. 
 
    “Come now, Henry,” she said, “you can be honest here with me. With your wife. You do want this, don’t you?” 
 
    Henry put his head in his hands and shook his head. 
 
    “I don’t know what I want, it’s complicated.” 
 
    “Yes, you do know what you want. It’s not complicated. You just need to be a man and simply tell your wife what you want her to do. And we all know what that is.” 
 
    Dr. Pinell stood up and walked over to Henry. 
 
    “You want to watch her get fucked. You want to watch her be a slut. You want to see her fulfilled, sexually by another man in ways that you don’t believe you’re capable of. You get hard just thinking about her with a big, black cock in her mouth. In fact, I bet you’re getting hard right now, just listening to me talk about it.” 
 
    I looked over as Henry covered his crotch in shame. She was right. And not only that, but it was turning me on too just to hear her talk about it. I felt a tingle between my legs as my sweet juices trickled down my inner thighs. 
 
    “I’m right, aren’t I?” she whispered. It was almost like she was hypnotizing him or something. Henry finally looked up and nodded his head. 
 
    “Yes,” he whispered. “But I’m afraid of what she’ll think of me. What it will do to our marriage. To us.” 
 
    Dr. Pinell shook her head. 
 
    “Tell her that, not me,” she said. 
 
    Henry turned to me and repeated what he said. It was a whirlwind of emotions to say the least. 
 
    “Good.” Dr. Pinell said, “Now, Kendra, what’s stopping you from making your husband’s fantasy come true? Is this something you’d be willing to explore, keeping those concerns in mind to see if it might help things between the two of you?” 
 
    I looked at Henry for a moment then turned to Dr. Pinell. What was the real harm? This whole thing was already pretty fucked up anyway. Why not try to salvage the situation? We could always pump the breaks and stop if we felt uncomfortable.  
 
    “Yes,” I said finally, “I’d be willing to try.” 
 
    Dr. Pinell smiled an almost wicked smile, a grin that might put the devil himself to shame.  
 
    “Excellent,” she said. “I advise most couples in your situation to do just that and nine times out of ten it not only saves the marriage but takes it to unseen heights. I think you two will be very happy with this new lifestyle choice.” 
 
    Then she held up a finger. 
 
    “But I must caution you to take it slowly. Keep an open line of communication and respect one another outside of the bedroom. Fantasy and roleplay can be wonderful things, but when it bleeds into real life outside of the bedroom, it can cause problems.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said timidly, not quite understanding what she meant. “How should we, I mean…” 
 
    “Where do you start?” she asked, finishing my thought. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “I’d suggest simply going home and roleplaying the scenario, just the two of you and see how it feels. Talk dirty to each other, etcetera, etcetera. Then from there I might suggest a toy. A big, black dildo to practice and make it a little more real. Then if you find yourself ready for…” 
 
    “The real thing,” I whispered, now finishing her thought. She smiled that same wicked smile again. 
 
    “Yes, the next level, well, I can’t tell you how to make that happen. Everyone’s situation is unique. But might I suggest talking to your friend Christie and her husband. Perhaps she’ll have some advice.” 
 
    “So that’s what saved their marriage, Christie is getting dick on the side? With her husband’s support?” 
 
    Dr. Pinell grimaced at my indelicate question. 
 
    “I really can’t say anymore than that. Just talk to her.” 
 
    Then she looked at her watch and smiled. 
 
    “We’ll have to stop now,” she said.

  

 
   
    Eight 
 
    The drive home was awkward, to put it mildly. But that awkwardness seemed to dissipate as soon as we entered our home and went upstairs to bed. We each stood on our side of the bed and slowly undressed, getting ready to turn in for the night.  
 
    I took out my hoop earrings one by one and placed them on the nightstand. I kicked my heels off and towards the closet. I’d deal with them in the morning. I pulled my shirt off over my head and then took off my skirt. I was standing there in just my bra and panties. When I looked up, I saw that Henry hadn’t even started undressing. He was just standing there, staring at me. But like, really staring. I could feel his eyes on me. Studying every inch of my body as if it were somehow brand new to him. I met his eyes and smiled. 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” I asked seductively.  
 
    Henry shook his head and tried to snap himself out of his gaze. 
 
    “Noth - Nothing,” he said, and started to get undressed.  
 
    My quickly flashed back to those videos I’d seen and then a quick highlight reel of the advice from Dr. Pinell played through my head. 
 
    I’d suggest simply going home and roleplaying the scenario, just the two of you and see how it feels. Talk dirty to each other, etcetera, etcetera. 
 
    I bit my bottom lip. Might as well dive in head first. 
 
    “Really?” I said, “nothing at all?” 
 
    Henry nodded. 
 
    “Are you sure you weren’t maybe thinking some dirty thoughts?” 
 
    I began to round the bed, walking over to his side. My hips swayed seductively back and forth as I approached.  
 
    “What?” he asked, a deer in headlights. 
 
    “I said, are you sure you weren’t thinking some dirty thoughts? About me maybe? About me being a naughty little slut…” 
 
    I heard him gulp. 
 
    “Well, maybe a little…” 
 
    “Mmm, and who was I being a naughty little slut for? You? Or someone else maybe?” 
 
    I was standing right next to him, our lips only centimeters apart. 
 
    “Someone else,” he whispered. 
 
    I felt a rush of excitement course through my body. I felt warm and fuzzy as my pulse skyrocketed. My chest heaved with each sharp breath.  
 
    “That makes you hard, doesn’t it?” 
 
    I lightly brushed my hand over his crotch and felt his half-hard cock rising to life.  
 
    “Yes,” he said, through gritted teeth. 
 
    “You like thinking about your wife, being a dirty little slut for another man’s cock. Maybe, a big, black cock?” 
 
    I leaned up and bit his bottom lip and kept my hand pressed on his cock. Blood rushed in to fill the shaft like a river after a dam burst. He was rock solid in under a second flat.  
 
    “Mmm, naughty boy,” I whispered. “Take ‘em off.” 
 
    I nodded my head down towards his pants. 
 
    He had them off in less time than it took for his cock to go from flaccid to hard.  
 
    “Henry,” I gasped when I saw his cock and gently felt the underside with the palm of my right hand. With my left hand I gently rubbed the top of it, sending a shudder through his whole body. For a moment, I thought he might come just from that tiny sensation. I stared deeply into his eyes and studied his body language. 
 
    “Wow,” I whispered. This was real. I could feel the intense lust and passion burning right off of him. “You really like this, don’t you?” 
 
    He couldn’t bring himself to look at me, perhaps he was embarrassed or perhaps it was something else. But he gritted his teeth and nodded.  
 
    “You want me to be a slut for you baby?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “Yes, what?” 
 
    “Yes, I want you to be a slut for me.” 
 
    “Good boy,” I said, tussling his hair. I laid back on the bed and spread my legs which were glistening with my sweet juices. Henry wasn’t the only one that was turned on by his fantasy. 
 
    I smirked at him as I sat up on my elbows. 
 
    “Come eat this slutty little pussy, baby…” 
 
    Without protest or hesitation, which was rare for Henry (he usually had to be pretty drunk to attempt eating me out), he got down on his knees before me and began to lick and suck on my quivering clit.  
 
    I reached up over my head, arching my back with pleasure, and grabbed a handful of white sheets and gripped them tightly. I closed my eyes and bit my bottom lip. I began to moan like a whore. 
 
    “That’s it baby, eat that pussy. Get me nice and wet and sloppy,” I said. My encouragement seemed to work. For the first time in…ever…Henry made me come with just his mouth. It was mind-blowing.  
 
    But I wasn’t finished with him yet. 
 
    “Come here, I want you inside me. Give me that hard cock,” I said, grabbing him by the collar and pulling him towards me. He grabbed his shirt and lifted it up over his head. He still had faint traces of abs and his arms weren’t too shabby either. No, the years had been kind to Henry and for a brief second I was thankful. He hadn’t let himself go in any way close to the way some of his friends had.  
 
    But then my mind flashed to that video again. The one with the woman who looked like me, sandwiched between two hulking black men with giant cocks. Mmmm. That was what I really wanted. It just so happened Henry wanted it to. Win-win. 
 
    I smiled as he pressed his warm body against mine and slipped his hard member inside me. 
 
    “Mmm, baby,” I moaned, “you’re so hard.” 
 
    Henry just thrust harder and grunted in response. 
 
    I leaned up and whispered in his ear. 
 
    “Tell me what you’re thinking about,” I said, tickling the back of his neck with my fingernails. 
 
    “You,” he said, gasping for breath, “you getting fucked. Fucked so good, right in front of me.” 
 
    I dug my nails into his skin a little and he seemed to like it. 
 
    “Who’s fucking me?” I asked. 
 
    “Someone else,” he whispered. 
 
    “That’s right, someone else with a big…black…cock, maybe? Would like that?” 
 
    “Mmm, I would fucking love it,” he grunted. 
 
    I felt him begin to tense up and his breath grew faster and faster. He was going to come soon. 
 
    I clawed my nails down his back, hard. 
 
    “Is that gonna make you come?” 
 
    “Yes,” he whispered. 
 
    “Then come, come for me while you think about how sexy I would look getting fucked by another man…” 
 
    Henry let out a primal yell and unloaded inside me. The force of his seed entering my womb sent me into overdrive as I came too. It was one of the most powerful, intense orgasms of my life and had me panting and gasping for air for several minutes after.  
 
    He left himself inside me for a moment, his cock slowly deflating, as we held onto each other tight and whispered back and forth about how hot it was.  
 
    I smiled to myself. Step one down.  
 
    “Do you want to keep following Dr. Pinell’s steps?” I asked. 
 
    Henry leaned up on one elbow. 
 
    “I’m game if you are.” 
 
    “Definitely,” I said. 
 
    That night, my dreams got even more wicked and deliciously deviant. My pussy was dripping wet with longing the entire night as Henry’s come slowly oozed out of me in dribs and drabs. 

  

 
   
    Nine 
 
    I fired off a quick text to Christie the next morning. I needed to tell her about our visit to Dr. Pinell. I needed to ask her so many things. 
 
      
 
    Me: Hey…pilates today? 
 
      
 
    Christie: Yep, I’ll be there :) 
 
      
 
    Me: Coffee after? 
 
      
 
    Christie: Most definitely… 
 
      
 
    We met for a coffee at the same place as our previous meeting. We made idle small talk for a while before we finally addressed the elephant in the room. 
 
    “So…?” Christie said. 
 
    “So…we went and saw Dr. Pinell.” 
 
    Her face lit up with an anticipatory smile. 
 
    “And? How was it?” 
 
    I tilted my head and looked off to the side.  
 
    “Well, it wasn’t quite what I expected but what she said, well her advice I mean…it’s working.” 
 
    “Yeah? That’s great news. I’m glad to hear that.” 
 
    Okay, enough pussy-footing around, I thought. 
 
    “Alright, I just have to ask…do you really like,” I looked around and lowered my voice to a whisper, “sleep with other men?” 
 
    She bit her lip and nodded. 
 
    “And Bill is totally alright with that?” 
 
    She nodded again. 
 
    “Your marriage is better than it’s ever been…that…doing that, like saved you guys?” 
 
    She folded her arms and nodded a third time. 
 
    “I can’t believe it, so -” 
 
    She held up her hand and cut me off. 
 
    “Shhh,” she was looking over my shoulder. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s that cunt Melanie, from class, our kids go to school together,” she said. 
 
    That was one benefit of not having kids that couldn’t be denied. No annoying other parents to deal with. 
 
    Christie stood up and pulled me to feet. 
 
    “Come on, let’s go back to my house. We can talk there. Bill’s out golfing.” 
 
    I followed right along. 
 
    “Hi, Melanie! So good to see you,” Christie said, a fake smile plastered on her face as we exited the cafe. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    When we were safely back at Christie’s house, she really opened up to me. She was brimming with excitement. 
 
    “So, are you guys like, going to do it?” she asked. 
 
    I took a deep breath. 
 
    “I don’t know, I mean…it’s an exciting thought in theory, like we roleplayed it a little last night in bed and it was incredible, but what about…” 
 
    “In practice?” 
 
    “Yeah, I mean…it really works for you?” 
 
    “It really does.” 
 
    She put a hand on my arm. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry it’s just - this lifestyle, it’s great really it is - but it’s so amazing and life-changing that having no one else to talk about it with is like torture. I’m so happy to hear that you and Henry are going through the same thing we were. I don’t want to put any pressure on you but it would be so awesome if you guys got into it.” 
 
    She smiled at me. 
 
    “I’m just not sure exactly where to, you know, or how to go about…” 
 
    She held up a finger. 
 
    “Wait here,” she said. 
 
    I sat patiently at her kitchen table while I listened to her scurry up the stairs. After a few moments she returned, holding both hands behind her back. 
 
    After a dramatic pause she reveals the surprise. A big, black cock. Well, dildo to specific, but it looked so lifelike and real. 
 
    “Holy shit,” I whispered. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said, handing it to me, “I know.” 
 
    Without thinking, I reached up and grabbed it. 
 
    “Don’t worry, it’s clean,” she said quickly, “and I have more than a few so you can go ahead and keep that.” She winked at me. 
 
    “Okay, thanks,” I said, sounding unsure. 
 
    She sat back down across from me and smiled. 
 
    “Trust me, give it a try. Put on one of Henry’s favorite movies and really imagine yourself being the one to take it. Seriously, after that, you’ll be dying for the real thing.” 
 
    I arched an eyebrow. I already was dying for the real thing, I thought. But that was the problem. Would it be a case of careful what you wish for? Talking to Christie was making me feel better but I still wasn’t sold.  
 
    But Dr. Pinell did say to try a dildo next and there I was, holding one in my hands. No embarrassing trip to an adult sex shop or incognito online shopping necessary. Why not? 
 
    “Alright, yeah. That sounds good.” 
 
    Christie nearly squealed with delight then calmed herself down. 
 
    “If you guys decide you’re ready to take the next step, let me know. I have a guy who would be perfect for you.” 
 
    Talk about service. This was all going to be way easier than I’d thought. 
 
    Then Christie looked at her watch. “Oh, Bill should be home soon. You better get going.” 
 
    She walked me to the front door when I paused. 
 
    “Uhh, Christie?” 
 
    “Yeah, Kendra?” 
 
    “Could I get like, a bag for this or something?” I asked, waving the dildo in the air.  
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “Whoops, yeah that’s probably a good idea.”

  

 
   
    Ten 
 
    I raced home with a big, black dildo in the front seat of my car, concealed by a brown paper bag. More than once, I thought about rolling down the window and chucking the thing on the side of the road or simply turning around and returning it to Christie.  
 
    Was I really going to go home to Henry and…what? Whip it out? Say hey big boy, wanna watch me fuck this thing? 
 
    A tingle went down my spine and I felt myself getting a little wet. I gripped the steering wheel a little tighter, pressed down on the gas pedal, and smiled at myself in the rearview. 
 
    Well, yes. It turned out that’s exactly what I was going to do. It felt wrong, sure. But in the most delicious way. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Henry was in the shower when I got home. Perfect. I rushed across the hall and grabbed his laptop and then tiptoed into our room so I wouldn’t alert him to my presence.  
 
    I perched the computer on top of our dresser that faced the bed and pulled up one of my favorite videos. Yet another beautiful white wife taking a huge, dark cock like a dirty little slut. I then changed out of my clothes into some sexy, white-laced lingerie that I knew was his favorite. I hopped into bed with the BBC dildo and pulled the covers up to my shoulders. 
 
    As I watched the scene unfold, I felt the dildo resting between my legs, the head poking up near my belly button. It was cold at first, but warmed up from touching my hot skin, I felt the heft of it as my stomach rose and fell with each breath. The man and woman were now kissing on the screen and I was getting really turned on. I closed my eyes and touched myself gently, feeling my wetness. 
 
    Then I heard the water in the shower turn off. I opened my eyes and looked towards the bathroom door. Within a minute or so, Henry emerged with a towel wrapped loosely around his waist. There was something new about the way he was carrying himself but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. Perhaps it was his shoulders? He had a better posture and so they were up and back, he stood taller and looked more muscular. I bit my bottom lip as I waited for his reaction. 
 
    He heard the video first before he saw it, or realized I was in the room. The sexy little slut was now on her knees admiring and worshiping her bull’s beautiful cock.  
 
    “What the…” he turned and looked at the video, then quickly swiveled his head to the bed and saw my head floating above the sheets. 
 
    “Hey baby,” I whispered. 
 
    “Kendra? What’s going on,” he asked, genuinely confused. 
 
    “Oh, I think you know,” I said. I slowly took the covers off my body, revealing my breasts first, perfectly accentuated by the white-laced lingerie. Henry’s jaw was already on the floor before I got to the best part and revealed the big, black cock that was resting on my tummy. 
 
    “What - what’s that, where’d you get that?” he asked, barely able to speak. His head ping-ponged back and forth between the computer screen and my quivering body. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” I said with a smile. “Do you wanna watch me play with it?” 
 
    He hesitated for a moment, but the answer was clear. It was etched all over his face and his hard cock which was now threatening to poke a hole in the towel he was wearing. He wanted it, badly.  
 
    “Yes,” he whispered. 
 
    “I thought so,” I said, getting a rush from the satisfaction of turning him on so much that he could barely speak. 
 
    I sat up a little straighter in bed and began to stroke the dildo in my hand. With my other hand, I patted the empty spot on the bed next to me. 
 
    “Come watch then,” I said seductively. 
 
    Henry did as he was told and sat down on the bed.  
 
    I looked down at his crotch. 
 
    “Why don’t you take that thing out and show me how hard you are?” 
 
    He stood back up, undid the towel and let it drop to the floor. Rock hard. Like steel in the snow. I smiled and moaned softly as I closed my eyes and caressed the dildo. 
 
    I turned and looked over at Henry. 
 
    “Do you want to watch me suck it like the slut in the video?” I asked, nodding towards the computer screen. 
 
    “Yes, baby,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. 
 
    I opened my mouth and brought the dildo towards it. I stopped when it was about an inch away. 
 
    “Stroke your cock while I suck him off,” I said. Then I took the big, black dildo into my mouth and began to suck and slurp and moan while Henry jerked his cock right next to me in the bed. I made eye contact with him the whole time and imagined what it would be like to actually do something like that. To be on my knees for a big, alpha male with a huge cock, sucking on it like a whore while I stared lovingly into my husband’s eyes the entire time. 
 
    I was getting so turned on I needed some stimulation. 
 
    “Play with my pussy,” I whispered. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Play with my pussy, feel how wet this is making me,” I said. 
 
    With his free hand, Henry reached down between my legs and gently fingered me. It felt so nice to have his powerful hand inside me while I sucked and slurped. 
 
    I would alternate between closing my eyes and fantasizing and watching the video on the screen and using that as a visual aid for my fantasy. 
 
    “I need some dick,” I whispered. Then I looked at Henry. “Fuck me while I suck him. Get my pussy nice and ready for this big, black dick.” 
 
    Henry didn’t need to be told twice. He practically lunged towards me and positioned himself between my legs while I continued to suck on the dildo, pretending and wishing like mad that it was the real thing. 
 
    He slipped himself right inside me and took my breath away. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, baby,” I whispered, “I love how hard this makes you.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Mmmhmm,” I moaned. 
 
    Henry began to thrust hard and harder, splitting me open and hollowing me out while I continued sucking on the dildo and looking up at him. It was driving him wild.  
 
    Then a wicked line popped into my head. Like a gift from the heavens. I have no idea where or how, but there it was. And I knew it would drive him wild. 
 
    “Oh, Henry,” I moaned, “you feel so good inside me.” 
 
    Then I paused for effect. I leaned up and whispered in his ear while he fucked me. 
 
    “But not as good as that big, black cock is going to feel inside me.” 
 
    “Fuck,” he moaned and pounded harder. “I love hearing you talk like that, baby.” 
 
    “Yeah? You like it when your wife talks like a dirty little slut? You want to watch me cheat on you?” 
 
    “Oh god, yes,” he was practically screaming. 
 
    A lot of guys withhold from making alot of noise during sex. They think it’s a woman’s job to moan and plead, but it’s a huge mistake. Women love hearing their men moan and beg and be verbal during sex. Nothing turns me on more than knowing I’m responsible for those sounds. And I loved hearing Henry grunt and wail. 
 
    I could tell he was going to lose it soon and I didn’t want to spoil the fun just yet. I pushed him off me. I slapped the big black dildo against my tits, teasing my erect nipples with the tip. 
 
    “Mmm, I’m ready baby. I’m ready. I want this thing inside me. Are you ready to watch me take it?” 
 
    Henry was on his knees beside me, gently stroking his hard cock. He nodded. 
 
    I spit on the tip of the dildo to lube it up and then brought it down to my wet hot cunt.  
 
    “You ready to watch your wife take this big, fat cock?” 
 
    “Yes, baby,” he said, using his free hand to cup one of my breasts. He gently pinched and tweaked my nipple causing me to arch my back with pleasure as I rubbed the head up and down on my pussy. 
 
    “Watch baby,” I said, nodding down to my mound. Henry’s eyes gazed down longingly and watched, enraptured by the scene. 
 
    I pushed and felt the head split my lips in two, pushing them away from each other. Back and away. The first inch or two was slow going and it all but took my breath away as I inched it further inside me. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” I whispered. “Holy shit.” 
 
    I was breathing heavily and panting as I slid the big, black dildo deeper and deeper inside. 
 
    “Let me suck your cock,” I said and opened my mouth. Henry moved closer to my head and offered me his cock which I hungrily accepted into my mouth. I could taste my bittersweet juices on his shaft as I flicked my tongue out along the bottom of his shaft. The taste of us filled my nostrils.  
 
    Within minutes I was coming hard with Henry’s cock deep down my throat. My orgasm must have sent him into overdrive too because before I knew it, globs of hot, white come, sticky and sweet were being pumped down my throat by his pulsating shaft. It was sweet and creamy and warmed my belly as I continued to reach places no man ever had with my new favorite toy. 
 
    I managed to come again before Henry took his cock out of my throat and then collapsed on top of me. 
 
    “Oh my god,” I kept whispering over and over again as Henry kissed and licked me all over. “I think I have to try the real thing.” 
 
    “I think you do too,” Henry whispered, biting my ear. He was hard again within seconds and we were at each other for round two.

  

 
   
    Eleven 
 
    Things were accelerating quickly and while it made me a little uncomfortable, this dark passenger inside me was firmly behind the wheel and calling all the shots. It seemed to care very little for reason and logic. Answering only to the primal, baser instincts of my nature. 
 
    After several round of debaucherous pleasure and depraved fantasies, Henry and I both agreed that if we could find the right person (and Christie had led me to believe she could help up with just that), then we were ready to take the plunge and see if this fantasy had any legs in real life.  
 
    We decided it would be best two wait at least a week so that we could each spend time mulling it over and really considering all the angles before we rushed into it. 
 
    By day four, neither of us could take it any longer. 
 
    So, I texted Christie and once again, we met for coffee. 
 
    This time it was short and very business-like. 
 
    She slid a folded up piece of paper across the table to me. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “His name is Wes, and he knows exactly what he’s doing. He’s very experienced with couples like us.” 
 
    Like us.  
 
    Just hearing her say that gave me an odd kind of thrill. We were really doing this. And it felt so wrong and naughty to be talking it over in a boutique coffee shop. 
 
    “Really? Like he does this alot?” 
 
    “Yep, it’s like, his thing. He loves first-timers too. Trust me. He’ll get you hooked.” 
 
    “Like he got you hooked?” I asked with a smile. 
 
    “Uhh, yeah,” she said with a laugh. She checked her phone and stood up. “Sorry, gotta run. Bill and I actually have a date tonight. I need to go get my hair done.” 
 
    She pushed in her chair and winked at me. 
 
    “Is your date with this Wes character?” I said with a smile. 
 
    “No, but it’s a friend of his. Maybe you’ll get to meet him too. Bye, Kendra.” 
 
    “Bye Christie.” 
 
    When she was a few paces away, I thought of something. 
 
    “Wait!” I said. 
 
    Christie turned and looked at me. 
 
    “How, umm…you know, big is he?” 
 
    Christie clicked her tongue. Then held up her hands. 
 
    “Like, huge. Double digits huge.” 
 
    Then she turned and left me there alone with my coffee. 
 
    Holy shit. Double digits? 
 
    I sat and looked at the folded up piece of paper for a long tim and then opened it: Wes, 771-003-####. 
 
    I stared longingly at it and fantasized for a few minutes about what he looked like and of course, what his double-digit cock must look like.

  

 
   
    Twelve 
 
    It took another week or so before Henry and I finally worked up the courage to contact Wes. We came to the mutual conclusion that it was for the best to have Henry make the contact and plan everything out. The less contact I had with Wes outside, the bedroom. This was only supposed to be about sex and exploring the fantasy. The last thing we wanted was for someone (mostly me) to catch feelings. 
 
    Wes answered my husband almost immediately and was very polite and easy to talk to. Right away, even though it was over text messages, we were getting a good vibe. So far, Christie was right. 
 
    It took another two weeks after that before he could uh, pencil us in. Apparently between his day job and activities servicing other men’s wifes, he was quite busy and tough to nail down. But luckily we each had a free slot in our schedules at the same time (not that we were ever that committed to anything) and Henry got to work making arrangements with Wes. 
 
    On Saturday night, we booked a luxurious hotel room at a swanky, boutique hotel in the heart of the city and made plans to meet Wes out at a nearby bar for some drinks and to get to know each other. He made it clear that there was no pressure and we were under no obligation to do anything we didn’t want to. Simply put, if it didn’t feel right, we would call it off and if it felt right, well…we’d do the deed. 
 
    When the day finally arrived, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t get cold feet. At least at first. Henry seemed cool as a cucumber and if he was having any reservations about what we were about to do, he was doing a tremendous job hiding it from me.  
 
    The entire ride into the city, my stomach was a jumbled up knot. I was excited, nervous, horny, scared, anxious, worried, and did I mention excited? It was all very…complicated to say the least. 
 
    We were able to get early check in at the hotel and brought our things up to the room several hours before we were to meet Wes. 
 
    Henry opened a bottle of champagne and we toasted. He professed his love for me and apologized multiple times for how he’d been leading up to all this. He was sweet and charming and kind and so, so sexy. He was the man I’d remembered marrying all those years ago. He made it absolutely clear to me that we could call the whole thing off and just have a romantic evening by ourselves if that’s what I wanted. 
 
    So, I said okay. I told him to call the whole thing off. 
 
    Just kidding. 
 
    It was his profession of love for me and the assurances he offered me during his toast that finally put it over the top. We were ready to do this. We would come out stronger and more connected and better for it.  
 
    “I love you,” I whispered, “and I can’t wait to be a slut for you.” 
 
    We had plenty of time to get ready, so Henry jumped my bones right then and there and got me good and warmed up for Wes. 
 
    It was a nice fifteen minute quickie. Rough, primal, raw. All lust and sloppy passion. And I didn’t quite come. Which was perfect. I was all worked up and practically in heat by the time we were ready and headed to the bar. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Henry was dressed well. Navy slacks and blazer, white oxford shirt, no tie. I was dressed in a tight red dress that looked amazing on my body, I almost didn’t want to take it off. Almost. 
 
    He held the door for me as we entered the lounge area of the bar that was a few blocks away from our hotel. I rounded the corner and there he was. I stopped dead in my tracks so swiftly that Henry smashed into the back of me and nearly knocked me to the floor of the bar.  
 
    Wes was seated at the bar, alone, casually sipping his drink and watching a basketball game on the television screen above the bar. He was dressed not unlike Henry, dress slacks and a blazer, white button down shirt with no tie. He had short, buzzed hair, and dark skin. I felt butterflies in my stomach in a way I didn’t remember feeling since I was in high school. 
 
    He was so hot. I stood there for what felt like a long time, admiring the view, when Henry cut around me and started walking towards him. I liked that Henry was taking control of the situation, it made me feel safe and also made him more attractive to me - that he was so secure and cool about this was oddly a real turn on for me.  
 
    “Wes,” he called out as he approached. We wheeled around in his seat and his face immediately lit up when he saw my husband approaching. He got up out of his seat. 
 
    “Henry!” he said, they shook hands and went in for a bro hug. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say they were old friends the way they embraced and seemed genuinely happy to see each other. 
 
    “And you must be, Kendra,” he said, walking towards me and pulling me in for a tight hug. He wasn’t much bigger than Henry, but I felt so tiny in his strong arms as he pulled me in towards his body. His cologne filled my nostrils with scents of leather, cinnamon, and vanilla. It was a masculine musk and it made me weak in the knees. 
 
    “Hi, Wes. So nice to meet you,” I managed to get out. 
 
    The three of us stood awkwardly for a moment before Wes clapped his hands and rubbed them together. 
 
    “Why don’t you guys join me at the bar and let’s order a round of shots?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Definitely.” 
 
    We took seats next to Henry at the bar as he ordered a round of tequila shots. I sat next to Wes and Henry took the chair next to me. There I was, sandwiched between my husband and the man who would be my lover for the night. It was a strange, powerful sensation as we each picked up our shots and toasted to the evening. 
 
    I was already taking center stage between these two men and it felt wonderful. 
 
    The conversation began to flow with ease and Wes immediately felt like someone we’d both known for a long time. We really hit it off and after a few rounds Wes leaned over and whispered in my ear. 
 
    “I’m ready if you are,” he said, it sent shivers down my spine. I looked over at Henry and bit my bottom lip. 
 
    “Let’s go,” I said. 
 
    He didn’t need to be told twice as he quickly picked up the tab and led us out of the bar. 
 
    Before we even reached our hotel, Wes slipped his hand into mine as Henry walked a few paces in front of us. 
 
    Holy shit. This was gonna be…intense.

  

 
   
    Thirteen 
 
    I heard the door click shut behind us as Henry closed it. Wes and I were already in the room, standing near the bed. 
 
    Again, just like we had at the bar, the three of us stood around awkwardly for a few moments before Wes took charge.  
 
    He stepped towards me and put his hands on my hips, it was a gentle grip at first but as he squeezed me tighter, my body relaxed and opened up to him. 
 
    “I’m going to kiss you now,” he said, but he was looking at Henry. I turned to look at my husband as he sat down in a chair across from the bed and gave a slight nod. 
 
    “Okay,” I whispered and giggled nervously.  
 
    I closed my eyes and waited. 
 
    Wes pressed his face close to mine, paused for a moment, building the anticipation, and then planted his big, wet lips on mine and just held them there for a few seconds. I melted a little inside as I pressed mine against his and felt the warmth of his breath flowing into me. He pressed hard and I let my lips part as his tongue slowly flicked out and lapped at mine. His breath tasted sweet and fresh. His tongue was powerful and practiced.  
 
    I’ve never told Henry this, but to this day, it is the single best kiss I’d ever had in my life. It was charged. Passionate. Wet. Steamy. Sensual. All of that and more.  
 
    After a few moments of slow kissing. I pulled away and opened my eyes, turning to gauge my husband’s reaction. He was sitting there, smiling. Totally enthralled. I could see he was already getting hard and just seeing that sent me into overdrive. I got so wet knowing he was there watching and not only watching but loving it. 
 
    He gave me a slow nod and whispered, “I love you,” melting my heart all over again. 
 
    “I love you too,” I whispered.  
 
    Then Wes reached up with both hands and slipped the straps of my dress down over my shoulders and pulled it down to my waist.  
 
    I wasn’t wearing a bra and my perky breasts and erect nipples were out and exposed. I felt the cool air of the room waft over them. My skin broke out in goose flesh. 
 
    “These are beautiful,” Wes said, running his big, powerful, dark hands over them as he admired them. He gave them a good firm squeeze before bending over and putting his mouth on my right nipple and sucking gently on it as he caressed my left breast. 
 
    I tilted my head back, mouth open, and let a soft moan escape my lips. Wes worked his expert tongue all over my breasts and up and down my torso, kissing my tummy and neck and nibbling on my ear lobes. He was really revving me up and I thought I might pass out before we even got to anything more. 
 
    Then Wes broke it off and stepped back. He removed his jacket and unbuttoned his shirt and removed that next. His chiseled dark torso glistened in the dim light of the room. He was cut. Must have been ten percent body fat. Huge broad shoulders, powerful arms, slim waist. Abs for days. 
 
    I reached out a hand to touch his abs and see if they were real. Wes looked down, satisfied, and smiled. It was as hard as sculpted stone.  
 
    “Holy shit,” I whispered. 
 
    After a few seconds, he pushed my hand away. 
 
    “Take that off,” he commanded, eyeing my dress that was half-way down my body. 
 
    I did as I was told. I shimmied my hips as I pulled it down my legs and around my ankles before kicking it off into the corner of the room.  
 
    I stood there in nothing but a white-lace thong that was soaked through with my juices. I was raw and naked and vulnerable, standing in front of a stranger who was about to take me and my husband who was going to watch it all go down. 
 
    I was on fire with lust and I pounced. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Lips locking, I wrapped my arms around Wes’s thick neck and we made out for a little while longer. My soft, milky white skin pressed up against his hard, dark torso was driving me wild. And I know Henry felt the same. He was completely hard now but still hadn’t taken any clothes off. He was breathing steady and controlling himself…so far. 
 
    Wes was still shirtless, his slacks still on. I reached down, my arm trembling, hand shaking, and felt his bulge. It was huge. And it wasn’t even completely hard yet. As I backed away from our kiss, I bit gently on his bottom lip and pulled as I drew my head back and looked down at my hand caressing his crotch. 
 
    “I want to see it,” I whispered. 
 
    “See what?” he asked, gently grabbing my neck and biting on my ear, kissing my cheek, and sending a chill throughout my entire body. 
 
    “Your dick.” 
 
    “My what?” he asked, teasing me. 
 
    “Your dick, I wanna see your big, black dick.” I was panting and moaning as I begged and pulled on his cock from outside his slacks.  
 
    He reached down and pulled my panties to the side, brushing his hand over my mound. 
 
    “Let’s see if you’re wet enough first,” he said, slipping a finger inside my cunt. I shuddered, feeling his single, powerful digit spread me open and explore my insides.  
 
    He was still holding me by the neck and my hand was still on his bulge as he felt me and tried to decide if I was wet enough. 
 
    “Mmm, not bad,” he whispered, “but I think you can get wetter. Go ahead,” he said as he slipped a second finger inside me. My walls stretched even more. 
 
    “That’s it, good girl. We’re gonna have to get you nice and wet and stretched out first so you can really take my big, black cock.” 
 
    I gasped and moaned as he tickled my insides, reaching higher than even my husband’s cock could probably go. Soon, my legs began to shake as my pulse skyrocketed and I came all over his fingers, juices dripping down them and onto my legs. 
 
    “Oh fuck, oh fuck. Please, please, please,” I begged, nearly out of breath. 
 
    He pulled his fingers out and placed them up to my lips and paused. 
 
    “Please what?” 
 
    “Let me see it,” I moaned. 
 
    “Taste yourself first,” he said and slipped his sticky fingers into my mouth. I licked and sucked greedily on them, tasting my juices with reckless abandon. Bitter, sweet, nasty, and delicious. When he was satisfied with my cleaning, he pulled them out and wiped them on his pants before unbuckling his belt. He pushed his trousers to the floor and kicked them away. He was now in just his boxer-briefs, an ever-growing bulge between his legs called to me like a tractor beam.  
 
    “Get on your knees,” he commanded. 
 
    Again, I simply did as I was told. He put his hand on the back of my head and pressed it up against his bulge. It smelled so good. 
 
    I reached my hands up into his waistband and pulled down. 
 
    His cock flopped out. 
 
    Time stood still. 
 
    It bounced up and down a few times from the force of being unleashed from its cage and loomed over my head. 
 
    “Oh my god, this is sexy as fuck,” I said, reaching up and slowly taking it in my left hand. I watched as my ring finger wrapped around the dark shaft and couldn’t even make it all the way around. I stared at my wedding ring as it shimmered and sparkled in the overhead light and I slowly, methodically stroked his cock to live and licked my lips. 
 
    Christie was right. It was easily double-digits, maybe even close to a foot long. It was magnificent. 
 
    I looked over at Henry. Full eye contact. Our souls were on fire. I could see it in his eyes. He was pulling on himself, but still with his pants on. 
 
    “How do I look, baby?” I asked with a smile. 
 
    “So sexy, baby,” he said. 
 
    I looked up at Wes and awaited his instruction. 
 
    “Suck my dick, slut.” 
 
    So, I opened my mouth and prepared to suck his dick like a slut. 
 
    Right in front of my husband.

  

 
   
    Fourteen 
 
    “No hands,” Wes barked at me. So, again I listened. I put my hands behind my back and sucked the shit out of him. It was wet, sloppy, and rough. He put both hands on the back of my head and began to fuck my face. I gulped and gagged as my eyes watered. 
 
    After a while, he let go of my head and told me to worship his cock. 
 
    I’d never heard such a phrase before, but instinctually, I knew what to do. 
 
    Taking my arms from behind my back, I reached up and began to stroke him using both hands and my spit as lube. Slow and sensual. I moaned and writhed on my knees before him and worshiped his big, black dick.  
 
    “Mmm, can’t wait to have this inside me,” I whispered. 
 
    Wes then snatched one of my arms and pulled me to my feet. We made out for a while and I felt the warmth of his cock pressed up against my tummy, it was nearly tickling the bottom of my tits.  
 
    “How do you want it?” he asked, for the first time he was asking what I wanted and not giving me orders. I smiled and looked back at Henry. He unzipped his pants and took his hard cock in his hand. It paled in comparison to Wes’s and that thought turned me on even more. 
 
    “He’s going to ruin me, baby. Are you okay with that? I probably won’t even be able to feel you after he’s done. Is that alright?” 
 
    Henry smiled and nodded. It was just what he wanted to hear. 
 
    I went to the bed and laid down in front of Wes and spread my legs. Wes stood at the foot of the bed between them. 
 
    “I want to watch that big, black cock disappear inside me,” I said, playing with my clit. 
 
    “So do I,” I heard Henry whisper as he dragged his chair around the bed for a better view.  
 
    We got right up against me and flicked the head of his cock up and down against my pussy as I played with my clit. 
 
    This was it. It was really happening. I was about to fuck another man with husband near feet away, watching as he stroked his own cock to the sight. A smile curled onto my lips. Being so bad felt so good. 
 
    “Stick it in me,” I begged. “Please!” 
 
    “Your wish is my command, baby,” Wes said with a smile. 
 
    He pressed himself against my lips and they parted with ease. The head of his cock split my juicy peach in two and took my breath away as he pressed deeper into me. My eyes shut tight, then snapped open just as quickly. I looked down between my legs and shuddered with pleasure. Seeing his big, sexy, dark cock entering my wet sex was almost too much to handle. 
 
    “Holy shit,” I kept whispering over and over again. 
 
    “That’s it, baby. Open up for me. You can take it. Good girl,” Wes said as he put a hand on my stomach for leverage and began to pump my insides and stretch them with his massive member.  
 
    “God, that’s sooo hot, look at that,” I said, unable to look away from the sight of his cock disappearing inside me, then reappearing, then disappearing again while he rearranged my guts in a way that felt irreversible.  
 
    “Go ‘head, baby. Get yours. I just wanna make you feel good,” Wes whispered. 
 
    The pace of his strokes increased. 
 
    “Look over at your husband,” he said. I did.  
 
    Henry was seated feet away, gently stroking himself and staring intensely at us.  
 
    “Tell him thank you,” Wes said. 
 
    “Thank you, baby. Thank you,” I whispered as Wes brought me right up to the edge of an orgasm and stopped.  
 
    “Why don’t you suck his cock while I fuck you?” he suggested. 
 
    I beckoned Henry over with one finger.  
 
    Henry stood up and brought his cock over to my mouth. I latched on with my wet lips and closed my eyes, sucking as Wes went back to pounding and hollowing out my insides.  
 
    After about thirty seconds I spat Henry’s cock out and began to scream and moan and come. The most powerful, intense, and life-changing orgasm swept over me like a tidal wave.  
 
    “Oh my god,” I said as I gripped Henry’s cock and my eyes rolled back in my head. 
 
    I have no idea how long I stayed like that, but it felt like several minutes where I was simply in pure bliss. Euphoric. Warm. Fuzzy. Happy. Bursting with pleasure as it permeated every pore of my body from head to toe.

  

 
   
    Fifteen 
 
    When I finally came out of my dick-drunk state of blissed out euphoria, Wes flipped me over onto my stomach to take me from the prone position. Henry moved to the head of the bed so that my face was in his lap and we could stare into each other’s eyes as West took me from behind and I sucked on Henry’s cock. 
 
    Wes got his arms underneath me and wrapped them around my shoulders as he penetrated me. He got so deep, he was pushing up against my cervix. Bottoming out in my pussy. I’d never felt so full before. It was a place inside myself that I didn’t even know existed. 
 
    “Oh my god,” I whispered as I held my husband’s dick in my hand, slowly caressing it. I reached up with my other hand and grabbed his, interlocking our fingers. 
 
    I looked deeply into his eyes and said, “Hold my hand while I come, I want you to feel it with me.” 
 
    His hand clenched mine tighter when I said that and after two or three more deep, long strokes Wes’s magnificent cock, I was coming once again. This time even harder than the first.  
 
    Wes took his cock out after my orgasm and slapped it playfully against my ass cheeks while I panted and recovered from the sensation. 
 
    I sucked on Henry’s cock a little more before I was ready to have Wes back inside me. 
 
    “Put it back in,” I said. 
 
    Wes gave it one last thump and slap against my ass and pushed himself back inside. It felt amazing. 
 
    He leaned down and whispered in my ear. 
 
    “Where do you want me to come? This tight little pussy is gonna make me bust soon.” 
 
    “Mmm,” I moaned with Henry’s cock still in my mouth. I looked up at Henry. “Where should he come, babe?” 
 
    Henry shook his head and smiled. 
 
    “Wherever you want him to,” he said. 
 
    “What if…” I started as Wes began to pump me harder and faster, “What if I want him to bust inside me?”  
 
    I flicked my tongue out and licked the head of his cock while I awaited his answer. 
 
    “Then I think that would be really fucking hot and you should tell him that,” Henry said to me. 
 
    I turned and looked back over my shoulder at the beautiful, dark skinned adonis who was destroying my pussy in the best ways imaginable. 
 
    “Fill me up, Wes. Come inside me,” I said and locked eyes with West as he tried to reach deeper and deeper into my guts to deposit his seed. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” he grunted. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.” 
 
    Soon I felt his warmth unleashing and growing inside me, filling my womb with sticky, sweet cream. 
 
    “Oh yes, fill me up baby,” I cried. 
 
    He came for what felt like a minute straight, spraying more and more seed into me until it was oozing out down his shaft and onto the sheets. 
 
    I laid there moaning as Henry got up and went to look at my messy, cum-filled pussy. 
 
    “It’s all you, man,” I heard Wes say, but I didn’t quite understand what he meant. “Silky seconds.” 
 
    Then I felt a cock slip inside me. Henry’s cock. I looked back over my shoulder and there he was. My eyes went wide with surprise and excitement. 
 
    “Oh fuck, babe. That’s so fucking hot. Yes, yes, yes!” I cried as another orgasm washed over me.  
 
    Henry didn’t last more than thirty seconds before he started to unleash himself inside me as well, mixing his seed with Wes’s. But that was all the time he needed. That last orgasm was more powerful and intense and blissful than the first two. 
 
    He collapsed into my arms and we began to kiss and embrace. 
 
    “Glad I could be of service,” Wes said and slapped me on the ass. “I’ll leave you guys to get reacquainted. You give me a call anytime you want if and when you decide you’re ready for round two.” 
 
    He quickly cleaned up, changed, and was gone. Just like that, we were alone in our room and making love. Really making love. Slow, sensual, passionate. We felt deeply connected and stronger than ever before.  
 
    After several rounds of alternating between soft love making and hard animalistic sex, we fell asleep in each other’s arms and slept till noon the next day.

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    That night with Wes changed everything for us. It made our marriage and our bond stronger than ever before. 
 
    We were changed, different, transformed. All of those things and more. It’s difficult to put into words and certainly, I wouldn’t recommend this lifestyle for everyone. But it works for us. It really works. Christie was right of course. 
 
    We’ve seen Wesley multiple times since that night and have even played with a few of his friends.  
 
    It hasn’t happened yet, but Christie and I have even talked about the idea of having a little get together…a party of sorts. Wesley and a handful of his friends. The two of us getting really slutty. Our husbands watching. 
 
    Who knows? 
 
    The only thing I know for sure is this whole thing, this whole ordeal that we went through not only saved our marriage, but it turned it into one of the strongest relationships I know.  
 
    Who would’ve guessed? 
 
      
 
    The End  
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    BONUS: Preview from One Sweet Summer Night 
 
    BUY NOW 
 
   



 

 Prologue 
 
    It was just one of those sweet, summer nights, you know? Not too hot or humid, but just right. Nothing to do but everything and plenty of time and freedom to do it. Endless possibility and enchantment seemed to stretch on past the stars and into infinity. 
 
    We were only twenty-five, but we’d already been married three years. We started early. At least, compared to most people our age. We both came from strict, religious backgrounds and had met at university in Washington D.C.  
 
    We’d both chosen to attend a small, private religious college over the big, raucous party schools many of our friends from high school had gone off to. 
 
    I do believe in love at first sight and the first time I laid eyes on Alice Carrington, I was finished. I fell head over heels for her and spent every second I wasn’t in class or studying, trying to court her. I followed her short, blonde curls around campus like a lost puppy dog. Her icy blue eyes and fair, freckled skin frequented my dreams and on more than one occasion, I had to wake up and take a cold shower to keep myself from giving in to such lewd temptations. We would have to marry before there was any of that.  
 
    She was a preacher’s daughter and came from a family much more devout and pious than mine ever was. We went to church and obeyed the laws of God best we could, sure, but we weren’t the strictest in our congregation, not by a long shot. 
 
    Alice and I started dating in junior year and after we graduated, and after a long, serious talk with her father more importantly, I asked for her hand and she’d said yes. I was the happiest man in the whole wide world. 
 
    We were engaged for a year before our nuptials. We had a traditional wedding in a church, before God, and celebrated with our friends and family. Our honeymoon was the first time we’d gone further than holding hands and kissing. It was awkward at first and Alice was very shy about it. It was always with the lights off and under the covers. In our first three years of marriage I’d venture I only saw her naked three times and even then, only quick glimpses as she always rushed to cover up lest I get too good of a look. 
 
    I’d be lying if I said I didn’t mind. I did want her to be more comfortable around me, more open with her sexuality now that we were married. But I just figured it would take some time. Given our upbringings, it was more than understandable. I guess I’d just hoped when we finally said ‘I do,’ things would accelerate. And they really hadn’t. 
 
    Of course, the sex was good for me. Great really. But, I’m the guy. It doesn’t take too much for me to enjoy myself. As for Alice? Well, I don’t think she was finding it very pleasurable. Something needed to change and on that one sweet summer night, it did.

  

 
   
    One 
 
    “I shouldn’t have worn this,” Alice said, checking her reflection in the mirror as I clicked my right blinker on and turned into the neighborhood. 
 
    “What do you mean? It’s a pool party. I think what you have on is more than appropriate.” 
 
    She looked over and frowned at me. 
 
    “You know what I mean, Joey. This two piece you got me, it’s a little…slutty, don’t you think?” 
 
    She was wearing a t-shirt and jean shorts over a black, two-piece bikini I’d purchased for her birthday and I was so damn excited to see her in it. 
 
    If by slutty she meant revealing then yes, yes I did think that and that was the entire point. I was getting tired of her hiding her body from me and I was hell bent on curtailing it, just a little bit. She had nothing to hide and nothing at all to be ashamed about. 
 
    I understood we both had conservative upbringings and there were bound to be some hangups around sex because of it, but we were married now, and after three years of tough-sledding, I was intent on using this pool party as a way to loosen Alice up and bring her out of her shell - or at least, start to.  
 
    “I think it’s very tasteful and frankly, standard. It’s the style.” 
 
    “One-pieces are in style too now, you know,” she said in protest, folding her arms beneath her breasts. Her short blonde curls stopped just before her shoulders and she really turned me on when she wore a little pout like this. It was so cute and sexy, it drove me wild.  
 
    I reached over and put a hand on her knee. She flinched at first, but then relaxed. See what I mean about hangups? 
 
    “I know, honey. But…” I took a deep breath, “you know how sexy I think your body is and I just wish you’d show it off a little more. That’s all. There’s nothing wrong with that.” 
 
    She smiled for a brief moment at the compliment, but then those old hangups got in the way again as it quickly faded. 
 
    “I really wish you wouldn’t talk like that, I’m your wife…not some cheap slut,” she said and turned to look out the window. 
 
    If she only knew.  
 
    The way we were raised, slut was a bad thing. But for me, secretly, it always made my cock ache to know a girl was a slut. Of course, that always left me feeling conflicted too and so I knew all too well how she was feeling. But secretly, deep down, when I dared to admit it to myself. I wanted Alice to be a slut. My slut. I just had no idea how to go about telling her or making it happen. Luckily, it wouldn’t be too long before it all worked out and frankly, it was all much easier than I thought it would be. 
 
    We were in an upscale neighborhood in the suburbs. One of my friends from childhood, Scotty, who went to the local public school and did not have nearly the same upbringing as we did, lived there with his parents and they were out of town for the week. Open house. Big pool. Plenty of room. It would have been the dream in high school, but now that we were all much more mature twenty-five year olds, a raucous party was not in the cards. 
 
    It was to be a small gathering. Maybe ten people, at most. It would be chill and fun and everyone could spend the night so there would be no worries about drinking and driving. It would be the perfect environment to maybe, after three long years, coax Alice out of that hardened shell and maybe get her to live a little, maybe even shed her skin entirely. A guy could dream. 
 
    I was excited for Alice to hang with Scotty and his friends. She’d met them before, but never really got to know them. I think it was good for her - for us, really - to spend time outside our conservative bubble and get to know other ways of life. Alice didn’t necessarily agree but she was willing to try and so I had to give her a lot of credit for that. Many people in our social circle wouldn’t even dream of it. So, her openness gave me hope. 
 
    “So tell me again who all is going to be here,” Alice said as we pulled into the driveway and I put the car in park. 
 
    “Uhh, well, there’s Scotty,” I said. 
 
    “Right, Scotty, I’ve met him before. He’s the black guy you played basketball with, right?” 
 
    I nodded. I thought I saw her face light up a little, but I couldn’t be sure. It was quick, almost imperceptible. 
 
    “Yep, that’s him.” 
 
    A thought occurred to me then, but I pushed it aside almost as quickly as it appeared. 
 
    Scotty was the best basketball player in town when we were growing up. He dominated in high school and even set some state records before going on to play at a mid-tier, division one school in the midwest and started all four years at point guard. Sadly, he was not quite professional material, but he had a great run. 
 
    “Who else?” 
 
    “Pete and his girlfriend Tara. I think you met Pete before, but not Tara.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, I remember him, Italian guy, right?” 
 
    “Yep, Pete DeCarlo, that’s the one. And you’ll like Tara, she’s nice.” 
 
    “Anyone else I might know?” 
 
    I unbuckled my seat belt and sighed. 
 
    “Why don’t we just go find out?” 
 
    I smiled at her and Alice tried to smile back at me. I could tell she was trying her hardest. I put my hand on hers and leaned in to kiss her cheek. 
 
    “I love you,” I said. 
 
    “I love you too, Joey,” she said. 
 
    We got out of the car, grabbed our bags, our towels, and the case of beer I’d brought and made our way toward the backyard pool. 
 
      
 
    End of Sample
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    Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place. 
 
      
 
    Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious. 
 
      
 
    She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together. 
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    It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped. 
 
      
 
    When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies. 
 
      
 
    Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week? 
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    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. 
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