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Chapter One

Emerald Hills Country Club was one of, if not the most, exclusive country clubs in all of Southern California which placed it high in the running for most exclusive country clubs in the entire nation, and probably, the whole world.

Yes, the people who belonged there were not only one-percenters, many of them were one-tenth-of-one-percenters. They had more money than just about anyone, more than even Jed Clamppet.

The Caldwells, Derrick and Christine, were two of these such people. Derrick was a bit of a pushover and was a little too agreeable for his own good. At just under six-feet tall, he was thin and lanky and didn’t have much in the way of muscles to speak of. He wasn’t particularly handsome, but then he also wasn’t ugly either. Nor was he charming or outgoing and to be perfectly frank, he didn’t have good posture and he wasn’t particularly funny aside from the occasional well-timed movie quote he often managed to pull out when the situation called for it.

No, just about everything about Derrick, from his appearance to his personality, were right around average, or right below it in some areas.

But there were two things about him that were not average at all. In fact, in these two categories and these two categories alone did Derrick Caldwell find himself firmly among the one-tenth-of-one-percenters.

The first was money. Derrick had shit ton of it. His net worth was estimated to be somewhere firmly in the nine-figure range. That’s hundreds of millions for those keeping track at home. But don’t worry, it was nowhere near approaching the one-billion mark. He wasn’t a monster.

The second thing was his wife, Christine. She was a knockout, a smoke show, a babe, a dime piece, a complete and total bombshell.

All of the above.

Times a hundred plus infinity.

Her body had been carved in stone to the absolute perfect, firm, supple and oh so very ripe proportions. Rich, luscious lips. Long, silky legs. Curves in all the right places. Her golden blonde hair glistened and glowed like the sun itself.

And her breasts?

Oh my.

Oh my, those breasts.

They were just, well, they were just magnificent indeed.

The finest work of art ever produced by the finest plastic surgeon in all of Southern California. And considering the proximity to both Hollywood and the San Fernando Valley, that was saying quite a lot.

To everyone who encountered the Caldwells, it was painfully obvious.

Christine was a trophy wife.

Here she was, a spry twenty-eight year old with perfect tits who could bend over to touch her toes and lick her own asshole if she wanted and Derrick was, well he was Derrick.

A forty-two year old man of what could charitably be described as average attractiveness who’d, as a pimply-faced twenty-something, made an absolute fortune investing in companies around Silicon Valley and had now “retired” to paradise and needed a goddess with which to enjoy the view.

And they were right.

Derrick didn’t care.

So what?

He knew he’d only been able to snag a girl like Christine because of his money. But she still loved him and he loved her. And that was all that mattered.

Wasn’t it?

Well, there was one thing that did bother Derrick.

The sex. Not that they didn’t have it, they did...but he knew it was lacking. To put a finer point on it, he knew it was he who was lacking.

He thought about it especially when he was at Emerald Hills with his rich “friends” playing golf or eating in the restaurant. Two activities that he participated in frequently now that he was “retired.”

It was the taunting.

The snide comments.

The need to crush, not just win.

The dick-meauring, as it were.

Derrick was a lot of things, smart, calculating, shrewd, kind, and thoughtful.

But an alpha male he was not.

And at Emerald Hills, among the wolves, he had a hard time finding his place in the pack.

These “friends” of his and they were “friends” with quotation marks because Derrick knew full well that if not for all the money he had in his various bank accounts and all the vacation homes scattered across the globe, he had nothing in common with these people and had they all been typical working-class stiffs anywhere else in America, they simply would not hang out with each other.

That was an open and shut case as far as he was concerned.

Again, that didn’t bother him though.

It was the things they said to him.

Particularly the things they said to him about Christine.

Yes, they were only teasing him. But it was like they knew. Like they could smell it on him, somehow they were picking up on his energy and even though they didn’t consciously mean it, they could just tell.

Derrick wondered if there was such a thing as little dick energy. He supposed there probably was because he supposed it probably emanated from him wherever he went.

The most recent overture had come in the middle of his backswing, from Ronnie Cook, a regular in Derrick’s foursome. Of course, once Ronnie started in, Mitch and Frank joined the fray and piled right on top.

It was on the 11th tee and Derrick was having the round of his life. He was four under and cleaning the floor with the other guys. Sure, there was some money on the line, but between guys with bank accounts as big as theirs were, the bragging rights and pride were far, far more important.

Ronnie hated losing. Hell, they all did. But Ronnie turned into a spoiled little brat when things weren’t going his way and he liked to try to hit guys where he thought they were vulnerable.

Derrick was in the middle of his nice easy wind up, ready to let ‘er rip one more time when Ronnie started talking to Mitch and Frank a little too loudly. And while he may have been aiming his words at them, he was really talking to Derrick.

“Boy, I saw Christine at the pool yesterday. Hummina hummina,” he whistled, “that yellow bikini. Can’t believe Derrick let’s her out of the house like that.”

Derrick tried to ignore Ronnie, but couldn’t and hooked his ball into the second cut and the round fell apart from there.

As he was paying Ronnie at the end of the round (the prick had ended up winning by one lousy stroke in the end), Ronnie decided to keep needling him.

“Hey Derrick, I’m serious Christine’s a whole lotta woman. You sure you know what you’re doing with that? Because she looks like one thirsty girl the way dresses when you’re not around.”

This drew laughter and a snickering from Mitch and Frank.

Ronnie leaned in and lowered his voice and put his arm around Derrick’s neck.

“And uh, if you ever want me to step in and show you how a real man swings it, well you just let me know. Because I’m more than willing. I’m sure Christine wouldn’t mind.”

He grinned and winked and Derrick wanted to punch his lights out but he didn’t. Because he couldn’t.

For two reasons.

The first was that Derrick wasn’t that kind of guy, not by a long shot. He avoided confrontation at all costs. So, he simply smiled like an idiot and tried to laugh it off.

The second reason was that deep down, he knew it. Ronnie was right. He couldn’t satisfy Christine. In their couple of years together he was rather certain he’d never brought her to climax.

Sex with him was more like a chore for her and given his age and physical fitness levels, well at least for her sake the chore never lasted all that long.

For all Derrick knew, Christine was cheating on him right now. But he hated that thought. He didn’t think she’d do that to him.

Or did he? For a brief moment he pictured Christine with another man. Not Ronnie, it was more of an amorphous blob that resembled the idea of a man. One with a cock that was a great deal bigger than his. One that could actually please her.

For the briefest of seconds, he found that idea very arousing and this scared him, so he pushed it away.

It wasn’t the first time he’d felt that tingle go down his spine while his friends teased him about his inability to please his wife, which in reality they couldn’t possibly know for a fact, but he knew it was something to fear, more than that, to be ashamed of.

What kind of man gets turned on by the idea of his wife cheating on him he always wondered?

He pushed the thoughts safely away, and went to go meet Christine at the pool for a late lunch-early dinner kind of thing at the club’s poolside bistro and bar, Dante’s.

But when he arrived on the pool deck to see his wife picking up the contents of her bag off the ground with the help of an especially handsome, well-built gentlemen in a custom tailored suit, that feeling returned with a vengeance and this time, Derrick struggled mightily, despite his best efforts, to push it away.

And he wondered just exactly what that meant.


Chapter Two

Ezra Ellington was a powerhouse. A true alpha. Dominant personality, dominant physique. Standing at six-foot-five and weighing nearly two-hundred and twenty-five pounds of lean, sculpted muscle, he had been a standout, two-sport star at UCLA and would’ve been an NBA lottery pick if he hadn’t blown out not one, but both of his knees in back to back seasons, effectively ending his career.

But Ezra was sharp as a tack had plenty of options. He would go on to start his own hedge fund, Bluestone Investments, and within ten years he was a newly minted billionaire going to war with the titans of Wall Street and often coming out the victor. There were whispers that Ezra’s money may have been a little too smart, that perhaps something untoward or even illegal was helping the team at Bluestone beat The Street time and again, but if that were true, they could never prove it.

Eventually, Ezra got bored and he closed up shop and moved back home to the west coast. When you’re as sharp and as talented as a guy like Ezra, you’re always looking for the next challenge. The next mountain to climb. The next whatever.

But that next whatever happened to find him one night in a bar in downtown L.A. Only it wasn’t a movie or a record deal or a hot new tech investment.

This new thing brought him a bigger high than any stock trade or slam dunk he’d ever made in his life and he couldn’t believe it was real.

A middle-aged man of about forty-five approached him one night at the bar where Ezra had been drinking alone after a boring pitch meeting with some investor friends of his. It wasn’t the opportunity he’d hoped for and he knew a loser when he saw one, so he declined to pursue it any further.

It wasn’t very late so the seat next to Ezra was empty. This guy sat down next to him and offered to buy him a drink.

Not a big deal. It still happened from time to time when Ezra was in the L.A. area. He did set the freshmen scoring record at one of the most prestigious basketball universities in the entire country. Quite a few people still remembered his name and recognized his face.

The surprise came when the guy hung around a little longer than most people would deem polite and suddenly motioned for Ezra to turn around. He pointed out his wife who was standing at a high-top table about a dozen feet away from the bar.

“She’s a huge fan of yours,” the guy said to him with a wink and a nod.

But Ezra was too busy picking his jaw up off the floor to answer.

The man’s wife was one of the sexiest women he’d ever seen.

She was wearing a tight black dress and her tits were basically popping out onto the table in front of her.

“You know, she’d really love to fuck you,” the guy said to him.

Ezra nearly choked on his drink as right at that very moment he’d been thinking about what it would be like to stick his big, black cock between those luscious milky white breasts of hers.

“Come again?”

“I’m serious. She’s all yours if you want her. Our hotel is just around the corner.”

Ezra studied the man up and down to see if he was messing with him.

He looked back at the man’s wife and then back at the man’s eyes.

The man was serious. Ezra could see it plainly.

He was excellent at reading people.

And so he decided to say alright. Before he could really consider his options, weigh the tradeoffs and the benefits, and think it over, the word was out of his mouth and he was committed. Ezra rarely made a decision in his life that quickly. Especially not a serious one with serious consequences. But there he was, saying alright to a strange proposition from a strange man in a bar he’d never been to before.

But if there was one common thread between his basketball and business careers it had been this: if you’re open: take the shot, ask questions later. It had served him pretty well thus far and he supposed this was just one of those instances. His instincts kicked in and took over for him.

“But, there’s one catch,” the man said.

“I figured you were messing with me,” Ezra said with a smile, “but I wasn’t about to take a chance saying no, your wife is one fine woman, if you don’t mind me saying that to you.”

“Oh I know, and I don’t mind at all. And I’m not messing with you man, not one bit. The catch is, I want you to fuck her too. You see, I’m the kind of guy who likes to watch, if you know what I mean.”

And Ezra did know what he meant. At least a little bit. He’d heard of couples who were into this kind of thing but he always thought it was probably a myth. Something that only existed in fantasies and porno movies.

But the man took the liberty of giving him the whole spiel about her being a hotwife and him being a cuckold and how they really got off as a couple finding hot, dominant alpha males to be the “Bull” in their relationship whenever they went away on vacation together.

At first, Ezra thought the whole thing sounded a little too weird for him. She was fine as all hell but he didn’t know how comfortable he was with the husband watching and him having to assume the role of the Bull and all that.

But then, he thought, it had been a while since he’d been laid and well, they say you should try everything once.

So, Ezra shrugged his shoulders and said, what the hell.

“Alright, I’m game,” he said.

And the man’s face lit up as he turned and nodded to his wife.

Ezra eventually joined them at their table for a few rounds of drinks to get everyone acquainted and their inhibitions lowered just enough before the three of them left the bar and returned to the couple’s hotel suite just a few blocks away as the clock approached midnight.

He was, understandably, a little nervous at first. But thankfully this was not the couple’s first time and they were both very nice and made him feel at ease.

Well, that and the man’s stunning wife stripping naked in front of him and giving him a world-class lap dance while he and the husband had another cocktail.

Within seconds, his ten inch python was hard as a rock and the only thing he could again find himself thinking about was sticking his big, black cock between her beautiful white breasts and titty fucking her senseless.

“Now remember, don’t hold anything back. She’s all yours and she wants to be fucked like the slut that she is,” the husband said, “isn’t that right, honey?”

“Mmmhmm,” she whispered as she backed her ass up on Ezra’s lap, her firm ass cheeks serving as a quasi-bun for Ezra’s hot dog, as it were, as she ground down and around, pulsing and twerking to the beat. He didn’t remember what the song was, but the next thing he knew, the wife spun around and dropped to her knees before him on the carpeted floor and began running a hand over the outside of his designer jeans.

Ezra remembered looking over at the husband, thinking surely at any moment, the jig would be up and it would all turn out to be a joke. Or worse, the husband would suddenly think better of it and come to his senses as he flew into a rage over his wife whoring herself out like that for a perfect stranger they’d just met in a bar around the corner.

But none of that happened.

The man just smiled and nodded his head and mouthed the word enjoy.

And enjoy he did.

While he wasn’t quite a natural, he thought he did pretty well for his first foray into this new world of sin and debauchery.

The husband and wife coached him up a bit to bring his performance up to something close to the standard they were used to with their other “bulls,” as they kept referring to them.

Ezra was to be the dominant one in the room. He was to treat the wife, essentially like a slut (in the most respectful, tasteful way possible), and he was supposed to provide the kind of experience that would allow the wife to taunt and tease the husband. Ezra was encouraged to join in occasionally, as long as he remained respectful of the boundaries: taunt and tease, sure, but never venture too far into outright humiliation and degradation.

Some people liked to be completely humiliated, they informed him, but that wasn’t so in their particular case.

The crux of the experience was this: his wife was too hot for him, too sexually insatiable to ever be satisfied fully by him and his below average equipment. And so she needed to take additional, big-dicked lovers in an attempt to quench what, in this fantasy, was an unquenchable thirst for well-hung alpha males.

And that night, Ezra was lucky enough to be the well-hung alpha male.

The bull in the room. 

The couple was in town for a week and as a result, Ezra got one hell of an introduction to the lifestyle. He was instantly and hopelessly hooked.

The feeling of dominating another man’s wife right in front of him was unlike anything he’d ever experienced on the basketball court or on Wall Street executing trades worth tens or even hundreds of millions of dollars. The rush of those activities was great, but it was nothing compared to being The Bull In The Room.

Making that man’s wife come over and over again while her husband just sat and watched, and got off on it? He couldn’t believe it was a real thing.

Like any true alpha male, Ezra enjoyed a good power trip. Dominating on the court and in business gave him that, sure enough. And he loved it.

But this? This was power plus pleasure and it was one potent, explosive combination that he simply found irresistible.

It consumed him. It became not only the next thing, but the only thing.

He quickly formed a little business of sorts. Off the books, of course, and became somewhat of a legend in these certain circles of like-minded people who were interested in his services.

Simply put, a guy like Ezra was always in high demand.

He eventually settled down in a nice, custom-built, modern-mega-mansion overlooking the Pacific Ocean where he often entertained and performed his services for his uber-exclusive and super elite client list, a list that Ezra had recently joked, was even harder to get on than the country club he’d just jumped through several hoops to join. He’d had to call in a few favors with some of his most powerful friends, including a U.S. Senator whose wife he’d had the pleasure of fucking on several occasions, to get accepted at Emerald Hills.

He was getting a tour of the club and the sprawling grounds when a blonde bombshell, who he would come to later know as Christine Caldwell, brushed up against him. She was walking with her head down and didn’t notice him.

The blonde bombshell dropped her designer bag filled with designer things which spilled all over the cement floor just outside the club’s poolside bistro.

“I’m sorry, excuse me,” he said, even though it had been her fault. “Let me help you with that.”

Ezra knelt down beside her and noticed the biggest diamond engagement ring he’d ever seen and a matching wedding band studded with diamonds that easily had to be worth five or even six figures. Each.

When he crouched down to help her, he met her eyes and knew instantly.

It was a skill he’d developed.

Or maybe it was natural.

But he could always tell.

Her husband hasn’t fucked her right in years. Because he won’t or because he can’t? Either way, it doesn’t matter. She’s dying for some good dick. And that’s something I can definitely help her with.

“Thanks,” she said with an embarrassed smile that all but confirmed his suspicions.

She accepted her phone from his outstretched hand, brushed a blonde curl from her face, and was gone.

But not from his imagination.

For the next several nights, the blonde bombshell would visit him in his dreams and do all kinds of freaky, nasty things to him and his body.

He had to have her.

And, as whenever Ezra Ellington had to have something or especially someone, he would.


Chapter Three

Christine Caldwell was the hottest woman Emerald Hills Country Club had ever seen and given that it was one of the most exclusive clubs in Southern California, that was saying quite a bit.

And Christine knew it.

She understood who she was and why people regarded her the way they did. She was hot. She was goddess-like in their eyes, a perfect specimen.

Well, almost perfect.

But her marriage to Derrick and a trip to the finest plastic surgeon in the world had corrected those two minor rounding errors by the big man upstairs.

Now she had it all.

More money than she knew what to do with.

A rockin’ hot body.

Access to the most exclusive clubs and restaurants and the ability to be anywhere, do anything, and have anything she wanted.

All she had to do, basically, was snap her perfectly manicured fingers and poof, instant manifestation of any desire on the planet.

Except there was one small, tiny, itty, bitty little thing that was missing. More like bothering her.

Derrick’s dick.

It wasn’t a surprise, she’d slept with Derrick a few times before the wedding and it was fine. She supposed.

But in her previous life as a wild, party girl in the City of Angels, Christine had been a bit of a groupie for one of the professional basketball teams in the greater Los Angeles area.

Or maybe it was both of them?

She never really kept track of sports.

And she thought she’d probably hooked up with a few baseball players too along the way, but eventually she was getting so much premium dick, she’d simply lost track.

Point being, she was a size queen who was used to big, strong alpha males with big swinging dicks who knew how to use them.

One time, she even took on the whole starting five in a birthday gangbang the day she turned twenty-five. She’d had a pregnancy scare the following month and thankfully dodged a major bullet in not having to work through which of the five may have been the father.

At that point in her life, Christine’s sole purpose in life, aside from her job at an L.A. talent agency (at which she excelled), was to seek out and find the biggest dicks she could get her hands on (or mouth) and then let them fuck her senseless.

Derrick knew none of this, of course. At least, not all the hot and lurid details.

But as she approached the big three-oh, she eventually convinced herself that it was time to settle down, to find someone stable and uh, rich. She couldn’t settle down with a young, professional athlete.

She knew that wouldn’t be able to last. Plus, most of them didn’t want to be tied down anyway so the pickings were slim, as they say. She wanted something more...boring, stable. And she even came to the conclusion that she would be willing to compromise on dick size to get the deal done. No one was more surprised than her at this development.

Derrick was perfectly boring and perfectly rich and he treated her like a queen. There was no request that he would even consider denying her.

And she loved him for it.

Really, she truly had developed a deep love for her husband but she had to concede that despite her best efforts, it was more like a friendship kind of love at the end of the day.

That raw, passionate lust was missing. There wasn’t much in the way of physical attraction. At least on her end.

Obviously, she knew Derrick found her, as every single man in the world did, extremely attractive.

And for a while, two years give or take, that had been enough for her.

She thought she could get past the lack of intense, physical connection and just get by with a great friendship, occasionally decent sex, and all the money she could ever need.

But lately she had to admit, she was feeling empty.

Between her legs.

She hadn’t been fucked right in nearly three years now and simply put, she missed big, strong men with big, thick cocks dicking her down to the point where she had just a little bit of trouble walking the next day.

She loved that feeling and she missed it.

She was on her way to Dante’s to meet Derrick for a bite to eat and had been going through her own, personal sexual highlight reel, a greatest hits playlist if you will, of all the good dick she’d gotten over the years, when she bumped into a tall, chestnut-skinned man in a power suit. A man who’s name she would later come to know as Ezra Ellington.

The man apologized sweetly, even though it wasn’t his fault, and he bent down to help her collect her things from the concrete floor.

What a gentleman.

What a fine, fine specimen Christine couldn’t help thinking.

And soon, she couldn’t help thinking what the man might look like naked and of course, what kind of heat he was packing.

She glanced at his crotch and could tell reasonably well that he was, in a word, huge. She had a special knack for identifying men with big dicks. A kind of sixth sense.

If she had to guess, she’d put it at about ninety-five percent accurate.

While she was thinking of this, she felt a tingle between her legs and felt herself getting wet and horny.

Embarrassed, she manages to get out a “thank you,” before abruptly leaving the man in her dust.

But that chance encounter awakened something inside her even though she wasn’t fully aware of it at the time.

An itch that eventually would have to be scratched.

Because one way or another, with a size queen like Christine, it always does.


Chapter Four

Lunch was both highly enjoyable and utterly forgettable as both Derrick and Christine had been hungry, ravenous even, and were in a rush to leave the club and return to their palatial estate overlooking the Pacific Ocean - although each had their own reason for the hurry.

Derrick wanted to get home, take a shower, and look over an investment proposal a friend of his from the east coast had sent over regarding an early-stage startup that he believed showed tons of promise. While Derrick was technically retired, he still had to do something with his time and money and so he did what he knew best.

Christine wanted to get home and get fucked.

Hard.

She didn’t care what she had to do. She was going to get Derrick to give it to her good. What was that saying? It’s not the size of the boat? Something to do with the ocean?

She couldn’t quite remember but she knew she’d heard something to that effect and basically it’s message was this: guys with small dicks could keep up with and even outperform their bigger-dicked counterparts as long as they knew how to use it.

Or some such thing.

She’d always been skeptical and assumed it was a silly saying someone made up to make guys with small dicks feel better, but now she was desperate and hoped that perhaps, with some coaching, the old adage could prove true for her husband.

Otherwise, she feared, they might be in trouble. And she just might have to do something drastic. And with the prenup Derrick’s lawyers had insisted quite forcefully that she sign, she’d be running quite a risk doing something like that. Quite a risk indeed.

As soon as they stepped into the foyer, Christine decided to jump his bones.

She began kissing him feverishly and running her hand up and down his very average, doughy body.

“What’s all this, honey? What are you doing?”

“I’m so horny,” she said. “I need you to fuck me. Now.”

Derrick sighed nervously.

Christine could feel he was hard as rock but he was also hesitant, as if his mind was elsewhere.

And indeed it was. He was nervous about pleasing her. After the brutal ribbing Ronnie and the guys had given him, well, you could say they’d gotten inside his head and performance anxiety was already setting in.

But luckily Derrick thought, he had a ready-made excuse to get out of this predicament.

“I’m sorry, Christine. I’d love to really, but Kirk just sent over that investment proposal and I think this could be a really big winner for us.”

And as the words left his mouth he stared at his wife. His bombshell of a wife who was begging him to fuck her and he wondered what in the hell was wrong with him. He should be ripping her out of that dress and ravaging her body all over his thirty-million dollar castle like the King that he was.

But there he stood, afraid to take what was his. What was being offered up to him on a silver platter.

He’d never felt more ashamed or embarrassed for himself and his lack of sexual prowess. But Christine wasn’t having any of it. She was all worked up and ready to go.

Derrick couldn’t remember ever seeing her like this and wondered what in the hell had gotten into her that had her behaving so strangely all of a sudden.

His mind flashed to the encounter he’d witnessed with the tall, black gentlemen earlier and for a brief moment he wondered…

“I don’t care, Derrick,” she said, snapping the thin thread of thought Derrick had been following in his mind and pulling him back into the present moment.

“We have more money than we could ever need, you say that all the time. I want you to fuck me.”

She said it with a nasty, hard edge that really made Derrick’s dick jump.

Christine pulled him close and kissed him hard again and Derrick realized he didn’t have much of a choice. She was going to get hers. She was making that abundantly clear.

. . .

Soon they were naked, in bed, in a room that had a larger square footage than most people’s entire homes and Derrick slid his thin, fleshy pencil into Christine’s wet slit and they were off to the races.

At first, things seemed to be going pretty well. At least from Derrick’s perspective. Christine was writhing and moaning beneath him yelling, “yes, that’s it, fuck me harder. HARDER!”

“Really get it up in there,” she was whispering. “Don’t be afraid to hurt me a little, I like it rough.”

Soon the instructions were getting more specific and it was almost like she was coaching him up a little, which Derrick didn’t mind. Christine, for the first time that he could remember, genuinely seemed to be enjoying herself and he was getting the sense that maybe, just maybe she was on the edge of a real-life, authentic orgasm courtesy of good ol’ Derrick Caldwell.

And he was half right. Christine was on the edge of an orgasm. But she had given up on the idea of Derrick being the one to provide it about three thrusts into the whole affair and while she instructed him on what to do, she closed her eyes tightly and thought about the sexy black man she’d bumped into just a few hours ago and what it would feel like to have his big, dark cock ravishing her insides.

That was what had her on the edge of an orgasm and she thought that if she could just get Derrick to reach a hair or two deeper she might actually achieve one and keep her deepest, darkest thoughts at bay for the time being so that she wouldn’t have to go and do anything drastic.

But no sooner did she have that thought than she began to feel a strange sensation. Like a fleshy balloon was deflating inside her.

She realized Derrick was suddenly going soft in the midst of fucking her.

And she lost the edge.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” he kept whispering as he retreated from her body and towards the edge of their bed.

There’s nothing sexier than hearing a man whisper he’s sorry after he’s just lost his erection mid-fuck, she thought to herself. With all the sarcasm in the world, of course.

And then she had another thought.

Perhaps she was going to have to go and do something drastic afterall.


Chapter Five

Derrick had never been more embarrassed in his entire life. Nothing, not even his most awkward years in high school, came close.

He thought again, with great horror, how he’d simply just lost it. Just like that. Deflated like some pathetic balloon.

But how could that have happened?

If he was honest with himself, he was getting older. And he could probably stand to lose a little weight and hit the gym more. His world class personal trainer had given him a diet and nutrition plan to follow plus all the right exercises and what days to perform them. He just simply hadn’t.

But what was the point?

Not only was he probably less than adequate in the size department, he was now, and there was no getting around it in his mind, a limp-dicked loser.

And no amount of money was going to be able to make up for that when it came to his wife. Surely Christine was used to bigger and better.

He’d done his homework, or rather Derrick had his “people” do his homework before proposing. Despite the laundry list of lovers Chistine had evidently taken to bed in such a short time frame, he decided he didn’t care.

In fact, and this was another secret he kept very close to the chest, he remembered being very aroused by the fact that she got around and didn’t seem to discriminate as long as the gentlemen fit a certain aesthetic. Namely, buff and hung alpha males.

The thought of Christine fucking other men, other better lovers than he, had always in some way both turned him on and disgusted him. But in this case, all of his disgust was directed at himself, and not Christine, for being turned on by it.

Again, he had to wonder: what was wrong with a man who found such things incredibly...sexy?

But he never wanted to find the answer to that question, so like always, he pushed it away or deep down inside him - somewhere in the deep, dark waters of his subconscious where it couldn’t do him much harm...for the time being.

He was certain that what had just happened was potential grounds for divorce, if Christine took it the wrong way.

Well, at least we have the prenup he thought to himself.

A little gallows humor in which he took little to no solace.

Derrick of course knew he was not her type, in a physical sense, but he knew without a doubt that he was her type when it came to another important thing: money. He hoped that perhaps that would still be enough to keep her from leaving him.

But all of a sudden he wasn’t so sure. He’d sensed something back there in the bedroom, something he couldn’t quite name or put his finger on, but the dynamic that had been so stable between them through two plus years of marriage had suddenly shifted. And he wasn’t sure what that meant.

He was up late in his study pouring over the proposal from Kirk but found he could hardly concentrate on the words that were right in front of his face. It seemed to him they were a million miles away and may as well have been hieroglyphics on a cave wall.

He tried, for what seemed like the tenth time, to read over the documents when a thought occurred to him. His mind flashed to the earlier encounter he’d witnessed between his wife and the mysterious alpha male back at the country club.

Perhaps, there was indeed another way to keep his wife and keep her happy. No sooner did he have that thought than his penis was standing firmly at attention. In fact it was so hard, it hurt.

The irony of this was not lost on Derrick.

And ruefully he thought, perhaps this was an eventuality his subconscious mind, where he’d stored those confusing and arousing feelings to be dealt with later, had been preparing for all along.

This idea simply made him all the more hard.

He took out his dick and pleasured himself in his study, alone, to the thought of his wife’s smoking hot body being dominated by another man.


Chapter Six

While Derrick hid from her, and make no mistake about it, that is what he was doing, Christine pulled out her trusty vibrator and went to work relieving the pent up frustration and tension that had risen to untenable levels inside her.

For the last two years, she thought to herself sadly, this little buzzing piece of pink plastic and silicone had been the only thing to make her come in a way that was even close to the way she felt when she was stretched wide and big cock was filling her up so good she could feel it all the way in her stomach.

To put a finer point on it, that little buzzing piece of pink plastic and silicone was the only thing keeping her on the straight and narrow, the only thing keeping her from straying off the path of monogamy, and after what had just happened moments ago, she was starting to fear that it wouldn’t be able to hold her there much longer.

She closed her eyes and started to fantasize, letting the vibrations from her trusty sidekick relax her muscles. She allowed her mind to wander.

And it went somewhere very predictable: to the sexy alpha male she’d just bumped into at the club and who she’d been fantasizing about while Derrick was inside her, at least right up until the moment Derrick’s semi-hard dick went soft and turned into a piece of half-chewed bubblegum.

The thought of it disgusted her and for the first time she could remember, she found herself resenting Derrick for putting her in this position. On some level she knew that was unfair, he was sweet and kind and provided for a life of permanent luxury that before she had only seen glimpses of.

But on another level, she just couldn’t help it.

She needed more.

And as her vibrator began to make her legs quake and her body shiver, she decided she would have more.

One way or another, she was going to get that sexy dark chestnut-skinned man to give her exactly what she needed, consequences be damned.


Chapter Seven

Ezra was, once again, balls deep in another man’s wife. A rich couple from Manhattan named Noah and Amy Harrington had flown out to Los Angeles for the week just to meet up with him. Apparently they’d just recently gotten their first taste of the lifestyle at a super exclusive club on a private island in the Carribean and they were hooked. They had the desire and uh, the means to make a trip like this happen. Ezra had also made a mental note of this so-called island and would be investigating how to get there at some point in the not-so-distant-future.

The husband, Noah, had been referred to Ezra for his services and after a somewhat lengthy verification and screening process, which was standard for any potential clients Ezra was considering taking on, the two began chatting via a private, encrypted messaging service.

Ezra Ellington took the privacy and anonymity of all his clients as seriously as he took his own regarding these clandestine sexual rendezvous that, if ever made public, could seriously ruin lives and reputations the world over. Ezra would never name names, but a prominent U.S. Senator, who was considered a Presidential-hopeful, and his wife were very, very satisfied clients of his.

Once Noah sent a few pictures of his wife and described to Ezra with great enthusiasm how hooked she was on BBC ever since their visit to this illustrious Heartbreak Cove, well Ezra couldn’t say no. He just so happened to have an opening the same weekend the Harrington’s had available and now here they were.

Amy was bent over in front of him, bucking and writhing on his hard dick while Noah sat in the corner, videotaping and taking photos (with Ezra’s prior approval of course and assurances that Ezra’s face would never be shown if they ever decided to post them anywhere, which Noah emphatically insisted they would never do. Although, with the way things were going these days, Ezra put the odds at 50/50 that the Harringtons would be joining the other hotcouples on FansOnly trying to profit from their sexual escapades. Everyone was doing it these days, if not for the money, for the rush).

But for the first time since he started this adventure, Ezra found he couldn’t focus, he couldn’t focus worth a damn. He was pulled out of the present moment. All he could think about was that bombshell who’d bumped into him a few hours ago at the country club.

Not that it mattered. Amy was fucking him like a wild woman and coming over and over again as she professed her love and adoration for his, “beautiful, big, black cock.”

He smiled to himself, she was a good little slut. Very submissive and obedient and he knew he would be playing with this couple again, he would have to. He felt bad he couldn’t give them his full, undivided attention. But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t get the blonde bombshell, her gorgeous tits, and her wedding ring out of his head.

Though he would never admit it to her, the entire time he was fucking Amy, he was thinking of someone else.

After she came for a fifth time, he couldn’t help but wonder how hot the sex would be if he were actually paying attention.

Pretty explosive he thought.

Eventually, he was able to bust a nut deep inside Amy. The Harrington’s had escalated things quickly it seemed as this time they had wanted to act out a breeding fantasy with Ezra and he was more than happy to oblige and fill her belly with his hot seed. There was nothing Ezra loved more than busting a fat nut inside another man’s wife after he was done using her pussy up.

The Harrington’s stayed for dinner, then they went at it again for round two, and while they fucked deep into the night, Ezra could never quite get his mind off the country club bombshell.

Once they left, Ezra was spent. He’d busted about four nuts over the course of the day with Amy and he was exhausted.

But as he was drifting off to sleep, he began to have visions of the bombshell standing in the doorway, completely naked, not a shred of clothing on her body, only her wedding ring, which she held up for him to see as she walked towards him, hips swaying hypnotically to the rhythm of some unheard drum.

Ezra’s cock lurched to life as she whispered across the room to him.

“My husband just can’t satisfy me. I need a big, strong, alpha bull with a big, fat cock to make me come. You can give me that, can’t you baby?”

Ezra suddenly had the sensation he was falling and his body flinched and snapped awake. He was fully erect and in need of relief. He went to the bathroom and rubbed one out.

Fifth nut of the day.

And finally, mercifully, he was able to sleep as the bombshell from the country club was out of his mind.

But not for long.

It was a restless night full of lurid dreams and devious fantasies.

When he awoke the next morning, he knew he was going to have to do something. He had to have her, whoever she was, and he would have her.

It was then that he decided it was high time he played his first round at his new country club and he had a feeling he might just run into this mystery woman again.

Ezra took out his phone and called his assistant and told her to schedule him a tee time at Emerald Hills.


Chapter Eight

Derrick awoke on the couch the next morning. Unable to face Christine after what had happened, he decided to work late and crash on the massive sofa in their massive “living room” that was the size of a hotel ballroom. It was not uncommon for Derek to stay up late and spend the night on the couch so it wasn’t as though Christine was likely to think much of it.

At least, that’s what Derrick hoped.

By the time he was awake, Christine had already been up for several hours and was now eating a late breakfast outside on the magnificent stone veranda overlooking their infinity pool that appeared to spill right over into the mighty Pacific Ocean.

He peered out the window at her, making sure he wouldn’t be seen. He quickly grabbed a yogurt from the fridge and a banana and snuck out to the garage where he quickly threw his clubs into the trunk and sped off for his mid-morning tee time at Emerald Hills.

On the drive there, Derrick tried as hard as he could to focus on the round ahead. He was feeling a little on edge and was still angry and confused about the day before - about everything that had transpired from the ribbing Ronnie and the guys gave him, to losing by one stroke, to his failed attempt at pleasuring his wife all the way up until the moment he jacked off, alone in his study, to the thought of his wife taking another lover - a better, more well endowed one.

As his roadster hugged the curves of State Route 1 that slithered along the Pacific, he felt himself getting hard again.

He couldn’t focus on the round ahead. Couldn’t get in the zone no matter how hard he tried. The only thing on his mind was Christine cheating on him. But more than that, it was some weird twisted fantasy where he was ok with it.

Again, he found himself wondering: how can this be?

What’s wrong with me?

They were, for the moment, questions without answers.

Mercifully, with about five miles to go, he was finally able to zone out and think about nothing at all.

That is of course until he pulled into the parking lot of Emerald Hills and saw the mysterious, well-built alpha male with dark chestnut skin pulling a bag of clubs out of his trunk and making his way for the entrance.

Derrick felt his body go numb with excitement as the strong alpha male suddenly slipped into this fantasy he was having about his wife taking another lover.

Little did Derrick know at the time that he would be seeing quite a bit of this mysterious gentlemen that day.

Quite a bit indeed.


Chapter Nine

The orgasm had taken some of the edge off but not all. As she sat on the veranda and ate a five-star breakfast prepared by their own personal chef, Christine’s mind oscilated between two thoughts: the first was the sexy alpha male she’d bumped into the previous day and the second was the thought of Derrick going limp inside her mid-fuck.

One thought made her pussy wetter than the Amazon rainforest and the other as dryer than the Sahara desert.

She needed a distraction and so he pulled out her phone and began to mindlessly scroll and swipe around.

Eventually, she was skimming her newsfeed and stumbled upon a headline from a tabloid rag that made her stop and click: ‘Former UCLA great, and hedge fund billionaire spotted at Emerald Hills C.C. - You Won’t Guess What He Was Doing There.’

The article, of course, never delivered on the promise of the tantalizing headline and was short on any real facts or details aside from a brief recap of the man’s career and personal accomplishments accompanied by a rumor from an unnamed employee that Ezra Ellington was back in town and looking to join one of the most exclusive country clubs in the entire country.

And then she saw it. A picture. His picture. It was small but there was no denying it. That was the strong, handsome man that she’d bumped into yesterday and who had, it seemed, made her permanently weak in the knees.

“So, that’s him, huh? Ezra Ellington,” she whispered to herself as she decided to do a deep dive on the internet to learn more about this mysterious sports-star-turned-hedge-fund-billionaire.

He didn’t have much of a social media presence to speak of which was anathema to someone like Christine but there was plenty else out there about his storied basketball career and subsequent rise on Wall Street. Christine was intrigued before but now she was obsessed and dripping wet. She had forgotten all about the incident the previous night and in fact probably forgot that she even had a husband.

Christine got up and went inside expecting to find Derrick sitting at the table eating his usual bland breakfast of yogurt and a banana but he wasn’t there.

“Where’s Derrick?” she asked their chef who was washing dishes in the kitchen.

“Umm, I think he left for the club. Said he had a tee time or something he had to get to.”

“Ryan, you can head home early. I’ll be having a late lunch at the club today.”

“Ok, no problem.”

And with that, the chef was out the door and on his way home.

Christine was in their palatial estate all by herself as she got ready to head to Emerald Hills.

She didn’t know what she was going to do but she felt a sudden urge to be at the club and see if she could catch another glimpse of this Ezra Ellington. Perhaps she could just...bump into him again? She wasn’t sure what would happen but she knew things would just have a way of working themselves out if she showed up and put herself in the right position.

The position to...what?

“To get fucked by some of that good alpha dick,” she whispered out loud for no one but herself to hear.


Chapter Ten

Derrick was changing in the men’s locker room, lacing up his golf shoes, when Ronnie came in and slapped him a little too hard on the back.

“Mitch had to cancel, something about his daughter chipping a tooth or something. Poor sap. Thank god I never had kids.”

Derrick looked up at Ronnie and felt the same exact sentiment. Thank god, Ronnie never had kids.

“Alright, just us three then?” Derrick asked.

“Nah, they stuck a single with us. Some new guy. Fuckin’ figures,” Ronnie said, annoyed.

“What’s his name?”

“How the hell should I know, let’s hurry the hell up and you can ask him yourself, Frank’s already on the first tee.”

Derrick finished changing and rushed out, alongside Ronnie, to meet Frank and the new guy on the first tee.

When they rounded the corner from the clubhouse that led to the first tee box, Derrick’s stomach dropped to his knees.

There he was. The mysterious, strong alpha male was standing right next to Frank on the first tee. Or, more accurately he was towering over Frank on the first tee.

“Holy shit, is that Ezra Ellington?” Ronnie said, nearly elbowing Derrick out of the way and sprinting over with an over eager hand outstretched.

. . .

In typical Ronnie fashion, he couldn’t stop fawning over this childhood hero of his. Ezra Ellington. Apparently, the man had been a two sport athlete at UCLA - basketball and something else - Derrick thought. But since Ronnie and Frank were completely star struck by this sports stud joining their foursome, Derrick of course - of course - had absolutely no idea who he was and the name Ezra Ellington meant nothing to him. Well, at least not yet anyway.

Finally, all the fanboy chatter settled down to a murmur and they all got ready to hit their first shot.

It was odd, in all the comotion Derrick had noticed that Ezra had hardly said two words other than yep and thanks. In fact, Derrick probably had said more than Ezra had this whole time.

Derrick thought the man seemed aloof, his thoughts somewhere else. Somewhere other than the golf course and this was something that lately Derrick could really relate to.

But his aloofness and standoffishness didn’t stop him from stepping up to the tee and crushing a perfect drive three-hundred-and-fifty yards, arrow straight, down the middle of the fairway.

“Holy shit,” Ronnie said.

“Nice hit, Ezra,” Frank said.

“Great shot,” Derrick said, but he said it lower than anyone else and so he assumed Ezra didn’t even hear him.

Ronnie and Frank teed off next and hit their typical shots, not bad but not great, and then it was Derrick’s turn.

He felt a strange sensation when he addressed his ball. As he was in the midst of his back swing, he did something he never did and decided to swing as hard as he could. Derrick was deadly accurate but he wasn’t particularly long off the tee. That wasn’t his game and he always made sure to stay within himself so that he could achieve his best score possible.

But this time he felt the sudden urge to grip and rip it and that is exactly what he did.

And it was a disaster.

He topped the ball and sent it skidding across the tee boxes and barely, just barely past the ladies and senior tees.

Ronnie and Frank burst into laughter.

“You’re one lucky son of a bitch,” Ronnie howled. “Almost had to play the next one with your pants around your ankles and show everyone why Chrstine looks so thirsty all the time.”

Ezra cocked his head to the side at that last part but didn’t say anything nor did he laugh. He didn’t even crack a smile.

But Ronnie and Frank’s cackling had gotten to Derrick. He knew it was only a matter of time before Ezra joined in.

Things began to unravel a bit from there.

. . .

They were seven holes in and Derrick was having the worst round of his life. But it didn’t really matter because Ezra Ellington was mopping the floor with the three of them and that’s all anyone was paying attention too anyway.

He had birdied six of the first seven holes and was on a torrid pace at six under par.

“Jesus man, how often do you play?” Ronnie asked after his birdie on seven.

“Honestly, not too much lately. This is my first time in a few months,” Ezra said as if it was no big deal.

“That’s incredible,” Frank said, “you could play on tour.”

Ezra smiled and shook his head politely.

“Nah, that’s uhh, not for me,” he said.

But Derrick thought that Frank was absolutely right. Ezra Ellington could be a professional golfer. What couldn’t this guy do? So far, Derrick had learned that Ezra was a two-sport standout at UCLA and could have gone pro in either sport if not for injuries. He also learned the man was a multi-billionaire primarily from a hedge fund he’d built from scratch all by himself. And now this?

Some guys get all the blessings and luck in the world, Derrick thought.

And then he thought about something else and he had to fight to keep his dick from getting hard.

He refocused on his tee shot on eight and hooked his ball into the rough. It wasn’t great, but it might have been his best shot of the day.

Ronnie was having a great round and Frank was playing pretty well too. Nothing compared to Ezra, but still they were crushing Derrick and enjoying the hell out of it.

And Derrick could feel it coming.

Ronnie started in on Derrick.

And that’s when things took a curious turn.

“You married Ezra?” Ronnie asked.

Dumb question, Derrick thought. He already noticed that Ezra wasn’t wearing a wedding band and if Ronnie wasn’t so unobservant he would have noticed it too. But then Derrick realized what Ronnie was up to.

“No, I am not,” Ezra said as he teed up his ball.

“Bet you wouldn’t guess it, but Derrick over here’s not only married, but he’s got the hottest wife at the club. Can you believe that, Ezra?”

Derrick noticed Ezra’s attention and facial expression change, he was now listening intently to what Ronnie was saying all of a sudden.

“Yeah, blonde bombshell. Boy, you should’ve seen that yellow bikini she was wearing yesterday. Holy smokes, right Frank?”

“Yeah, what I wouldn’t give for a wife like that.”

Ezra’s face lit up at the mention of these extra details and Derrick could see him putting the puzzle pieces together in his mind. It was an expression he knew all too well.

“Is that right?” Ezra said with a knowing smile.

And Derrick felt his stomach drop.

He braced himself for this new alpha male in the pack to start needling him and making fun of him just like all the other guys.

Except that’s not what happened.

Ezra simply teed up his ball and hooked his shot into the rough much in the same manner as Derrick and as luck would have it his ball landed right next to Derrick’s - or was it fate?

Ronnie and Frank both hit solid shots right down the middle of the fairway and soon Derrick found himself walking step for step towards his ball with Ezra at his side, just the two of them.

“You know, I don’t think we were properly introduced back there. Lots of chatter going on,” Ezra said with a warm smile.

“Yeah, Ronnie likes to talk a lot,” Derrick said with a chuckle.

Ezra reached out and offered a hand to Derrick who took it and shook. Needless to say, Ezra’s hands were massive and strong and Derrick figured he could crush his bones into a powdery mist if he wanted to.

But Ezra wasn’t a hand-crusher kind of guy, he was firm and fair and didn’t try to show off.

“Nice to meet you, Derrick,” he said.

“You too Ezra,” Derrick replied.

“I think I might have bumped into your wife yesterday when I was checking the place out,” Ezra said as he eyes up his approach shot.

“Oh yeah?” Derrick said, pretending not to know what he was talking about.

“Like literally, bumped into her. I apologize, I wasn’t paying attention and I knocked her purse to the ground.”

What a gentleman. Derrick had seen the encounter and had a pretty good idea it was Christine who had absent mindedly bumped into him.

“Oh, yeah. I think she might of mentioned that last night.”

Ezra smiled, a little embarrassed.

“Well, please pass along my apologies once again if you don’t mind.”

“Sure, yeah. I’ll do that.”

Ezra lined up his shot and hit a beauty that landed on the green about six feet from the hole.

“Nice recovery,” Derrick said. He didn’t have the strength or the skill to do what Ezra just did so he played it safe and laid up short of the green.

As they walked towards their balls Ezra snapped his fingers.

“Hey, what do you say we team up on the back nine against Ronnie and Frank? Take those assholes to task and teach ‘em a lesson?”

Derrick smiled and felt a strange sensation, almost as if he was making a friend or something. Why was Ezra being so nice to him?

But he decided not to look a gift horse in the mouth and eagerly accepted the offer.

And so did Ronnie and Frank when Ezra broached the subject on the ninth tee.

“Are you kidding me? Absolutely! I know you’re basically a pro Ezra but even you couldn’t beat the two of us with the way Derrick is playing today. You’re on, we’re in.”

. . .

On the back nine, Ezra kept being Ezra and finished his round at eleven under par (a 59 and a new course record) and Derrick finally found his groove and got back on track.

They destroyed Ronnie and Frank.

It was an all time drubbing.

The money they collected from Ronnie and Frank was, as always, immaterial to people as rich as them. It was the bragging rights, the looks on their faces, the smug satisfaction of knowing they were going home miserable and embarrassed and that you were responsible for their misery.

There was nothing like it.

After the round, they showered and changed, and for about an hour, Derrick lost track of Ezra and assumed he’d gone home.

As he was finishing up in the locker room, he received a text from Christine saying she was on her way to the club and that he should meet her for lunch if he was done with his round.

For a moment, Derrick thought about lying and saying they were still out golfing or that he’d already left to go home or that he was out with the guys - anything to avoid reliving or rehashing the embarrassment of the previous night when some how, some way, he’d managed to go soft right in the middle of fucking what had to be one of the ten most beautiful woman on the entire planet.

But before he could decide what to do and type out a response, he felt a hand on his shoulder.

“Derrick.”

It was Ezra. He startled Derrick a little bit and chuckled.

“I’m sorry man, didn’t mean to scare you like that.”

Derrick stared into his eyes and thought that if Christine was one of the ten most beautiful women on the planet then Ezra had to be a top ten male as well. In fact, he could have been named the sexiest man alive if he was just a little more famous, Derrick reckoned.

“Listen, uhh…” Ezra looked around the locker room to check if anyone was around or listening to their conversation. Derrick followed his gaze and realized they were completely alone in the locker room.

“Look, I think I can help you.”

“Help me? With my golf game?” Derrick was confused at first.

Ezra smiled.

“No. Not your golf game. Come on, let’s have a drink.”

. . .

They sat down at the bar. It was just the two of them and once the bartender had delivered their drinks and left them alone, Ezra slid a black business card across the bar to Derrick.

Derrick didn’t look down at it, he couldn’t look away from Ezra’s intense glare.

“I’d like to offer my services.”

“Services?”

“I can give your wife everything she needs. And more importantly, Derrick, I can give you everything you need in the process.”

Derrick couldn’t believe his ears.

“Wait, what - how?”

Ezra shrugged.

“It’s a talent I have. I bumped into your wife, Christine, yesterday and I just knew. And I knew I could help. It’s a win-win for everyone involved.”

Derrick was still completely flabbergasted by Ezra’s polite, but direct offer. Derrick was still slightly in denial and so he decided to keep playing dumb.

“And just what does my wife need exactly?”

“A big dick.”

Derrick scoffed, but even he wasn’t buying his act.

“My big dick, in fact. She needs someone like me to give her the fucking she deserves and you know it. I hope you take no offense to my offer because I mean no offense. I’m just trying to help. And it’s purely carnal. I have no desire to ruin a marriage. I want to help one.”

Ezra placed his hand on the jet black business card and slid it closer to Derrick’s hand.

The letters T.B.I.T.R. were emblazoned in silver ink along with a phone number.

“The bull in the room,” Ezra said, filling in the blanks for Derrick. “That’s what I do. That’s who I am. I’m the alpha male. The dominant bull that your wife needs to fill her up and make her cum.”

“Bull?”

Ezra shrugged.

“Lifestyle term. I didn’t make it up, it’s just what people refer to as the dominant alpha that a wife cheats on her husband with - with his consent of course. Some people think it’s offensive, some don’t. Me? I take it as a compliment. I love being the bull in the room.”

Without thinking, Derrick took the card and slid it into his pocket.

Ezra nodded.

“Good, take some time to think about it and when you’re ready, just text that number.”

Ezra stood up and left a hefty tip on the bar.

But before he left Derrick heard a familiar voice from behind them and his stomach dropped once again.

“There you are!”

It was Christine. She was wearing a tight yellow and black dress that fit her like a glove and showed plenty of cleavage. She was all done up and looked hotter than Derrick could ever recall.

Ezra’s face lit up when he saw her.

And immediately Derrick thought about what it would be like to watch Ezra grab her, pull her in close, and kiss her deeply right in front of him in the bar. His dick jumped but he pushed the fantasy away.

“Christine, this is uh,” Derrick stammered.

Ezra, the smooth alpha that he was, took over and commanded the conversation.

She held out her hand and Ezra took it and kissed it gently.

“Nice to meet you, Christine. I’m Ezra. I think we bumped into each other yesterday. I must apologize again for my clumsiness.”

Christine couldn’t get anything out except a nervous, excited giggle. She looked like a teenage girl meeting her favorite pop star. But once she got herself under control, there was no denying the chemistry and sexual tension that now hung in the air.

Derrick wasn’t a fool. He could sense it. These two wanted each other, and badly.

They were going to fuck each other’s brains out one way or another. One way or another, they would each get what they wanted.

The only question was whether Derrick was going to be a willing participant in the whole devious affair or not.

After some small talk, Ezra excused himself and Derrick and Christine went to have lunch. It was not a quiet lunch, unllike the day before and Derrick couldn’t stop thinking about this lurid, debaucherous fantasy of watching his wife get a proper fucking from another man. And he had a hunch that Christine was thinking about much the same thing.


Chapter Eleven

“Ok, I have to know. How did you happen to meet Ezra Ellington and have him buy you a drink?”

Christine was leaning forward against the table so that her breasts squeezed together, amplifying and accentuating what was already world-class cleavage. Derrick could hardly focus on her question as he couldn’t help but imagine what they would look like with a big, dark cock poking up between them.

“Sorry, what? Uhh, Mitch had to cancel today. Something about his daughter chipping a tooth, poor sap. Anyway, Ezra was going out as a single so they stuck him with us and I guess we kind of hit it off…”

“Hit it off?” Christine said in disbelief.

“You knew who he was?” Derrick asked, changing the subject slightly.

“Well, I mean I didn’t recognize him at first when I bumped into him yesterday. But yeah, of course. I remember he was like supposed to be the next MJ or something.”

Derrick didn’t quite believe Christine’s act, but he couldn’t poke holes in it either. He knew she didn’t really follow sports, but then again neither did he.

“I’d never heard of him,” Derrick said.

“Not surprising,” Christine replied. “Tell me about him, what’s he like? I heard he’s like a gazillionaire or something and very, very mysterious. He only has like two posts on all of social media, I mean, like who does that?”

“We’re gazillionaires, Christine.”

She frowned at him.

“You know what I mean, he’s in the three comma club. We’re only in the two comma club. Big difference in status.”

Derrick waved a hand at her.

“Anyway, you know...he was nice. Great player. Really long...off the tee.”

“I’ll bet he was,” Christine said, her voice dripping with unintended sexual innuendo. “I mean, I bet he was a great player, he seems like he probably one of those people who is just great at whatever they do.”

“Yeah,” Derrick said, then refocusing, “why are you so interested in him anyway?”

But he already knew the answer, those hunches, those mysterious forces that had been at play were all converging together now and he knew it was all preordained. This was, simply put, unavoidable now.

“No reason, I mean he’s just a famous athlete turned billionaire. And he’s sexy as hell. But no reason,” Christine said, applying a light touch of sarcasm to her tone.

Derrick looked on disapprovingly.

“What? Oh come on, I can’t say another man is sexy? Really we have to pretend we don’t find anyone else attractive but each other?”

“You find me attractive?” Derrick said, not believing her.

Christine balked for a moment at the question and it stung Derrick like hell.

“Of course I do!”

She said it a little too fast and a little too loud to help cover for the momentary hesitation.

“Besides,” she said leaning in and lowering her voice, “I should be the one asking that question after what happened last night.”

Bam. There it was. A slow motion haymaker that Derrick never saw coming. In fact, after that stellar back nine and encounter with Ezra, he had all but forgotten about the events of the previous night when he had somehow managed to go completely limp while balls deep in Christines tight, wet pussy.

Derrick didn’t reply and the conversation ended right there as they returned to their more normal setting and ate lunch in silence.

After they paid, they hopped in separate cars and drove home to their mansion by the sea. The entire drive home they each thought of the same thing: Ezra pounding the shit out of Christine.


Chapter Twelve

Derrick was angry and horny. And Christine was just horny. But she didn’t think Derrick would have it in him after what happened the night before and so she was already resigned to the idea of having another date with her pink toy.

That was when he pounced.

It was a feeling very unfamiliar to her but she liked the aggressiveness even if she didn’t particularly care for the pasty, doughy, very average looking man it was coming from.

As Christine was taking out her earrings and tossing them on the nightstand, Derrick crept up behind her and quickly, forcefully unzipped her dress.

“Derrick?” she said, her voice moving to a higher pitch with shock and surprise and perhaps even a hint of delight.

He stripped her out of the dress so that her perfect, supple body was completely naked (she of course was not wearing any panties) and spun her around to face him.

“Do you want to fuck him?”

Christine stared back blankly at Derrick wondering what in the hell he was saying.

“What?”

“Do you want to fuck him?” Derrick said, more forcefully this time.

“Who?”

She was pretending not to know, but she did. She knew exactly who he was talking about and her pussy began to get wet with anticipation as her heart raced and moved up into her throat.

“Ezra. Do you want to fuck him?”

“Why would you ask me something like that?”

“It’s fine Christine. And because I know you want to, I just want to hear you say it.”

Christine paused and studied Derrick up and down. She realized he had placed a hand over his crotch and was barely concealing the growing bulge beneath his slacks.

She placed a hand up to her mouth and gasped softly as she began to fit together the pieces of the puzzle and realized what was happening.

“Is this...is this making you hard?”

Derrick nodded slowly, his eyes locked on her’s, burning right through her with their intensity.

“You want to hear me say that? That I want to fuck him? That I want him to come plunge his big, thick cock deep into my wet slit until I come?”

Derrick pushed her down onto the bed and began to undress himself.

“I always knew it,” Derrick said.

“Knew what?”

“That I wasn’t enough for you, you know…” he glanced down at his dick that was standing at attention and pointing straight at Christine's open legs.

She leaned up on her elbows and looked at him and felt remorse. 

“Derrick, I’m sorry. Of course you’re more than enough for me,” she started to say but Derrick held up a hand to cut her off.

“No, don’t be. I like it,” he said, finally out loud, finally admitting what he had for so long been afraid to admit even in his own private thoughts. And his cock got even harder when he finally confirmed his own suspicions by speaking it out into the universe at long last.

“Really?” Christine asked, “this is working for you?”

“Like you wouldn’t believe,” Derrick said.

Christine beckoned him over with one finger and a sly smile on her face as her pussy flooded with hot juice.

“Then come over hear and fuck me while I tell you all about how badly I need a big, black cock to come fuck me silly.”

Derrick almost came right then and there, but managed to keep his jizz inside for the moment. He advanced on her and stuck his fleshy pencil inside her hot wet cunt and pounded away as hard as he could while she whispered all kinds of dirty and lurid things in his ears, none of which involved him.

And all of which involved Ezra Ellington.

Derrick eventually busted a fat nut all over Christine’s exquisite breasts after about seven delicious minutes of heavy petting.

“Did you?”

“Did I what?” Christine asked.

“You know, cum?”

“Honestly?”

Derrick shook his head yes, he wanted her to be honest with him.

“Not quite,” Christine said. “I mean, I almost did. I was like really, really close I just…”

Derrick held up his hand and got dressed.

“Don’t be sorry,” he said.

“Where are you going?” she called after him.

“To call Ezra.”

“Call Ezra?”

Derrick turned back and pulled the black business card Ezra had given him out his pocket and tossed it on the bed.

She picked it up and read it.

“T.B.I.T.R? I don’t get it.”

“The bull in the room, he umm, said he could help us. He said he could give you everything you need...we need.”

“Wait what?”

“Ezra. The guy we were just talking to a few hours ago? Remember the one you were obsessed with?”

“Yes, Derrick. Of course I remember, I just don’t understand what you’re talking about.”

Derrick paused for a moment.

“Well, I don’t really either. But he gave me the impression that he provided a certain set of services. Big-dicked services. Basically, he fucks wives who are...shall we say, a little underwhelmed by what their husband’s are packing he helps to…”

“Fill the void?” Christine said, finishing his sentence.

“Exactly. In more ways than one.”

Derrick turned again to leave.

“Wait. You’re sure about this?”

He paused for a moment.

“I’ve never been more sure about anything in my entire life.”

Christine let out a squeal of joy that she just could contain anymore.

“I love you baby,” she called after him.

“I love you too, he said.

It appeared that Christine was not the one who would be doing anything drastic at all, Derrick had taken care of that for her. And for the first time she thought she felt real love for the man that actually extended beyond friendship.

It was strange and it wasn’t quite what she expected but she was too wet to care.

While Derrick went in the other room and she listened to his muffled voice coming through the walls, she laid back and fingered herself to the dirty fantasy that was now about to become reality.


Chapter Thirteen

Ezra Ellington was nervous. He was already ready to go. He had showered, shaved, and put on something that fit him like a glove and cost several thousand dollars. He smelled phenomenal. Simply put, the man had style and class and oozed sex-appeal. At all times, in all things. He wasn’t cocky, he was confident. He had swagger.

But there he was, pacing the hardwood floor in his three-story study that had more books than a small college library and wondering if he had misread the situation. He didn’t think he had, he never did, but if he was being honest with himself, he’d expected Derrick would have called him by now. And the fact that he hadn’t had Ezra nervous, plain and simple.

But he convinced himself that there was nothing to worry about. He made himself a stiff cocktail, an Old Fashioned with extra bourbon, and sat down in an oversized leather chair and tried to take his mind off the whole situation.

As his mind was finally drifting off to other concerns, his phone began to buzz. Not his personal line. His business line.

He felt his stomach drop and he was surprised to find himself a bit flustered as he stood up a little too fast and spilled some of his drink over the side of his tumbler glass. Without bothering to wipe up the mess he rushed over to the desk and picked up the phone. It was the phone that belonged to the number listed on the card he’d handed Derrick just a few hours ago.

As soon as his hand touched the phone and his finger slid across the screen to answer, all of his nervous energy vanished from his body and he was suddenly as cool as the other side of the pillow. All business. In the zone.

Just like when he stepped out onto the court. Or into the board room....or the bedroom for that matter.

“Hello?”

“Ezra?” a muffled voice on the other end said.

“Derrick, I thought I might be hearing from you. And I have to say, I’m excited to get this call.”

Ezra paused for a moment and listened to Derrick speak.

He checked his watch, a yellow-gold Rolex Submariner with a blue face, and smiled.

“Let me take a look,” he said and took his personal phone out of his pocket and punched an address into the maps app.

He let out a light chuckle.

“You’re never gonna believe this,” he said. “I can be there in four minutes.”

He waited for the voice on the other end of the line.

“Yep, I’m only three doors down from you it looks like. We’re neighbors. Small world, huh?”

Again, he waited for the voice on the other end.

“Alright then, and no that’s alright, I’ll bring something special from my personal cellar to mark the occasion. This is going to be one special night for all three of us.”

And with that he hung up the phone, grabbed a bottle of the ‘45 Romanee-Conti, and hopped in one of his many expensive cars.


Chapter Fourteen

“Four minutes,” Derrick said. He was suddenly standing in the doorway and startled Christine out of her wits.

“Jesus Christ, Derrick. Four minutes!” she was suddenly scrambling to get out of bed. “I thought you know, maybe some time next month, or at least a couple of weeks, four minutes?!”

She was smiling from ear to ear and seemed more excited and nervous than upset but Derrick couldn’t be sure.

“Is that a problem? I can call him and tell him to cancel.”

“No, no, don’t do that. I just need to shower and get ready. Oh my god, is this really happening?”

Derrick was surprised he wasn’t nervous at all. He wasn’t having second thoughts. Just like when he made an investment, he was suddenly sure of everything.

Of course, not every investment worked out in the end, but he’d learned a long time ago that you had to be quick with your decisions, commit to them, nurture them, and then let the chips fall where they may.

He supposed that same set of instincts and soft skills was coming in handy here and felt calm and ready to go.

“Yes, this is really happening. Aren’t you excited?”

“Well, yes. I mean...of course, but are you sure this is what you want?”

“I am not uncertain,” Derrick said under his breath.

“What?”

“Yes, this is what I want. I think this is what we need. I think it will help our marriage.”

Chirstine smiled, rose from the bed and kissed Derrick on the cheek.

“I love you,” she said.

And then she went into the massive bathroom to shower and prepare to get her brains fucked out by another, more dominant man who wasn’t her husband.

Because that really was what she needed.

. . .

Derrick went downstairs past the kitchen and down into the basement to select a few bottles of wine for the evening.He knew Ezra had offered to bring something, but he couldn’t resist.

He wanted to wow their esteemed guest and so he selected his most prized bottle. Something he’d been saving for just the right occasion and one that was sure to blow any serious wine collector’s socks off.

He returned to the kitchen and placed the bottle on the counter and got three red wine glasses out of the cabinet next to their wine fridge that housed their “everyday” wines and placed them next to the bottle on the counter.

Derrick checked his watch, a Rolex Skydweller with a black face and gold accents, and watched the second hand tick towards the top of the hour. If Ezra’s app was right, he ought to be there in three, two, one…

He took a deep breath and then after a brief moment of deafening silence, saw a tall silhouette approaching through the window and then heard a soft rap, rap, rapping on the heavy wooden door.


Chapter Fifteen

Ezra had arrived at Derrick’s house with a better and more expensive bottle of wine, wearing a better and more expensive Rolex watch and after he told Derrick which house was his, it appeared that he also lived in a bigger and more expensive home than Derrick’s.

Derrick supposed he shouldn’t be surprised or ashamed but he did feel a slight pang of worry. If Ezra and Christine were so keen on getting it on with each other, what was to stop them from running off together too? Afterall, Ezra could give her everything Derrick had to offer and then some. But he remembered Ezra’s words earlier in the day.

I have no desire to ruin a marriage. I want to help one.

And that gave him some comfort. He felt like he could trust a man like Ezra and take him at his word.

“Where’s Christine?” Ezra asked. It was casual and genuinely curious. He wasn’t trying to be invasive or rude.

“She’s just upstairs getting ready. Should be down any minute.”

Ezra rubbed his hands together and grabbed the ‘45 Romanee and uncorked it with grace and ease and poured out three healthy glasses.

“We’ll let it breathe while we wait.”

“Great idea,” said Derrick.

An awkward tension hung in the air.

What do you say to the man who has just arrived at your house to stick his giant, dark meat inside your wife as a service to you, Derrick wondered?

“So, uh, how long have you been in town?” Derrick asked.

“Few months,” Ezra said.

“You like it here?”

“Look, Derrick. Let’s cut the small talk and address the elephant in the room.”

Derrick let out a sigh.

“Ok…”

“You’re nervous. I can tell. Perfectly natural. I was nervous my first time doing this too, but trust me. You and Christine are in very capable hands. You couldn’t have picked a better alpha for your first time.”

“First time? You mean…”

“Most likely. Personally I haven’t had any unsatisfied clients. Every couple I’ve played with has gotten hooked on this lifestyle. Trust me. Christine is gonna love it, but you already knew that. I think what you aren’t prepared for is just how much you’re gonna love it too.”

Derrick had his doubts but he also felt himself getting a half-chub at the mention of his wife’s name and the thought of her doing very naughty things with the man who was standing right next to him.

That was when he heard footsteps coming down the upstairs hallways and realized Christine was on her way down and soon would arrive to make an already awkward situation even more awkward. Or would it ease the tension he felt because all the attention would soon be focused on her and he could fade into the background where he was always much more comfortable?

That question was answered with a resounding yes when both he and Ezra turned to the staircase that was visible from the massive open kitchen in which they stood and saw the blonde stunner walking down the steps in nothing but a skimpy yellow bikini - the very one Ronnie could not stop referencing - and absolutely nothing else.

Her hair was lightly curled, her makeup perfect and slutty, and she looked, Derrick couldn’t help but think, like a pornstar.

“Hey boys,” she said.

Ezra and Derrick both had to pick their jaws up off the floor.

“Thought we could maybe make this a pool party, what do you say?”

“Well, uh...you know, I didn’t bring my swim trunks with me,” Ezra said with a smile.

Christine laughed and bit her bottom lip as she approached. She picked up a glass of wine and chugged half of it down without a word.

“I don’t think that’ll be a problem,” she said. “I’m up for a little skinny dipping if you are.”

Ezra smiled and nodded as Christine walked seductively out towards the veranda and down to the pool giving them an exquisite view of her magnificent legs and perfectly toned ass. The sun was setting over the Pacific and Derrick remembered thinking it was the most beautiful he’d ever seen.

When Christine reached the water’s edge, she untied her top and let it fall to the stone floor at her feet. She turned to face them and blew a kiss.

Ezra picked up a glass and handed one to Derrick.

“Cheers man,” he said and they clinked glasses. “This is going to be one hell of a night.”

They each took a drink and then walked out to join Christine by the pool.


Chapter Sixteen

The bottle of ‘45 Romanee was sitting empty in the kitchen and Ezra and Christine were in the pool together and they were naked. They had just downed about half-a-million dollars worth of wine in less than thirty minutes and were well into the second bottle, the one Derrick had selected, which when finished would bring their total for the night to roughly six-hundred thousand dollars of fine wine consumed.

Derrick was sitting on a lounger right next to the pool feelin the buzz of three healthy pours and watching his naked wife swim with another man who was also naked. Derrick was wearing his swim trunks, despite pleading from both of them to get naked and join in the fun, as they splashed around and flirted with each other.

Nothing physical had happened between them, yet. But Derrick could tell the universe were that was a true fact would soon cease to exist and another, more bizarre, debaucherous, and darkly erotic universe pulsating with sexual energy and awakening would take its place.

“Come on Derrick,” Christine said, treading water in the deep end while Ezra floated alongside her. “Take off your trunks and get in here. Let’s get this party started!”

Christine was feeling loose and even beneath the water, she could tell she was sopping wet. She could hardly take her eyes off Ezra’s big cock bobbing just below the surface of the illuminated water in their infinity pool.

“I think I’ll just stay here for now,” Derrick called from the comfort of his lounge chair. He was feeling apprehensive and even though he desperately wanted to have the confidence to jump in with them, he could not muster it.

After a beat, Christine and Ezra went back to splashing about and flirting with each other and Derrick decided perhaps he needed a little more liquid courage, something stronger.

“I’m going to head inside and grab another drink, does anyone need anything?”

Christine and Ezra could barely take their focus off one another long enough to shake their heads no.

Derrick retreated inside alone and poured himself a tall glass of bourbon which he downed in two short gulps. He poured a second one, smaller this time but still substantial and forced it down.

The heat flooded his belly and made him feel warm and happy. His head felt lighter and his muscles relaxed. He took a deep breath and took off his trunks, throwing them without care in the middle of a vast kitchen made of marble and stone.

He walked back outside and stopped in his tracks.

Ezra had his arms wrapped around Christine’s body, enveloping her in his dark arms, as he jammed his tongue down her throat. Christine was kissing him back hard now and Derrick could see that beneath the tranquil surface of the pool, she was using her right hand to slowly stroke his giant cock to life and they frenched eachother hard and deep.

It took a while for them to finally notice he was standing there, watching them.

When they broke off their kiss, Christine turned and smiled. She and Ezra began to laugh in unison.

Derrick was standing there, stroking his cock slowly and methodically. It was as hard as it had ever been and compared to what Ezra was packing, which Derrick could tell was huge even below the water’s surface, he was nothing.

Ezra had the better watch, the better wine, the better house, the better body...the better cock as Christine had surely already known.

Ezra was the alpha. And he was here to assert his dominance.

“Wow,” Ezra said with a smirk. Something in his face changed. His eyes got dark and stormy and his posture seemed to improve, making him seem even more physically imposing than he already was. “No wonder your wife is so thirsty. Look at that thing. Does he satisfy you with that?”

Christine shook her head no.

“I didn’t think so. You need something bigger, don’t you?”

Christine shook her head yes.

“You need a big alpha bull to fuck you right, huh?”

Ezra had grabbed a handful of breast as he was winding Christine up and had his other hand in what Derrick assumed was her wet pussy, fingering her.

“Yes,” she whispered as her eyes rolled back and she began to moan softly.

Ezra stared right into Derrick’s eyes.

“I’m gonna give your wife everything you can’t. And then some.”

Derrick’s cock lurched and seemed, against all odds and the laws of physics, to grow another half-inch or so from all the blood rushing into it. It was so hard, he ached.

“You’re gonna watch that aren’t you? And you’re gonna like it too.”

“Yes,” Derrick said as he sat back down on the lounger by the pool and obeyed.

And so it began like that.

Ezra had changed into the bull in the room and there was no stopping things now.


Chapter Seventeen

Ezra was seated on the edge of the shallow end of the pool. Christine was in the water between his legs.

He didn’t have to imagine it anymore and neither did she. His big, black cock was between her magnificent breasts and she squeezed them together and moved them up and down along his shaft.

Things had escalated quickly and Derrick was having a hard time keeping his excitement in check.

Ezra had admonished him on several occasions to stop touching himself or to slow down because he was going, “go for multiple rounds tonight.”

He promised to fill her every hole full of his come and make sure she wouldn’t be able to walk straight for a week. To which Christine squealed with delight and excitement.

“You want to watch me suck his cock, baby?” she said as she looked over at Derrick, still titty fucking Ezra, the dark head of his pole poking out between the top of her breasts at an interval of about once every half a second or so.

“Yes honey, I want to watch you suck his cock.”

And so Christine took him into her mouth and began to suck him off. She was transported back to her party girl days running around Los Angeles, hooking up with well-hung athletes and celebrities and living her best life.

Now she thought, she was really living her best life. She had it all, finally. All the riches in the world and husband who was now willing to let her get the dick she deserved.

After a while, Ezra pulled Christine out of the pool and grabbed a cushion from one of the chairs nearby and threw it on the ground.

“Get on your knees,” he said. Then to Derrick, “get over here, shrimp dick.”

Derrick obeyed and stood so that he was opposite Ezra with Christine between them on her knees.

“Let’s see how he measures up,” Ezra said, prompting Christine to take both of their cocks in her hands for a side by side comparison.

Before that night Derrick would have assumed such a humiliating and degrading display would have made his cock wilt like an unwatered flower in the August heat, but instead it had the opposite effect.

Seeing how much smaller he was, how he could never possibly compete with someone like Ezra and understanding fully why his wife would prefer the bigger model to the miniature one was the most incredibly hot thing he’d ever experienced up to that point.

That record wouldn’t stand for long however as they all three were about to go inside where Derrick, Christine, and even Ezra himself would experience a flurry of moments that would qualify as the most incredibly hot thing they’d ever seen, done, or heard and it would all happen in very quick succession.


Chapter Eighteen

They were in their bedroom. The bedroom that comprised more square footage than most people’s entire homes. Ezra was kneeling on the bed, holding Christine’s blonde hair away from her face while she sucked his cock so that Derrick could get the best view possible.

Ezra did all this while he demeaned Derrick’s sexual prowess and how he couldn’t satisfy his own wife and how he needed a real man, like Ezra to come in and do the job for him.

As he did this he mixed in dominant statements of encouragement to Christine and praised her for being a good little slut and told her how well she sucked big, black dick.

He slapped her ass a few times and Christine squealed with delight. So much so that she encourages him to smack her hard.

Eventually there was a red hand print that nearly covered her entire ass cheek after a few slaps.

“You ready to watch me fuck your wife?” Ezra said to Derrick.

Derrick could not speak. He could only nod.

“Good. Turn around and face your husband,” he said to Christine, spinning her around so that her ass was stuck up in the air, pussy pointing away from Derrick and towards Ezra’s pole. She leaned forward on her elbows and faced Derrick straight on as she prepared for the moment of impact.

Ezra was rubbing the head of his cock on the entrance of her pussy and Derrick could hear the sloshing wet noises all the way across the room.

“Are you ready for this baby? Ready to watch me take his big, fat cock in my tight, little married pussy?”

Again, Derrick could only nod.

“I want you to stroke that little dick of yours while he makes me cum like you never fucking could,” she said.

Derrick obeyed and began to stroke himself at slow speed with a light grip.

Christine gasped and turned back to face Ezra.

“Ohhh, fuck go slow, go slow. It’s been a while since I had a big, alpha cock like yours inside this little pussy.”

“Oh, I can tell. Damn this shit is tight,” Ezra said as he slowly worked the head in and then the first few inches of his shaft. He was parting her walls and slowly but surely he could feel her opening up to him.

Christine again was transported back to her party girl days as her pussy was remembering how to take a big dick again and almost immediately the first wave of pleasure brought her right to the edge of orgasm but she was too tense and a little nervous so she fought it off and managed to keep it at bay.

She gripped the sheets tight in her hands till her knuckles turned white as Ezra worked his way deep into her guts and made her feel things she hadn’t felt in years - the best things.

After a few more long strokes, she could no longer hold it and began to shake and writhe as she came hard and fast on his big, alpha cock.

“Yes, that’s it. Good girl, come on that dick. Let yourself go, you deserve this. This is what you need isn’t it?”

“Yes, this is what I need.”

“And he can’t give it to you, can he?”

“No, he can’t”

“Who owns this pussy?”

“You do, Ezra. You fucking own this pussy. It’s your pussy. Yes, fuck me!”

Derrick was so hard and horny he couldn’t even touch himself. He just sat there and watched, body coursing with dopamine and adrenaline as he endured and enjoyed the most powerful sexual awakening and experience he’d ever had in his life.

Even more powerful than the night he’d lost his virginity in his sophomore year of college.

Soon Christine was coming a second time and then a third and fourth.

Minutes ticked by. Then hours.

Derrick could not believe the stamina Ezra possessed.

But after about two hours of nonstop fucking, Ezra pulled out and busted a fat load all over Christine’s tits.

It pooled at the top and then ran down into her belly button and splashed on the carpet below.

“Mmm, thank you. Holy shit,” she said, reaching up to grab a handful of his cock. “You’re still so fucking hard.”

“That’s right baby,” Ezra said. “I can go all night. I’ll stick it in you right now if you want.”

“Fuck yes, that’s so hot.”

Ezra laid her back on the bed and slid back inside and soon was pounding away at her insides.

“You couldn’t do that, could you, Derrick?”

Derrick shook his head no.

Chritine laughed.

“Absolutely not, he could barely do it once.”

And it was so fucking hot, Derrick thought as he watched his wife get fucked again by a well hung stud, a fresh load of come quickly drying on her stomach and tits.

Soon she was having another orgasm and another and another and once again Ezra pulled out and came all over her face.

Still, Ezra remained hard.

They fucked again for a third time and this time Ezra deposited a load deep inside her womb, which didn’t worry Derrick at all, considering she was on the pill. But he did think about how hot it would be if she wasn’t.

That thought sent a shiver of excitement mixed with terror down his spine. But before he could follow that thread, it was interrupted.

“You want to go again?” Ezra asked, dick still hard.

But to Derrick’s surprise she shook her head no.

“I think that’s enough for one night. My little pussy is getting sore. Besides, I think I’m ready for him,” she said and pointed at Derrick.

At that point, Ezra’s demeanor changed back to the cordial, if not aloof and mysterious gentlemen he’d been earlier in the day. He gave a small bow in her direction and then nodded and smiled at Derrick as he began to collect his things.

“It has been an absolute pleasure and I hope, the first of many, many nights just like this one. In fact, next time, my place. It would be an honor.”

“Oh, absolutely,” Christine said.

But Derrick wasn’t so sure so he didn’t say anything out loud at that moment.

He was too focused on his sexy bombshell of a wife who seemed to have cum dripping from every hole and orifice of her body.

All he could think about then was reclaiming what was his.


Chapter Nineteen

Much to Derrick’s surprise and even more so to Christine’s surprise Derrick absolutely did reclaim what was his.

After Ezra left, Derrick plunged himself deep inside her and went to work trying to get as close to the spot inside her that Ezra had reached as he could. He knew he couldn’t but he had to get as close as possible.

Soon, Christine was writhing and shaking beneath him and screaming, “I’m cumming, I’m cumming, holy shit! I’m cumming!”

It was working, Derrick thought. Ezra was right. They had both gotten what they needed.

“That’s it. Fuck me baby. I love how riled up you are after watching me get fucked by another man, oh my god you feel so good.”

Soon she was cumming again, harder and louder this time.

And Derrick could contain himself no longer.

He unleashed a torrent of his seed inside her to accompany what remained of the load Ezra had put inside her just moments ago and then he collapsed on the bed next to her.

Christine rolled over into his arms and they held each other, really held each other for the first time in what felt like ever.

“Holy shit, babe. That was...unreal. You were…”

“Really?” Derrick said. Still not quite wanting to allow himself to believe it. Some part of him was convinced she was just acting.

“Yes, seriously. And I’m not just saying that. You actually just made me come. Twice.”

“As hard as Ezra did?”

“Well,” she said, and looked off.

“Ahh well, I didn’t think so.”

“No, it’s not that.”

“What is it?”

“Well, it’s just hard to describe.”

“Try.”

“The ones I had with Ezra were powerful and intense and sharp and quick. I mean, I fucking loved it.”

“And the ones you had with me?”

“They were slow and deep and soft and long. And I fucking loved you.”

And she meant it too. She really did and she supposed that indeed the saying was actually true. Guys with smaller equipment can rise to the occasion. Indeed they could, Derrick had just proven that and she was thankful to Ezra for helping them find that out, together, as a couple before anyone went and did anything too drastic.

Derrick pulled her tightly to his side. The words were music to his ears and he knew for sure, that as soon as Christine was ready and able, they would be taking Ezra up on that invitation to his house for round two.

He couldn’t believe how it all turned out but Ezra had been right the whole time and he knew right then and there that their marriage was going to last. They were an odd couple, sure. But they were going to make it.

They had found their way.

THE END


BONUS: Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Romance Novella

Chapter 1

It was a hot and sweaty Christmas and my wife, Annabelle, and I couldn’t have been in higher spirits. We had finally made it happen. We had finally managed to delicately, politely, and with less fanfare than anticipated and quite a bit more confidence and grace, inform our respective families that we would not be joining them for the holiday season this year. We were opting instead to spend it in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, all-inclusive resort that we’d been dying to visit for the better part of a decade.

We had successfully traded the gray, gloomy winter, beige food, and bland egg nog for palm-lined beaches, coral reefs, Michelin-Star-quality restaurants, and an endless supply of tropical drinks with tiny umbrellas. Instead of suffering quietly in the bitter, freezing cold and miserable snow and the cacophony of blaring car horns from angry, stressed-out Massholes, we were frolicking half-naked beneath a Caribbean sun on a gorgeous white-sand beach with crystal clear, azure water providing the relaxing soundtrack to a much different kind of Christmas than we were used to. Needless to say, it was a Christmas that we wouldn’t soon forget.

On Christmas Eve, the third day of our stay, we decided to have brunch at the restaurant located on the third-story veranda overlooking the gigantic pool area below with a breathtaking view of the ocean several hundred yards beyond that. It was a pristine day and one that, as I recall, seemed to demand copious amounts of champagne with our expertly prepared eggs benedict. Annabelle and I clinked glass after glass, toasting our ingenious escape from the East Coast and our families, and laughed in the mid-morning sun, truly enjoying each other's company for the first time in what felt like years. Looking back it was clear that before this trip, we’d sort of been going through the motions. Placing the important things on the back-burner and putting our relationship on autopilot, as it were.

As we talked and laughed and ate and drank on the veranda on that gorgeous day, it became quite clear to me that we needed not only to escape the oppressive New England winter and our annoying families, but we needed this. Our relationship needed some alone time, some time to reflect and heal from years of taking each other for granted and letting the days and years just fall off the calendar without really taking the time to savor us. And now here we were and I could feel a shift, it was subtle, but we were opening up to each other again, letting our guards down, allowing ourselves to be vulnerable and in the process we were reconnecting. To put a finer point on it, we were falling in love all over again.

Our minds in a champagne colored haze, we finished eating (and polished off a few more bottles) before we retired to our suite to get changed and head down to the beach to enjoy Christmas Eve like we never had before. I changed into my trunks quickly as we’d left the balcony doors open and I was worried a curious onlooker down at the pool might happen to glance up and see my pale white nether region staring back at them. The horror, the horror!

Annabelle changed in front of the mirror over near the bathroom into a revealing, dark red two-piece suit that fit her curves in all the right ways and I found myself struggling to keep my prick in its proper place so as not to create an embarrassing pants tent that would only serve to expose more man-thigh than was already showing. Which was certainly too much as far as I was concerned but Annabelle insisted that it was in fact the style these days and to wear my old, longer trunks out in public would only serve to embarrass her and me. But of course, more importantly, her.

However, try as I may, my member simply would not cooperate and within a few seconds I went from half-mast to full speed ahead and there were no pleats on which to blame an optical illusion or a trick of the light. Before I could hide my shame or at least tuck it up into my waistband, Annabell spun around from the mirror and instantly spotted the unmistakable bulge pointing directly at her curvaceous hips which now faced me square on.

“Ahoy, sailor,” she said with a sly grin.

I opened my mouth but no words came forth as she walked slowly towards me, her hips swaying in rhythm from side to side with each step closer. I was frozen in place, mesmerized by her movements, ever more blood rushing to the tip of my dick and engorging my shaft so full to the brim that it ached. Her newly minted sun-kissed skin caught the shining rays from over my shoulder and glistened in the soft light and for a moment she seemed aglow with all the sexual energy that suddenly charged the room.

“Did you swipe a banana from the buffet or are you just happy to see me?” she said, as she at last arrived where I was standing and pressed her body firmly into mine. She planted a soft, delicate kiss on my quivering lips and gently brushed her hand over my chest, tracing an imaginary line with her fingernail from sternum to navel and finally to my crotch, where her fingers slowly and methodically inspected the situation below deck. I gulped hard and stammered something, I can’t remember what, but it only served to make her giggle. She placed her hand over her lips and gasped, teasing me.

“My, my, my William, you are happy to see me, aren’t you?”

I nodded my head yes.

Before I knew what was happening, Annabelle dropped to her knees in front of me and had my trunks down around my ankles in a flash. I was now standing, completely naked, with the balcony doors open behind me, the warm, salty sea breeze whipping at my bare ass cheeks.

“Annabelle, we can’t do this here, we have to close the…” but my sentence was cut short as my wife took me into her mouth and all the way down her throat so that her nose was pressed against my pelvis. I had the presence of mind to thank my lucky stars that I’d decided to perform some long overdue manscaping just that morning in the shower as she held the position for a few long seconds before pulling off and gasping for a breath of air. She began stroking my hard cock in her left hand while gazing directly into my eyes, a devilish grin on her face.

We hadn’t has sex in weeks and I was sure it had been at least two months before that. The way we were going, we were lucky if we reached a baker’s dozen in a year and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gotten a blowjob. But there I was, buck naked for all of the Caribbean to see, my wife on her knees on the cold, tile floor of our suite, greedily slurping on my dick. Where in the hell was this coming from?

Well, in truth I knew damn well where it was coming from. As shy and reserved as she might often be, Annabelle had a tendency to really - and I mean really - let loose when drink was involved. She wasn’t a lightweight by any stretch but she rarely ever imbibed at home aside from the occasional glass or two of red wine with dinner and maybe one or two more at parties. By my count, we’d polished off three bottles of bubbly and so she was quite tipsy but not embarrassingly, fall-down drunk. When in these states, rare though they may be, she had a tendency to develop a bit of a hard edge in her personality, to eagerly play the part of an instigator, always looking for a bit of harmless trouble. All of this meant that she was also in the perfect zone to drop her inhibitions and let her inner-slut out. A version of herself that I had seldom seen since we were at university together over a decade ago. But I must admit, with the way things were going, this version of Annabelle was a sight for sore eyes - or was it sore balls?

“Let ‘em watch, who cares? We’ll never see any of these people again,” she said and spat on the head of my cock to lube it up as she stroked more vigorously.

“I want you to fuck me, right here, right now,” she said, standing up and pulling me over towards the bed. “Come on, fuck me,” she said rather sternly.

At this point, I let instinct take over and simply did as I was told. Never look a gift horse in the mouth they tell me. And with frequent droughts I was prone to experiencing back home, I wouldn’t have dared just then.

I followed her over to the bed where she pushed me backward across the sheets so that I was lying horizontally across the bed instead of vertically. She pounced on top of me and in one single motion managed to grab my cock and slide it effortlessly into her dripping wet pussy with an audible gasp.

She began riding me, slowly at first, but then fast and hard. Her juices dripping down my balls and coating them in a thick white resin.

“Oh fuck yes, Will,” she exclaimed, “I missed this hard cock inside me…”

“I missed you too,” I said, trying to sit up a little, bringing my torso off the bed to meet her halfway for a kiss, but at that exact moment she placed both her hands firmly on my chest and pressed me back down onto the white linen sheets and rode me harder.

“Why don’t you fuck me any more baby? You know how much I need some hard dick in my life, don’t you?” her guard was clearly down and she was really letting loose, I hadn’t heard her talk like this in years.

“I - yes I do…” I stammered. She was closing her eyes tightly as she rode me to orgasm. That’s when things took a, shall we say interesting, turn

“Well, then why don’t you fuck me more - fuck me like the slut that I am, don’t you want this pussy baby? Wrapped around your hard cock?”

“Well, yes. I mean of course I --”

Her eyes snapped wide open and for a moment I didn’t recognize her. The person staring back at me seemed a stranger in a strange land and the words that came out of her mouth next seemed to flow forth in slow motion.

“Or do you want to watch me get fucked...by someone else? Someone with a bigger, fatter cock? Would you like that, Will? Seeing your wife fucked right in front of you, by another man?”

I couldn’t believe my ears. What was she saying to me? The only thing I knew for sure was that my dick was going to explode if this strange woman kept egging me on like this. But rather than admit that the jig was up and go along, I tried to pretend I didn’t know what she was talking about, even though deep down...I did.

“Wait - what? What are you talking about?” I said as she slowed down her thrusts and began slowly raising and lowering herself up and down on my shaft. She never broke eye contact.

“Oh, don’t lie to me, William...I found your stash…” she let that hang in the air as I lay helplessly beneath her. Oh no.

“My stash?”

How had she stumbled upon my stash? How did she? What was happening? When? Who? I was at a total loss and drowning in my own dreadful thoughts.

“Don’t play stupid with me, I found your porn…” she leaned back so that her arms were behind her on the bed, shoulders back, her chest opening towards me, hips forward as she slowly grinded the top of her pussy onto the head of my cock, the roughness tickling the nerve endings of my cap in all the right ways. 

“Those dirty wives cheating on their husbands with those big, sexy cocks...I had no idea that’s what you were into,” she said, smiling as if she had opened up my soul and laid all my darkest secrets bare right before me. My head was spinning, I didn’t know which way was up. The juxtaposition of the world I’d been in just moments ago - the one where I was casually brunching at a Caribbean beach resort with my lovely wife - and the one I found myself in now had me trapped in a vortex of very confusing and, I must say, very arousing emotions.

“I’m not into - that’s not…”

She reached down with her right hand and placed her index finger over my lips to shush me.

“It’s ok baby, I want to help you,” she said, “I want to help you live out your fantasy…”

I was so close to exploding I couldn’t even manage a single syllable at that moment. I was totally powerless before her and she knew it. She was relishing the dominant role.

“I want to help you cum baby, so just think of me...right in front of you. I’m right in front of you as another man slides his big, fat cock between my legs and you’re just sitting there. You can’t even touch me you just have to watch as -”

The cry of my orgasm cut her off abruptly as I unleashed a torrent of cum deep inside her, filling her up with my hot, sticky seed.

“Holy shit,” I whimpered as she still sat on top of me.

She looked down on me with the smile of a benevolent dictator and patted me on the chest.

“Mmmm, yeah,” she said, “that’s exactly what I thought.” She leaned over and kissed me before leaving me in a heap on the bed while she went to clean herself up in the bathroom. Before I had time to process what had just happened, she returned looking hotter than ever before, glowing stronger even. Something about her had changed.

“Ready to go to the beach?” she said, as sweet and innocent as ever before. And as if the whole ordeal hadn’t just happened.

I looked back at her, dumbfounded.

END OF PREVIEW

Click HERE to purchase Sharing Annabell: A Hotwife Romance


BONUS: Heartbreak Cove

Chapter 1 
(Noah)

Our big trip was in big danger of being cancelled.

Not by me, but by my wife when she found out that Claire and Liam had to cancel at the last minute.

I couldn’t believe it.

Not that I was mad at them. Claire’s mother was sick. Cancer. Life’s a bitch and I understood that all too well.

But now I was afraid Amy was going to back out too.

It took months of pleading and tactful negotiation to get her to even consider it and the fact that we would have Claire and Liam there as a safety net was what finally convinced her to commit to giving it a try.

Now it was just going to be the two of us and my stomach was in knots. There was almost zero chance Amy would still be up for the trip.

And it wasn’t the nearly ten-grand in non-refundable travel expenses that had me upset. Drop in the bucket for us.

No, this was like waking up on December 25th to find out Santa called in sick and Christmas was cancelled.

This was something I had been looking forward to for a long time. Amy was finally warming up to the idea, really getting into it.

This Claire and Liam bombshell I was about to drop on her was going to knock us back to square one, or worse.

In about twenty minutes I’d be home early from work, just as we’d planned.

Amy would be waiting in the lobby of our apartment building with our bags packed, ready to go.

Now I was going to have to tell her to head back upstairs and unpack. We would not be catching our 3:00 PM flight out of LaGuardia.

Instead, we’d be searching for another way to spend the long holiday weekend that we suddenly had no plans for.

As I weaved in and out of traffic on my way through the Lincoln Tunnel, I held a tiny memorial service in my head for the epic trip that was now D.O.A.

I thought about the private villa overlooking the Caribbean that was waiting for us. The tropical drinks, the white sand, the clear blue water...the parties.

Claire and Liam had been going to Heartbreak Cove for a few years now and every time they came back they were glowing. Healthier. Younger looking even.

I envied them.

They’d spent most of the previous year convincing us to give it a try after extending an uber-exclusive invite to us to join The Club as they referred to it.

And now they were screwing me.

I thought about Amy lying naked on our bed on top of soft white sheets in a bright white room, her blonde hair falling down around her breasts and shimmering against her sun-kissed skin. I pictured the curve of her hip as she lay facing me, our eyes locked in a passionate gaze as she smiled at me and opened herself up for...someone else…

My pants tightened around my crotch as I found myself stiffer than I’d been the first time I stole my dad’s raunchy Beer-Calendar collection back in the seventh grade.

I soon found myself in Midtown, a few blocks from our building. Hard on still raging. I could see the valet standing outside in his red coat and white gloves.

I thought about the Mets and their prospects for the upcoming summer and I went from midnight back down to six in the blink of an eye.


Chapter 2 
(Amy)

I couldn’t believe we were actually going to go through with it. I was excited, nervous, and more than a little unsure.

But our friends asked us to go and after a little coaxing from my husband, we said yes. We made a commitment.

Noah made all the arrangements, booked the necessary accommodations, and there was no backing out now.

Thankfully, our friends Claire and Liam would be with us every step of the way.

Noah would arrive in twenty minutes and soon after we’d be in a cab on our way to catch our 3:00 PM flight out of LaGuardia.

I stood in the lobby of our apartment building, bags packed and ready to go. A nervous anticipation flowed through me.

There was a pit the size of Texas in my stomach and more than once I thought I might vomit. At one point I even took my phone out to call Noah and tell him I couldn’t go through with it.

I knew he’d be upset - not because of the money, we could afford it - but because he was just so excited. This trip was going to be a dream come true for him.

For me? Well, I wasn’t sure.

I found the idea both incredibly exciting and incredibly nerve-racking.

What if something went wrong? What if we did something we couldn’t come back from? What if our relationship couldn’t handle it? What if…?

But then I reminded myself what Noah told me. That I didn’t have to do anything if I didn’t feel comfortable. We could just go and enjoy the beach and soak up some sun. Just because we were going didn’t mean I had to...

My mind drifted off...it was around Christmas, about two years ago. I guess you could say it was the catalyst. The event, if you will, that took us down this path.

We were at Noah’s company Holiday Party and it turned into a wild night for the two of us.

After the party we went out for a few more drinks, as if the open bar at Le Fin wasn’t enough.

Eventually we ended up in a limo Noah had hired for the night and to take us to our beach house in the Hampton’s for the remainder of the weekend.

More drinks followed in the limo. I’d packed a few airplane bottles in my purse in case of emergency and we decided to crack them open and enjoy the ride.

We weren’t exactly wasted, we knew how to enjoy ourselves responsibly. But we were definitely feeling loose.

I remember as soon as we got in the door, Noah was unzipping the sexy little black dress I’d bought just for the occasion and before I knew it we were on the hardwood floor in the foyer and his rock hard cock was inside me and I was running my fingers through his dark hair as he sucked hard on my neck. I knew he was going to leave a mark but it felt so good that I didn’t care.

I could feel his chiseled abs and rock hard chest pressing down on me as he ravaged my body.

We always had good sex. But the sex we had we when were a little drunk was always just...well, Noah had a tendency to get more aggressive and quite a bit kinkier.

Only this time, he said something that took me by surprise.

“You know what would be so hot?” he whispered in my ear. “If we had a threesome.”

Okay, obviously a threesome is not all that surprising coming from a man. It probably tops every male sexual fantasy list out there.

But, I enjoy dirty talk so I decided to play along.

“Oh yeah? You think you could handle me and another girl at the same time?”

He thrusted himself deeper into me and I felt myself edging closer to climax as I clenched myself around his dick.

“No, no. Not that kind of threesome,” he said, almost out of breath. “I want to see you with two dicks. Me and another guy…” his voice trailed off as he pummeled me harder and harder.

“I want to watch you get fucked by someone else,” he said as he nibbled on my ear.

I came immediately and he came shortly thereafter. I’d never considered having sex with someone else, let alone doing it in front of my husband or with my husband. But I have to admit, even then, I did find the idea very arousing.

The problem was, it also made me feel guilty once things cooled down a bit.

After that, Noah collapsed on the floor beside me and we each lay there in total silence as we tried to catch our breath.

I can’t speak for Noah, but I know what was on my mind right then: the thought of another dick inside me. A dick that wasn’t my husband’s.

I felt myself getting wet and horny again and immediately felt bad. I pushed the thought away and stood up to get some water and change into my pajamas.

Neither of us said another word about it that night and we eventually went to bed and drifted off to sleep.

I awoke the next morning to a dripping wet pussy as Noah gently slid two fingers in and out, caressing the walls of my vagina ever so softly to coax me awake.

It was a nice way to wake up.

Before I knew it he was back on top and inside me again. He was even harder than the night before and I felt like I was going to come immediately.

Then he leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Remember what we talked about last night?” I felt his warm, stale breath tickle my ear and broke out in gooseflesh.

Yes, I remembered.

I was instantly wetter and began to breathe harder and faster.

“Yes,” I whispered back.

“What did we talk about?” he asked with a devilish grin on his face as we locked eyes.

“Having a threesome…” I said, gasping for air, “me with two dicks…”

He thrusted harder.

“You watching me. Watching me get fucked…”

As soon as I said fucked I could feel him emptying his load inside me. A warm, full feeling washed over me and I came harder than I’d ever come in my life.

He collapsed back next to me on his side of the bed gasping for air, totally spent.

The lobby door swung open and in walked Noah, snapping me out of my trip down memory lane.

“Hey baby, all set?” Noah said as he approached me.

“Hey sweetie,” I said, “Yep, all set.”

Looking back, I should have known something was wrong by the way he was carrying himself. But for some reason, I didn’t pick up on it. My radar was being jammed and I didn’t have a clue.

Maybe it was willful ignorance on the part of my subconscious. Maybe, deep down, a secret part of me was just dying to go on this trip.

When I think back on it, I’m almost positive that’s what it was.

Funny how that works, isn’t it?

And I’m glad it worked out that way because as I would come to find out, Claire and Liam were really onto something.

Getting railed by a random dick while your husband watches, as he stares deeply into your eyes and tells you how much he loves you as you moan and shake and writhe on another man’s giant cock...well, it’s the best drug there is and while it almost didn’t happen, when it did, I was a junkie right from the start.

“Heard from Claire and Liam?” I asked.

“Hmm?” Noah said, pretending he didn’t catch the question.

“Have you heard from Claire and Liam,” I repeated.

“Listen…” he said, a pregnant pause hung in the air.

END OF PREVIEW
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About F. Rey Noel

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

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

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

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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