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Chapter 1

“Get ready to have the best snowed-in weekend ever!” I called in through the foyer and up the stairs, my voice echoing off the hardwood.

It was just after 4:00 PM on Friday and it had finally started to snow and it wasn’t supposed to stop until Sunday afternoon. They were calling for two to three feet of snow in what was being billed as the Biggest Blizzard Since ‘78.

But I was skeptical.

They always seemed to get these things wrong, especially when it was supposed to snow a shit ton.

We were more likely to get several feet of snow when they only called for a dusting and vice versa.

But we didn’t have any plans and I figured what the heck? Lean into it right?

So, I went out and grabbed up all the supplies we’d need to make it through the long, white weekend ahead. Namely, lots of unhealthy snacks and plenty of booze.

Thanks to a downed tree during last summer’s unstoppable run of nasty thunderstorms, we were more than taken care of in the firewood department.

And I’m sure you know exactly what snow plus snacks plus booze plus fire equals, right?

If you guessed a romantic, snowed-in weekend with my wife in which we did nothing but explore each other’s bodies and make intense, passionate love with one another for hours on end, well ding, ding, ding!

You’d be exactly correct, well...sort of anyway.

“What?” Monica called down from upstairs. “Hello? Luke, is that you?”

She appeared at the bannister overlooking the foyer and peered down at me.

“Hi honey, what did you say?” she asked with a smile. She was wearing a sports bra and yoga pants and still, even after all these years her insane figure made me drool. She had her brunette hair up in a ponytail and I could see little beads of sweat dripping down her tight tummy.

I smiled up at her, “I said, get ready to have the best snowed-in weekend ever!”

“Oh, I am so ready. Thank you so much for going out to get everything,” she ran down the stairs and wrapped her arms around me and gave me a wet smooch on the lips.

“Eww, gross you’re all sweaty,” I said, teasing her.

She let go of me and inspected my haul from the grocery store. I could tell she was already eyeing up the wine.

“Why don’t you head upstairs and take a nice, hot shower and I’ll open us a bottle of wine and get a fire going?”

“Sounds like heaven to me,” she said and gave me a quick peck on the cheek before prancing back up the stairs.

I went outside to our woodshed and grabbed enough wood to last us through the night and probably the next day. I’d guess we were already at about an inch or two of accumulation at that point and it was snowing pretty hard.

On my way back through the yard and up onto our deck, I paused and looked at our seldom-used hot tub and shook my head. What a waste of money that had been.

Once I had the wood safely inside, I took off my coat and gloves and got two wine glasses from the cabinet and placed them on the counter in the kitchen. Then I opened a bottle of red wine and placed it between the glasses to let it breathe while I got the fire going.

The wood was nice and seasoned at that point so I had no trouble getting the fire started, just some crumpled up paper bags, a little kindling, and a few logs. I struck a match and got the thing going in under a minute.

When I was satisfied with the blaze and that it would keep going strong without me tending to it, I returned to the kitchen and watched the snow for a little while as the sun faded from the gloomy January sky.

I heard the water from the shower shut off upstairs and it broke me from the meditative trance I’d entered as a result of watching the steady, calming snowfall as it covered our yard in a blanket of white crystals.

I turned and picked up the bottle of wine on the counter and poured out two healthy glasses for use to enjoy once Monica came downstairs. I didn’t have to wait long and when she rounded the corner, I almost dropped both glasses on the kitchen floor. And what a mess that would have been, not to mention a shameful waste of good wine.

She was standing in the entrance to the kitchen wearing a see-through, white negligee. Barely hidden underneath was some new lingerie I hadn’t seen before, perhaps she’d been saving it for an occasion such as this one. It was black lace and perfectly accentuated her curves and ample breasts.

“Hi,” I said. It was all I could muster.

“Hi,” she said with a smile. She walked over to me and took one of the glasses from my hand.

She offered a toast.

“To the best snowed-in weekend ever,” she said and we clinked glasses and each took a healthy sip.

We retreated to the living room and the fire was going strong. We sat down on the couch together and drank some more.

The cackling fire cast shadows across the room and the reflection of the flames glistened and shimmered in the windows as it was now approaching nightfall.

There was probably close to six inches on the ground then and neither one of us had any idea what was about to come next.

We were on our third glass of wine and the fire was still roaring. It was turning into a magical night. We hadn’t turned on the TV even once and for what felt like the first time in a long time we were just enjoying each other's company. It was nice to simply just be with one another in that moment with the snow outside and the fire bright.

“My god, you are so beautiful,” I said as I placed my nearly-empty glass carefully down on the coffee table.

Monica smiled at me and I leaned in to kiss her. I stopped and brushed a stray piece of hair away from her face before I did. Her lips were wet and warm as I placed my hand gently on the side of her face and pulled her closer to me.

I could feel myself getting hard as her tongue lapped at mine and the pace of her breath quickened as she laid back on the couch, pulling me down with her so that I was now on top of her trembling body.

She placed her hand in my waistband and held it there for a moment before reaching in fully and grabbing a handful of my cock.

“My, my somebody is happy to see me,” she said, nibbling on my bottom lip.

“You have no idea,” I said and began to remove my shirt.

I’d gotten it halfway over my head when a deep thudding and pounding came from the foyer. My heart nearly leapt into my throat and my arms went numb.

I pulled my shirt back down and looked down at Monica.

“What was that?” I whispered.

Thud, thud, POUND.

She shrugged.

“Sounds like someone at the door?”

I looked at my watch and it was well past nine.

“Who the hell could be knocking on our door at this hour? In this weather?”

Thud, thud, POUND.

Monica shrugged again as I dismounted from the couch and straightened myself up. As I walked across the living room and through the foyer I wondered who the hell it could be.

We didn’t have any kids and our relatives were all at least several hours away from us, so thankfully, I thought, I didn’t have to worry about it being some police officer who’d come to deliver some horrible news.

And we didn’t talk to our neighbors much or get involved in the community.

But we did keep a spare car parked on the street and I began to wonder if someone hadn’t skidded out on the slippery snow and maybe side-swiped it or something and was now knocking on our door to apologize and exchange insurance information.

Only it wasn’t that.

It wasn’t anything or anyone I could have ever prepared for.

I opened the door, slightly annoyed and saw a large man in a parka, standing on our front porch with his back to me. He seemed to be looking out into the dark void of the night.

There was a small carry-on suitcase at his side and a yellow taxi cab was idling in our driveway. The thick plumes of smoke from the exhaust pipe billowed up into the night sky.

I should have recognized him instantly from the hulking build, but I didn’t think I’d ever see him again. Not in this lifetime.

And yet, when he turned around...there he was.

“Hello, Luke,” he said with a grin.

“Matteo,” I said, my voice barely a whisper as all the breath had been knocked out of me just then. I shut the door behind me before I stepped out onto the porch to ask him what the hell he was doing at my house after all these many years.


Chapter 2

“What the hell are you doing here?” I asked, not hiding my shock and disappointment even a lick. I was careful to keep my voice down as I did not want Monica to hear anything that might make her curious enough to come and see what might be wrong. But then I thought of the negligee and her lingerie and thought that she wouldn’t risk coming to the door and showing herself off to some stranger. She would probably sit tight and wait it out. Probably.

“Just hear me out. I need a place to stay for the weekend. I was in town on business and supposed to fly out tonight and everything is cancelled. Then I remembered, I thought I saw somewhere you’d moved to Providence and so I looked you up and well…” Matteo’s voice trailed off mid sentence.

“You couldn’t find a hotel?” my voice was colder than I meant it to be. But he had just interrupted what I was certain was going to be some absolutely wonderful sex between Monica and I and well, Matteo and me had a bit of a history and a nasty falling out but I’ll get to that later.

“Hey look, I understand you probably don’t want me here but everything is sold out. I got nowhere else to go.”

“Why not stay at the airport?” I asked sharply.

He scoffed and probably rightly so.

“They said it’s going to be at least forty-eight hours before they get any planes out of there.”

I didn’t know what to do.

“Come on, please,” his eyes were pleading with me, but I still saw something else - something darling, lurking beneath the surface. “I promise, you won’t even know I’m here. And I’ll be on the first plane out of here whenever it is. Please.”

For some reason, and to this day I don’t know why, I put my hand on the door, opened it and stepped aside. I made a sweeping motion with my hand to usher him inside. Despite having all of our history as a guide, I couldn’t seem to tell him no. Maybe a part of me wanted to go back there, to play with fire like we used to, and see if maybe one more time would help right the wrongs from our past. Maybe that was it, but I can’t be sure.

“Thanks, Luke,” he said with a smile that almost looked like a pained grimace.

Matteo looked back at the taxi idling in the driveway and gave a small wave and a nod and the cabbie backed his way out and was gone.

Matteo crossed the threshold into our home and our lives would never be the same again.


Chapter 3

“Wait here,” I said to Matteo once we were inside and the door was shut and locked behind us. He brushed the melting snow off his parka and I watched it fall to the floor and disappear on our welcome mat.

Matteo gave a slight nod and I left him in the foyer while I tried to explain the bizarre situation to Monica.

When I entered the living room, Monica was still sitting on the couch but she had covered herself up in a thick white robe. She must have sensed something was wrong or that perhaps someone might be entering the house soon. Or maybe, she was just cold.

“What’s wrong?” she asked the instant I stepped into the living room.

“Matteo Ortiz,” I said, not knowing where else to begin.

Monica turned her head to the side, thinking.

“Where do I know that name from?”

I sighed heavily.

“He was my roommate in college back in Boston. We played baseball together.”

Her face began to change as her mind took in this new information and mixed it with whatever fuzzy, muddled memories were bouncing around in her head and then suddenly, she remembered.

“Oh yeah! I remember now. You told me about him. The guy with the huge --”

I held up my index finger to my lips to shush her. She was being a little too loud and I worried despite the generous distance between the foyer and the living room that he still might hear our conversation.

“He’s standing in the foyer,” I said, keeping my voice just above a whisper now.

“Bat,” she said. “Huge bat was all I was gonna say. Didn’t he hit cleanup, right behind you?”

It was true, Matteo did hit fourth and I hit third and he did have a huge bat. He could really swing it and he almost led us all the way to a National Championship our senior year. Almost.

But that’s not what Monica was going to say, not unless she was using bat as a euphemism for cock.

I’d forgotten I’d even told her, but now the memory of it all came rushing back to me. It was some years ago and we had had a little too much to drink and we got to talking about old lovers and romantic conquests back in college and I got to telling her what a prolific ladies man my roommate had been and somehow or another, I let it spill that he had quite the prodigious equipment hanging between his legs and well...I guess it stuck in her head somewhere.

But left out certain key details in those stories - about the past me and Matteo had and what kind of role and just to what extent I played it in those sexual escapades of his. I was his roommate after all and we were division one athletes.

Simply put, we got more ass than a toilet seat back in those days and let’s just say, we liked to share the wealth with each other. Baseball wasn’t the only team sport we played.

In the end, we played with fire one too many times and got burnt and well, Monica certainly didn’t need to know all that.

“What is he doing here...in our foyer?” she asked.

A good question indeed.

I shrugged.

“Says he was in town on business and supposed to fly home tonight, now he’s stuck and there are no hotels. He needs a place to crash for the weekend.”

Monica’s face softened and she smiled.

“Well, of course. It’s the least we can do. I mean he’s one of your best friends from college, you guys probably haven’t seen each other in…”

“Fifteen years,” I said, finishing her sentence. I said it coldly and I think Monica must have noticed but if she did, she didn’t say anything about it. She just looked at me kind of funny.

“I’ll go get him and get him set up in the guest room,” I said.

“Well, aren’t you going to introduce me?” she asked, “Maybe he’s hungry too, or thirsty...we can get him set up in the guest room later, it’s only just past nine.”

“I suppose you’re right,” I said. But I didn’t like it. I didn’t want Matteo anywhere near Monica. Perhaps another part of me was afraid to see if the past might repeat itself right there in our living room with the snow falling outside and the warm fire casting such a lovely light.

. . .

“Matteo, this is my wife, Monica,” I said.

“Nice to meet you Monica, I am so very sorry to be such a burden to you guys this evening and I really, really appreciate the hospitality.”

“Nice to meet you too, Matteo, and please don’t mention it again, really it's no trouble at all. It’s the least we could do,” Monica said, as she took Matteo’s large hand and shook it.

I could have been imagining it in that moment, but now with the benefit of hindsight, I know I wasn’t. Monica swooned at the sight of him, as many a lady before her had and still would in the future.

Her eyes were hungry as they took in his impressive frame. I’ll allow that she may not even have been conscious of it in the moment but rather what was happening was a sort of involuntary, primal response to a stimulus that she just could not help. But still, when I think back on the look she gave him, even after everything, I feel a strange mix of emotions that I’m not quite sure how to describe. But over the course of this story, I suppose I’ll try.

Her tiny hand paled in comparison to his and I was worried he might crush her’s with that powerful grip of his, but he was gentle and smiled with kind eyes. He could be like that.

But he was also a true alpha male. He was about six-foot-four and two-hundred-and-twenty pounds of rock solid muscle. And try as he may, he couldn’t help but check her out too. It was quick and he probably wasn’t totally conscious of what was happening either. But I saw it. I knew the look and there was no mistaking it.

In fifteen years since college you’d think he would have gained some fat here and there but to my eyes, he looked every bit as fit and trim as he did during senior year. Back when it all went down.

And I don’t want to give you the impression I was any kind of pipsqueak either. I was about six-foot-three on a good day myself and while I’d gained a little beer weight since college I still knew my way around the weight room. I still had some muscle and some power on my frame.

In the end, the problem wasn’t how different me and Matteo were from each other. What scared me, or perhaps more accurately, what worried me was how alike we were and how much trouble that ended up causing when we got together.

“Would you like something to drink, Matteo?” Monica asked. “Beer, wine, water?”

“No thank you, Monica. I don’t want to impose.”

“Don’t be silly, you aren’t imposing. Right, Luke?”

For a moment, I didn’t say anything at all. I just folded my arms and looked at Matteo, then over to Monica. She looked at me sideways and gave me a glance that seemed to say Why are you being rude? Say something!

So, I did.

“Of course not, Matteo. You’re more than welcome in our home. Let me pour you some wine.”

Matteo smiled and the tension in the room dissipated for a bit.

“Thanks, Luke,” he said. “But, really I think I’d rather just turn in for the night if that’s ok. It’s been a hell of a day and I’m wiped.”

A wave of relief washed over my body. All the tension seemed to leave me at once. We could get back to our snowed-in weekend and all the exploring that was about to take place before we were interrupted, at least for the night.

“Absolutely, man. Whatever you say, you’re the guest.”

Monica sprang into action just then.

“Oh, let me just run up really quickly and spruce up the guest room. Give me five minutes and you’ll be all set,” Monica said.

She rushed out of the kitchen and I heard the pitter patter of her tiny feet going up the stairs. It was all an act though, the guest room was always kept immaculate and in complete order. Ready to house a guest at a moment’s notice. Monica was always prepared for something like this. It was just her personality to go up and give the place a quick once over just to be absolutely certain everything was perfect.

Matteo and I stood awkwardly in the kitchen for a few brief moments.

“You have a beautiful home, Luke. And a beautiful wife,” Matteo said.

And it felt like a punch to the gut.

“Yeah, thanks,” I said, staring daggers at him. The wounds from the past were suddenly ripped open and felt as fresh as ever.

“Shit, man. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to…” Matteo was searching for the words. “Look, I didn’t mean it like that. I’ve always felt bad about the way we left things, about what happened with Sasha...”

I opened my mouth to respond but before I could say anything, Monica returned.

“Ok, Matteo. All set. There’s fresh sheets on the bed and plenty of pillows. There’s an extra blanket in the closet if you get cold and there’s a fan on the dresser in case you get hot. Towels are in the bathroom and any toiletries you need should be in there...is there anything else I can get you?”

Matteo looked at me and then turned to Monica and smiled, waving his hand.

“Thank you so much, Monica and thank you Luke, but no I think I’m all set. You’ve done more than enough already, really. I owe you guys big time.”

“Don’t mention it,” Monica said.

“Goodnight, Matteo,” I said.

And with that, the hulking mass of a man that was Matteo Ortiz sauntered off out of the kitchen and up the stairs and into our guest room to spend the long, white weekend in our house, my house, after all those many years.

I didn’t like the feeling it was giving me.

But rather than dwell on it, I poured us each another glass of wine and Monica and I returned to the living room and I threw another log on the fire.

I walked over to the window and peered outside. There was probably close to a foot of snow on the ground then and it showed no signs of letting up.

I turned back to Monica, who was curled up on the couch sipping her wine. The firelight danced across her face, highlighting her delicate features. For a moment, I just stood there admiring her beauty, trying to push thoughts of Matteo out of my mind.

"So," Monica said, breaking the silence. "That's the famous Matteo. He seems nice."

I forced a smile and nodded, not trusting myself to speak. I didn't want to let on how unsettled I felt by his sudden appearance.

"You okay, honey?" Monica asked, patting the couch beside her. "You seem a little tense."

I sat down next to her and took a long sip of wine. "Yeah, I'm fine. Just... surprised to see him after all these years."

Monica snuggled up against me, resting her head on my shoulder. "Well, I'm sure it'll be nice to catch up. Maybe this snowstorm is a blessing in disguise."

I forced another smile and nodded, not wanting to dampen her spirits. "Maybe you're right," I said, though I didn't believe it for a second.

We sat in silence for a while, sipping our wine and watching the fire. The mood from earlier in the evening was gone, replaced by an uneasy tension that I couldn't shake. I kept thinking about Matteo upstairs, wondering what he was really doing here after all this time.

"I'm getting a little tired," Monica said eventually, stifling a yawn. "Should we head up to bed?"

Part of me wanted to stay downstairs all night, guarding the house like some kind of watchdog. But I knew that was ridiculous.

I nodded and stood up, offering Monica my hand. We doused the fire and headed upstairs, my mind still racing with thoughts of Matteo and our complicated past.

As we passed the guest room, I paused for a moment, straining to hear any sound from within. But there was only silence.

In our bedroom, Monica slipped out of her robe and back into the negligee she'd been wearing earlier. Despite my unease, I felt a stirring of desire as I watched her lithe form move in the dim light.

"Come to bed," she whispered, her eyes glinting mischievously.

I undressed and slid under the covers beside her, pulling her close. As her lips met mine, I tried to lose myself in the warmth of her body, to forget about a man I despised sleeping just down the hall.

But even as Monica's hands roamed over my skin, I couldn't fully let go of my unease. Her touch, normally electric, felt muted somehow. I kissed her deeply, trying to recapture the passion from earlier, but my mind kept drifting.

"Luke?" Monica pulled back slightly, searching my face. "What's wrong?"

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. "Nothing, I'm just... distracted I guess. I'm sorry."

She stroked my cheek gently. "It's okay. I know it must be strange having Matteo here after so long. Do you want to talk about it?"

For a moment, I was tempted to tell her everything - about the wild nights in college, the lines we'd crossed, the betrayal that had ended our friendship. But I couldn't bring myself to shatter the image she had of me, of us.

I shook my head, forcing a smile. "No, it's fine. Just some old memories stirred up, that's all. Let's get some sleep."

Monica nodded, but I could see the concern in her eyes. She kissed me softly before rolling over, her back pressed against my chest. I wrapped an arm around her waist, breathing in the familiar scent of her hair.

As I lay there in the darkness, listening to the wind howl outside and Monica's steady breathing beside me, my mind wandered back to that fateful night fifteen years ago. The night everything changed between me and Matteo.

It was our last big party before graduation. The baseball season was over, finals were done, and we were celebrating our impending freedom. The house was packed, music blaring, alcohol flowing freely. Matteo and I were holding court in the kitchen, regaling a group of admiring ladies with tales of our on-field exploits. Sasha was there too, my girlfriend of nearly two years, laughing and joining in the storytelling.

As the night wore on, the crowd thinned out. Eventually it was just me, Matteo, Sasha. We were all pretty drunk by that point, sprawled out in the living room passing around a bottle of vodka.

I don't remember who suggested it first - maybe it was Matteo, maybe it was me. But somehow the conversation turned to our sexual conquests, boasting about our prowess. Sasha was giggling, egging us on.

"Show me what you're working with, big man," Sasha said, sultry and playful. Glancing over at me to see if I would react.

I felt my cock lurch at the memory. Sasha's words echoed in my mind, transporting me back to that night. The way she looked at Matteo, her eyes glassy with alcohol but burning with desire. The way Matteo glanced at me, a mixture of challenge and invitation in his gaze.

"Come on, Luke," Matteo had said, his voice low and husky. "We've shared before. What's one more time?"

Sasha arched an eyebrow.

“Really?” she whispered. “That’s so hot. I’ve always wanted two cocks at once. What do you say, Luke? Am I special enough for that?”

And despite the alarm bells ringing in my head, despite knowing deep down it was a terrible idea, I had nodded. Given my permission. Maybe I was too drunk to think straight, or maybe some twisted part of me just wanted it.

Sasha took us each by the hand and led us to the bedroom.

My cock lurched again, hardening and filling with blood as my mind raced over memories I hadn’t dared think about in ages.

I turned over in bed and pressed my hardness into Monica’s backside, stirring her from near-sleep.

Monica let out a soft moan as she felt my hardness press against her. She pushed back against me, grinding her hips slowly.

"Mmm, changed your mind?" she murmured sleepily.

I kissed her neck, my hand sliding up to cup her breast through the thin fabric of her negligee. Part of me felt guilty, knowing my arousal stemmed from memories of that night with Matteo and Sasha. But a larger part of me just needed release, needed to lose myself in Monica's body and drive those memories away.

"Yeah," I whispered. "I want you."

Monica turned in my arms, her lips finding mine in the darkness. We kissed deeply, hungrily, as if trying to make up for lost time. My hands gripped her body, pushing up the negligee to expose her smooth skin.

As I moved on top of Monica, sliding between her parted thighs, I tried to focus solely on her - the softness of her skin, the warmth of her tight body, the quiet gasps of pleasure she made as I entered her. But even as I began to move inside her, images from that night with Matteo and Sasha kept flashing through my mind.

The way Sasha had looked, sandwiched between us, down on her knees. Her look of shock and excitement when she saw how big he was compared to me. Her head was thrown back in ecstasy as I watched Matteo enter her. The feeling of her quivering body pressed against mine as we gave into more primal desires, moving in tandem. The sounds of our shared pleasure echoing through the room.

I thrust harder into Monica, driven by a desperate need to chase those memories away. She moaned louder, her nails digging into my back.

"Oh God, Luke," she gasped. "That feels so good."

I buried my face in her neck, breathing in her scent as I drove into her harder and faster. Monica's legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper. Her moans grew louder, more frantic, and I worried for a moment that the sound might carry down the hall to where Matteo slept.

The thought of him overhearing us sent an unexpected thrill through my body. I pictured him lying awake, listening to the sounds of our lovemaking, maybe even touching himself. The image both aroused and disgusted me.

"Luke," Monica gasped, her body tensing beneath me. "I'm so close..."

I refocused my efforts, driving into her with a furious intensity. My own release was building, a tight coil of pleasure in my core. As Monica cried out, her inner walls clenching around me, I let myself go. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me as I spilled myself inside her. For a few blissful moments, my mind went blank, all thoughts of Matteo and the past washed away in the flood of endorphins.

As we lay there afterward, our breathing slowly returning to normal, I felt a mix of satisfaction and guilt. I'd used Monica to try to exorcise my own demons, and while it had worked in the moment, I knew the relief was only temporary.

"Wow," Monica murmured, nuzzling against my chest. "That was intense. What got into you?"

I kissed the top of her head, not knowing what to say. "Just... wanted you, I guess," I said lamely.

She hummed contentedly, already drifting off to sleep. I lay awake for a long time after, staring at the ceiling and listening to the wind howl outside.


Chapter 4

I must have drifted off eventually, because the next thing I knew, white light was splitting through the gaps in the curtains. The storm was still swirling outside adding to the already heavy, but pristine blanket of white covering everything outside our window.

Monica stirred beside me, stretching. "Mmm, good morning," she murmured, pressing a soft kiss to my cheek.

"Morning," I replied, my voice still rough with sleep. The events of the previous night came flooding back - Matteo's unexpected arrival, the intense lovemaking with Monica, the memories that had surfaced. I felt a twinge of unease in my stomach.

"I'm going to hop in the shower," Monica said, sliding out of bed. She padded to the bathroom, pausing in the doorway to give me a coy smile over her shoulder. "Care to join me?"

Any other morning, I would have jumped at the chance. But today, I shook my head. "You go ahead. I'll head down and get some coffee started."

Monica's smile faltered slightly, but she nodded. "Okay. Don't forget we have a guest - maybe make enough for three?"

"Right," I said, forcing a smile. "Of course."

As Monica disappeared into the bathroom, I got dressed and headed downstairs. The house was quiet, no sign of Matteo yet. I busied myself in the kitchen, grinding beans and setting up the coffee maker. As the rich aroma of brewing coffee filled the air, I heard heavy footsteps on the stairs. My shoulders tensed involuntarily.

"Morning," Matteo's deep voice rumbled from the doorway.

I turned to face him, forcing what I hoped was a neutral expression. "Morning. Coffee?"

He nodded, running a hand through his sleep-tousled hair. "That'd be great, thanks."

As I poured two mugs, I couldn't help but notice how at ease Matteo seemed, padding around my kitchen in sweatpants and a tight t-shirt that did little to hide his muscular frame.

"Sleep well?" I asked, more out of obligation than genuine interest.

Matteo took a long sip of coffee before answering. "Yeah, thanks. Though I did hear some... interesting noises in the night." He grinned over the rim of his mug, a familiar glint in his eye.

I felt heat rush to my face, equal parts embarrassment and anger. Before I could formulate a response, Monica's voice floated down from upstairs.

"Luke, have you seen my blue sweater?" Monica called down.

I cleared my throat, grateful for the interruption. "Check the laundry room," I called back, avoiding Matteo's gaze.

An awkward silence settled over the kitchen. I busied myself with making toast, while Matteo leaned against the counter, sipping his coffee.

"So," he said finally. "How long have you and Monica been married?"

"Seven years," I replied curtly, not looking up from the toaster.

Matteo nodded. "She seems great. You're a lucky man."

There was something in his tone that made me bristle. I turned to face him, my jaw clenched. "Look, Matteo—"

But before I could say more, Monica breezed into the kitchen, her hair still damp from the shower. "Good morning!" she said brightly, smiling at Matteo. "I hope you slept well?"

"Like a baby," Matteo replied, flashing her a charming grin. "Thanks again for your hospitality."

I watched as Monica's cheeks flushed slightly under Matteo's gaze. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, a gesture I recognized as one of her nervous habits.

"It's our pleasure," she said. "We're happy to help."

As Monica poured herself some coffee, chatting easily with Matteo about the record storm, I felt like I was watching a trainwreck in slow motion. The easy rapport between them, the way her eyes kept darting to his muscular frame, the rumble of his laughter at her jokes - it all set my teeth on edge.

"So, what’s the plan for today?” Monica asked, leaning against the counter with her mug. "Board games? Movies?"

She eyed me playfully, then looked at Matteo who seemed uncomfortable.

"Uhh, you know I actually have some work to catch up on and probably should look for flights or…you know, I don’t want to be more of an interruption to your weekend than I already am," Matteo said with an easy smile.

“Oh stop,” Monica said, batting her eyes a little too flirtatiously with him.

I cleared my throat. "Yeah, and uhh, I should probably shovel the driveway and walkway," I said. "Don't want it to pile up too much. But maybe a little later."

Monica frowned slightly. "Are you sure? It's still coming down pretty hard out there."

"Yeah, better to stay on top of it," I insisted.

Matteo stood up.

“Happy to help, Luke,” he said.

“I got it,” I said, a little more rudely than I meant to. “Besides, you have work to do, like you said.”

An awkward silence hung in the air. I gritted my teeth. Regretting my choice of words and my tone.


“Yeah, right. Well, thanks for the coffee,” he said. He stood up and went upstairs to his room. 

“What the hell was that?” Monica whispered.

I grumbled something under my breath.

“You’re being really weird today. Even weirder than last night.”

Last night.

Shit.

Last night.

My mind flashed back once again to the previous evening’s events.

“Sorry,” I muttered. “Just need to clear my head.”

I downed some coffee and prepared to head out into the blizzard.

Outside, the world was a blank canvas of white. The snow was still falling steadily, muffling all sound. I attacked the driveway with perhaps more vigor than necessary, my mind racing.

What was Matteo really doing here? Was this all some elaborate scheme to get back at me for what happened with Sasha? But why? He was in the wrong. Or was I? It was all so difficult to keep straight.

Or worse, was he trying to seduce Monica right under my nose? Maybe he’s seen her on my social media or…my mind drifted off with the snow.

The physical exertion of shoveling helped clear my head somewhat, but I couldn't shake the feeling of unease. After about an hour, I had made decent progress on the driveway. My arms ached and I was sweating despite the cold. I paused to catch my breath, leaning on the shovel.

That's when I noticed movement in the upstairs window - our bedroom window. I squinted through the falling snow and saw Monica standing there, watching me. But she wasn't alone. Matteo's hulking form was visible behind her, leaning close as if they were deep in conversation.

My stomach dropped. What were they doing up there together? In our bedroom, no less?

I tried to rationalize it - maybe Monica was just showing him the view, or they had bumped into each other in the hallway. But the way they were standing so close, the intimacy of their position, sent a jolt of jealousy through me.

Before I could think better of it, I stormed back into the house, stomping snow off my boots in the entryway. I took the stairs two at a time, my heart pounding.

As I reached the top of the stairs, I heard Monica's laughter floating out of our bedroom. My stomach clenched as I approached the partially open door. I paused just outside, straining to hear their conversation.

"...and then Luke tripped and fell face-first into the cake!" Monica was saying, barely containing her giggles. "You should have seen his face, covered in frosting!"

Matteo's deep chuckle joined her laughter. "Oh man, that sounds like Luke alright. Always a bit clumsy."

I felt my face flush with embarrassment and anger. Monica was sharing our private moments with him, laughing at my expense. And Matteo... the familiarity in his voice when he said my name made my skin crawl.

"Hey, what's going on in here?" I said, pushing the door open wider.

Monica and Matteo both turned to look at me, startled. They were standing closer than I would have liked, but not inappropriately so. Monica was holding a photo album - the one from our wedding.

"Oh, Luke!" Monica said, her smile faltering slightly at my tone. "I was just showing Matteo some photos. He asked about our wedding."

Matteo nodded, taking a small step back from Monica. "Yeah, sorry man. I hope that's okay. I needed the wifi password and I uhh, I was just curious about your life now, trying to make small talk, you know?"

He seemed ashamed of himself…or something. I immediately felt bad.

I forced myself to take a deep breath, trying to calm the jealousy and anger churning inside me. "Right," I said, my voice tight. "No problem."

Monica closed the photo album, sensing the tension in the room. "I should start on lunch," she said, glancing between Matteo and me. "Any requests?"

"Whatever you want to make is fine," I said, not taking my eyes off Matteo.

"Yeah, anything's great," Matteo echoed. "Thanks, Monica."

Monica nodded and slipped past me out of the room, leaving Matteo and me alone. The silence stretched between us, heavy with unspoken words.

Finally, Matteo spoke. "Look, Luke, I know this is weird. Us being here together after all this time. If you want me to go, just say the word and I'll figure something out."

I wanted to tell him yes, to get the hell out of my house and my life. But something held me back. Maybe it was the earnest look in his eyes, or maybe it was my own curiosity about why he was really here.

"It's fine," I said, though my tone seemed to suggest otherwise. "The storm's only getting worse. You might as well stay."

Matteo nodded, relief visible on his face. "Thanks, man. I appreciate it."

As he moved to leave the room, he paused beside me. "For what it's worth," he said quietly, "I really am sorry about what happened with Sasha. I never meant for things to go—”


“Don’t worry about it. It’s in the past,” I said dismissively. 

Matteo nodded slowly, his eyes searching my face. For a moment, I thought he might say more, but instead he just sighed and headed downstairs.

I stood there in the bedroom for a few minutes after he left, trying to collect my thoughts. The photo album was still sitting on the bed where Monica had left it. I picked it up, flipping through the pages until I came to a photo of Monica and me on our wedding day. We looked so happy, so in love. I traced my finger over Monica's radiant smile, wondering how we had gone from that perfect moment to...whatever this was.

With a heavy sigh, I set the album down and headed downstairs. The smell of grilled cheese and tomato soup filled the air as I entered the kitchen. Monica was at the stove, stirring the soup, while Matteo sat at the island, nursing another cup of coffee.

"Perfect weather for comfort food," Monica said with a smile as I entered. "Hope you're hungry."

I nodded, forcing a smile. "Starving. Thanks, hon."

We ate in relative silence, the only sounds the clink of spoons against bowls and the howling wind outside. I couldn't help but notice the way Matteo's eyes kept darting to Monica, or the way she seemed to blush slightly whenever their gazes met. It made my stomach churn, and I found myself struggling to finish my food.

After lunch, Monica suggested we watch a movie. I wanted to object, to find some reason not to, but I couldn’t.

I just shrugged and decided to go with the flow.


Chapter 5

We settled in the living room, Monica and I on the couch with Matteo in the armchair. Monica put on some lighthearted romantic comedy, but I couldn't focus on the plot. My eyes kept drifting to Matteo, watching his reactions, trying to gauge his intentions.

About halfway through the movie, Monica stood up. "I'm going to make some popcorn," she announced. "Anyone want anything else?"

"I'm good," I said.

"I'll help you," Matteo offered, standing up.

I watched them disappear into the kitchen, my jaw clenching involuntarily. I could hear their muffled voices and occasional laughter. It was torture imagining what they might be talking about, what might be happening just out of my sight.

After what felt like an eternity, they returned with a large bowl of popcorn. Monica settled back beside me on the couch, but I noticed she left a bit more space between us than before. Matteo resumed his spot in the armchair, but he seemed more relaxed now, sprawling comfortably.

As the movie played on, I found myself hyper aware of every little interaction between Monica and Matteo. The way they'd both reach for popcorn at the same time, their fingers brushing. How Monica's laugh seemed a little louder, a little more genuine, at Matteo's comments about the film. The way Matteo's eyes would linger on her when she wasn't looking.

By the time the credits rolled, I was a bundle of nerves. Monica stretched, yawning. "Well, that was fun," she said. "What should we do now?"

"Actually," Matteo said, standing up, "I should probably try to get some work done. Thanks for the movie and popcorn."

I felt a wave of relief wash over me as Matteo headed upstairs and retired to bed.

"You know," Monica said, a mischievous glint in her eye, "we never did get to use that hot tub last night. What do you say we give it a try?"

I hesitated. The thought of being in the hot tub with Monica was tempting, but I couldn't shake the image of Matteo potentially watching us from the guest room window.

"I don't know," I said. "It's pretty cold out there."

Monica pouted playfully. "Come on, it'll be fun. We can bring some wine, make it romantic." She leaned in close, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Maybe continue what we started last night."

My resolve weakened. "Alright," I agreed. "Let's do it."

We changed into our swimsuits and grabbed a bottle of wine and some glasses. As we stepped out onto the deck, the cold air hit us like a wall. The hot tub was steaming invitingly, a warm oasis in the snowy landscape.

We quickly slipped into the hot water, sighing with relief as the warmth enveloped us. Monica poured us each a generous glass of wine and snuggled up close to me.

"This was a great idea," she murmured, taking a sip. "So romantic."

I nodded, trying to relax and enjoy the moment. The snow was still falling steadily around us, creating a serene, otherworldly atmosphere. For a few minutes, I almost forgot about Matteo's presence in our house.

But then Monica spoke again. "So, tell me more about you and Matteo in college. You've never really talked much about those days."

I tensed up immediately. "Not much to tell," I said evasively. "We were roommates, played baseball together. That's about it."

Monica raised an eyebrow. "Come on, there must be more than that. You guys were best friends, right? Did you get into any trouble together? Any wild parties or crazy adventures?"

I took a large gulp of wine, buying myself time to think. How much should I tell her? How much did I dare reveal?

"We had our share of good times," I said carefully. "But you know how it is in college. Things happen, people drift apart."

Monica frowned slightly. "Is that why you two lost touch? Did something happen between you?"

I sighed, knowing I couldn't avoid the topic forever. "It's complicated," I admitted. "There was... an incident. With a girl."

Monica's eyes widened with interest. "Oh? Do tell."

I took another sip of wine, steeling myself. "Her name was Sasha. She was my girlfriend at the time. One night, things got... out of hand. We all had too much to drink, and..."

I trailed off, not sure how to continue. Monica leaned in closer, her hand resting on my thigh under the water.

"And what?" she pressed gently.

I closed my eyes, the memories flooding back. "We... shared her," I said finally, my voice barely above a whisper.

Monica gasped softly. "You mean... all three of you? Together?"

I nodded, unable to meet her eyes. "It was supposed to be just a one-time thing. But then Matteo and Sasha... they kept seeing each other behind my back. When I found out, that was it. End of the friendship, end of the relationship."

Monica was quiet for a long moment, processing this information. When she spoke again, her voice was low and husky. "That must have been... intense. All three of you together."

I looked at her, surprised by her tone and her glossing over of the hurt it had caused me. There was a flush to her cheeks that wasn't just from the hot water.

"It was," I admitted. "But it ruined everything."

Monica bit her lip, her eyes darting towards the house. "And now he's here," she said softly. "After all this time…” her voice trailed off.

Monica's eyes lingered on the house for a moment before turning back to me. There was an intensity in her gaze that made my breath catch.

"Luke," she said softly, her hand sliding up my thigh under the water. "Have you ever thought about...doing something like that again?"

I stared at her, shocked. I cocked my head to the side.

“Monica…have you ever done anything like that?”

“No,” she said, her voice only a whisper. I watched her chest rise and fall above the steaming water line.


“Have you ever wanted to?” 

She bit her lip, looking both nervous and excited. "I don't know, maybe? It's just...hot I guess. To think about two sets of hands. Two mouths. Two…

Her voice trailed off again. For the first time, I pictured it in my head. My beautiful, sweet wife on her knees between me and…

My mind was reeling. Part of me was horrified at the idea, but another part...a part I didn't want to acknowledge...was intrigued.

Before I let any logic or reason enter the equation, I was all over her, placing my hand down her bikini bottoms and slipping a finger inside her.

She leaned in and kissed me deeply, her body pressing against mine in the hot water. I returned the kiss, trying to push thoughts of Matteo out of my mind. But as Monica's hand drifted lower, brushing against my growing hardness, I couldn't help but wonder if she was picturing him too.

We made love right there in the hot tub, steam rising around us as the snow continued to fall. It was intense and passionate, fueled by the wine and the lingering tension from our conversation. As Monica cried out in pleasure, I glanced up at the house, half-expecting to see Matteo watching us from the window. But the curtains remained closed.

Afterward, we hurried back inside, shivering despite the heat of the tub. As we toweled off in our bedroom, I caught Monica glancing towards the guest room more than once.

"That was amazing," she said, wrapping her arms around me. "Thank you for opening up to me about your past."

I nodded, still unsure how to feel about everything that had transpired. "Yeah, of course. I'm glad we talked about it."

As we got dressed, I couldn't shake the feeling that something had shifted between us. The air felt charged with possibility, dangerous and exciting all at once.

We headed downstairs to start on dinner, and I tried to push away the nagging thoughts in my head. But as we passed the guest room, I could have sworn I heard the faint sound of a muffled moan coming from behind the closed door.

I paused, straining to listen. Was Matteo...? No, it couldn't be. I shook my head, telling myself I was imagining things. But as Monica and I continued downstairs, I couldn't help but wonder what the rest of this snowed-in weekend might bring.


Chapter 6

The kitchen was warm and inviting as Monica and I prepared dinner together. The aroma of roasting chicken and herbs filled the air, a comforting contrast to the howling wind outside. We moved around each other with practiced ease, chopping vegetables and stirring sauces.

But there was an undercurrent of tension, an electricity in the air that hadn't been there before. Every time our hands brushed or our eyes met, I felt a jolt of... something. Excitement? Nervousness? Guilt? I couldn't quite put my finger on it.

"Should we call Matteo down for dinner?" Monica asked casually as she set the table.

I hesitated, remembering the sound I thought I'd heard coming from his room earlier. "Yeah, I suppose we should," I said finally. "I'll go get him."

I climbed the stairs slowly, my heart pounding. As I approached the guest room, I paused, listening. But there was only silence now. I knocked softly.

"Matteo? Dinner's almost ready if you want to join us."

There was a rustling sound, then footsteps. The door opened, and Matteo stood there, looking slightly disheveled. His hair was mussed and his cheeks were flushed.

"Oh, uh, thanks," he said, running a hand through his hair. "I'll be down in a minute."

I nodded, trying not to stare at the obvious bulge in his sweatpants. Had he been...? No, I told myself. Don't go there.

Back in the kitchen, Monica was opening a bottle of wine. She looked up as I entered. "Is he coming?"

"Yeah, he'll be down in a minute," I said, grabbing glasses from the cabinet.

Monica nodded, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "Good."

Matteo joined us a few minutes later, looking more put-together. We sat down to eat, and for a while, the conversation flowed easily. We talked about our jobs, our hobbies, and caught up on the years since college. The wine flowed freely, and I found myself relaxing despite my earlier misgivings.

As we finished our meal, Monica stood to clear the plates. "Why don't you two go relax in the living room? I'll bring in some dessert in a bit."

Matteo and I moved to the living room, settling into the couch and armchair respectively. There was a moment of awkward silence before Matteo spoke.

"Luke, I just want to say again how much I appreciate you guys letting me stay here. Especially given our... history."

I nodded, taking a sip of wine. "It's fine. Like I said, it's in the past."

Matteo leaned forward, his eyes intense. "Is it though? Because I can't help but feel like there's still some tension between us.

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, avoiding Matteo's gaze. "What do you expect, Matteo? You show up out of the blue after 15 years, after what happened with Sasha..."

Matteo sighed heavily. "I know. And I'm sorry, truly. I never meant for things to go that far with her. It just... happened."

I scoffed. "Things like that don't just happen. You made a choice."

"We all made choices that night," Matteo said quietly.

Before I could respond, Monica entered the room carrying a tray with three slices of chocolate cake. She paused, seeming to sense the tension in the air.

"Everything okay in here?" she asked, setting the tray down on the coffee table.

"Fine," I said quickly, forcing a smile. "Just catching up."

Monica raised an eyebrow but didn't press the issue. She handed out the cake and settled onto the couch next to me, closer than necessary. I could feel the warmth of her thigh pressed against mine.

As we ate our dessert, the conversation turned to lighter topics. But I couldn't shake the undercurrent of tension in the room. I noticed the way Monica's eyes kept darting to Matteo, the way she laughed a little too loudly at his jokes. And Matteo... he seemed more relaxed now, his posture open and inviting.

The wine continued to flow, and as the night wore on, I found myself growing increasingly agitated. Every casual interaction between Monica and Matteo sent a jolt through me - part jealousy, part... something else. Something I didn't want to name.

Finally, unable to take it anymore, I stood abruptly. "I think I'm going to turn in," I announced. "It's been a long day."

Monica looked up at me, surprise and something else - disappointment? - flashing across her face. "Already? It's not even that late."

I shrugged. "I'm tired. You two can stay up if you want."

As I headed upstairs, I heard Monica's laughter floating up behind me, followed by Matteo's deep chuckle. My stomach clenched.

In our bedroom, I paced back and forth, my mind racing. What was I doing? Why had I left them alone together? I tried to tell myself I was being paranoid, that nothing would happen. But the memory of that night in college kept replaying in my head.


Chapter 7

After what felt like hours but was probably only about 30 minutes, I heard footsteps on the stairs. The bedroom door opened and Monica slipped in, her cheeks flushed from wine and laughter.

"Hey," she said softly, moving towards me. "Are you okay?"

I nodded stiffly. "Fine. Just tired."

Monica wrapped her arms around my waist, pressing her body against mine. "I missed you down there," she murmured.

I could smell the wine on her breath as she leaned in close. Her body was warm against mine, and despite my unease, I felt a stirring of desire.

"Did you?" I asked, my voice low. "Seemed like you and Matteo were having a good time."

Monica pulled back slightly, searching my face. "We were just talking, Luke. Getting to know each other. There's no need to be jealous."

"I'm not jealous," I said, perhaps a bit too quickly.

Monica's lips curved into a knowing smile. "No? Then why did you leave so suddenly?"

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. "I don't know. It's just... weird, having him here. After everything that happened."

Monica nodded, her hands sliding up my chest. "I understand. But maybe... maybe this is a chance to move past all that. To make new memories."

There was something in her tone, a hint of suggestion that made my pulse quicken. I looked into her eyes, seeing the mix of desire and uncertainty there.

"What are you saying, Monica?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

She bit her lip, her gaze dropping to my mouth. "I'm saying... maybe we could explore some of those fantasies we talked about earlier. With Matteo here..."

My breath caught in my throat. Part of me wanted to recoil, to shut down this dangerous line of thinking. But another part, a part I'd been trying to ignore all day, surged with excitement.

"Are you serious?" I asked, trying not to get too worked up, my hands tightening on her waist. "This isn't just the wine talking?"

Monica shook her head, her eyes meeting mine with a fierce intensity. "No. I've been thinking about it all night. Watching you two together, remembering what you told me... I want to experience it. With you. With him."

I swallowed hard, my mind reeling. This was really happening. After all these years, all the buried feelings and unresolved tension... we were on the precipice of something that could change everything. Was I willing to risk it all?

Maybe it was the wine. It probably was. But I convinced myself this was different. This was Monica. My wife. Not Sasha.

"Okay," I heard myself say, as if from a distance. "If you're sure... let's do it."

Monica's face lit up with a mix of excitement and nervousness. She leaned in and kissed me deeply, her body pressing against mine with renewed urgency.

"I'll go get him," she whispered against my lips before pulling away.

As she slipped out of the room, I sat heavily on the edge of the bed, my heart pounding. Was this really happening? Were we about to recreate that fateful night from college, but this time with my wife?

I heard murmured voices in the hallway, then footsteps approaching. The bedroom door opened, and Monica entered, leading Matteo by the hand. His eyes met mine, a question in them. I nodded slightly, giving my silent permission.

And just like that, we were crossing a line that could never be uncrossed.

"Are you sure about this?" Matteo asked, his eyes darting between Monica and me.

I nodded slowly, my heart racing. "If Monica wants it, then yes."

Monica smiled, a mixture of nervousness and excitement on her face. She turned to Matteo, reaching up to caress his cheek. "I want this," she said softly. "I want to experience it…both of you."

Matteo's breath hitched as Monica leaned in and kissed him. It was tentative at first, but quickly grew more passionate. I watched, a storm of emotions swirling inside me - jealousy, arousal, fear, excitement.

As their kiss deepened, Monica's hands began to roam over Matteo's muscular chest. She tugged at the hem of his shirt, and he obliged, breaking the kiss momentarily to pull it off over his head.

Monica turned to me then, her eyes suddenly dark with lust and it changed me. Instantly. I was back to being a horny college dude with nothing but the slut in front of me on my mind and all the dirty things we could get her to do.

She reached out, grabbing my hand and pulling me closer to her and Matteo.

"I want you both," she whispered, her voice dark with desire.

“I know you do, you little slut,” I growled.

My heart raced as I stepped forward, closing the distance between us. Monica's lips found mine in a passionate kiss while her hand reached out to caress Matteo's chest. I could feel the heat radiating off both their bodies.

As we kissed, I felt Matteo's large hands slide around Monica's waist from behind. She gasped into my mouth as he pressed against her, sandwiching her between our bodies.

Monica broke our kiss, turning her head to capture Matteo's lips once more. I watched for a moment, mesmerized by the sight of my wife kissing another man. Then I lowered my head to her neck, trailing kisses along her soft skin.

We worked together to undress Monica, our hands working over her body as more skin was revealed. Soon she stood naked between us, her chest heaving with anticipation.

"On the bed," I growled, surprising myself with the commanding tone.

Monica obeyed, laying back on the mattress and spreading her legs invitingly. Matteo and I quickly shed the rest of our clothes before joining her.

I positioned myself between Monica's thighs while Matteo knelt by her head. She reached up, wrapping her hand around his impressive length as I slid into her welcoming heat.

Monica moaned loudly as I began to thrust, her body writhing beneath me. She turned her head, taking Matteo into her mouth. The sight of my wife pleasuring my old friend while I fucked her was almost too much to bear.

We moved together in a rhythm, the room filled with the sounds of our shared pleasure. Monica's moans grew louder and more frequent as she neared her peak.

"Oh god," she gasped, releasing Matteo from her mouth. "I'm so close!"

I increased my pace, driving into her harder as Matteo leaned down to capture one of her nipples between his lips. The dual stimulation pushed Monica over the edge and she cried out, her body shuddering with release.

As Monica came down from her high, we rearranged ourselves on the bed. This time, Matteo positioned himself between her legs while I knelt by her head.

Monica's eyes widened as Matteo entered her, stretching her in a way I never could. She gripped my thighs, her nails digging into my skin as she adjusted to his size.

"Fuck," she breathed. "You're so big."

Matteo began to move, starting slow but quickly building to a punishing pace. Monica moaned and writhed beneath him, her hand reaching up to stroke me as I watched.

The sight of Matteo's massive cock sliding in and out of my wife was both terrifying and intensely erotic.

Monica's eyes widened as Matteo entered her, stretching her in a way I never could. She gripped my thighs, her nails digging into my skin as she adjusted to his size.

"Holy shit," she sighed. "You're so big,” she repeated.

Matteo began to move, starting slow but quickly building to a punishing pace. Monica moaned and writhed beneath him, her hand reaching up to stroke me as I watched.

The sight of Matteo's massive cock sliding in and out of my wife was both terrifying and intensely arousing. I could see the pleasure on Monica's face, her eyes rolling back as Matteo hit spots inside her that I never could.

"Oh god, oh god," Monica said, her voice rising in pitch. "I'm gonna cum again!"

Matteo grunted, his hips slamming into her harder. "That's it, baby. Cum on my cock."

Monica's back arched as she cried out, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm. Matteo slowed his thrusts, letting her ride out the waves of pleasure.

As Monica came down from her high, Matteo pulled out of her. His cock glistened with her juices, still rock hard and imposing.

"Luke," Monica panted, her eyes meeting mine. "I want you both. At the same time."

My breath caught in my throat. I knew what she meant - she wanted to be filled completely, to experience the ultimate pleasure of having two men inside her simultaneously.

Matteo and I exchanged a look, silently communicating. Then we moved into position, Matteo lying on his back while Monica straddled him. She sank down onto his length with a moan, then leaned forward, presenting her ass to me.

My hands shook slightly as I positioned myself behind her. I could feel the heat radiating from her body, could see where she and Matteo were joined. Slowly, carefully, I began to push into her tight ass.

Monica gasped, her body tensing. "Oh fuck," she whimpered. "It's so much."

"Relax, baby," I soothed, stroking her back. "We've got you."

Inch by inch, I worked my way inside her until I was fully seated. The three of us stayed still for a moment, adjusting to the intense sensations. I could feel Matteo's cock through the thin wall separating us, could feel Monica's body quivering between us.

Then, slowly, we began to move.

The pleasure was indescribable. Monica's tight heat gripped me as Matteo and I found a rhythm, thrusting in and out of her in tandem. Monica's moans grew louder, more desperate as we filled her completely.

"Oh god, oh god," she cried out. "It's too much. It's so good. I can't... I can't..."

But she could. And she did. She was loving every second of it.

The intensity of the moment overwhelmed us all. Monica's body trembled between us as Matteo and I continued our relentless pace, driving into her from both sides. Her cries of pleasure grew louder, more frantic.

"Oh god, oh god," she gasped. "I'm gonna... I'm cumming!"

Monica's body seized up as an intense orgasm ripped through her. I could feel her muscles clenching around me as she shook and writhed between us. The sensation was incredible, pushing me closer to the edge.

Matteo grunted beneath us, his hips jerking upward. "Fuck, I'm close too," he growled.

The three of us moved together frantically, chasing our release. Monica was practically incoherent, babbling and moaning as she rode wave after wave of pleasure.

I felt my own orgasm building, a tight coil of heat in my core. "Monica," I gasped. "Where do you want us to..."

"Inside," she panted. "Both of you. Fill me up."

Her words sent me over the edge. With a loud groan, I buried myself deep inside her as I came. Beneath us, Matteo let out a roar as he followed suit, his hips lifting off the bed as he emptied himself into Monica.

For a long moment, we stayed frozen in place, our bodies still joined as we caught our breath. Then, slowly, carefully, we disentangled ourselves. Monica collapsed onto the bed between us, her chest heaving.

As the heat of the moment faded, I felt a mix of emotions wash over me. Part of me was exhilarated by what we'd just experienced, but another part felt a twinge of jealousy and unease. I looked over at Matteo, seeing a similar conflict in his eyes.

Monica stirred between us, a satisfied smile on her face. "That was... incredible," she murmured.

What happened after that is a bit of a hazy blur, the only thing I can tell you…is that our weekend snowed in, and was only just getting started.


Chapter 8

The next morning, I awoke to sunlight streaming through the curtains. For a moment, I was disoriented, memories of the night before flooding back in a rush. I turned my head to see Monica still asleep beside me, her naked body half-covered by the sheets. On her other side, Matteo lay sprawled on his back, his muscular chest rising and falling with deep breaths.

Reality crashed over me like a wave. We had actually done it. Crossed a line that could never be uncrossed.

I slipped out of bed quietly, careful not to wake them. In the bathroom, I splashed cold water on my face, staring at my reflection in the mirror. What had we done? What did it mean for our marriage?

When I returned to the bedroom, Monica was stirring. She blinked up at me, a slow smile spreading across her face.

"Good morning," she murmured.

"Morning," I replied, my voice hoarse. "How are you feeling?"

Monica stretched languidly, wincing slightly. "A little sore, but...a good sore," she glanced over at Matteo's sleeping form, then back to me. "Last night was amazing."

I nodded, unsure how to respond. Part of me was glad she had enjoyed herself, but another part felt a pang of regret.

"I'm going to start some coffee," I said, pulling on a pair of sweatpants. "Do you want any?"

"That would be great, thanks," Monica said.

As I headed downstairs, I heard movement from the bedroom. Matteo was probably waking up now too. I tried not to think about what might be happening up there without me.

In the kitchen, I went through the motions of making coffee, my mind racing. What happened now? Was this a one-time thing, or had we opened Pandora's box?

I was so lost in thought that I didn't hear footsteps approaching until Matteo's voice startled me.

"Morning," he said, his tone cautious.

I turned to face him. He was shirtless, wearing only a pair of boxers. The sight of his muscular body brought back vivid memories of the night before.

"Morning," I replied, trying to keep my voice neutral. "Coffee?"

Matteo nodded, accepting the mug I handed him. We stood in awkward silence for a moment, neither sure what to say.

Finally, Matteo spoke. "Luke, about last night..."

"It's fine," I cut him off, not ready to have this conversation. "It happened. You know, maybe we don’t need to talk about it, right? You’re here for the weekend, it is what it is, maybe we just... leave it at that for now."

Matteo looked like he wanted to say more, but just then, Monica entered the kitchen. She was wearing my t-shirt, which barely covered her thighs.

"Good morning, boys," she said, a hint of mischief in her voice. She sauntered over to the coffee pot, brushing past both of us. I couldn't help but notice how Matteo's eyes followed her movement.

"Sleep well?" Monica asked, pouring herself a cup of coffee.

"Yeah, thanks," Matteo replied, his voice a bit rough.

An awkward silence fell over the kitchen. The events of last night hung heavy in the air between us, unspoken but impossible to ignore.

I cleared my throat. "So, uh, what's the plan for today? The storm seems to have let up a bit."

Monica leaned against the counter, sipping her coffee. "Well, we're still pretty snowed in. I thought maybe we could have a lazy day? Watch some movies, play some games?"

Her suggestion seemed innocent enough, but there was a glint in her eye that made me wonder if she had other activities in mind as well.

Matteo nodded. "Sounds good to me. If that's okay with you, Luke?"

I felt both their gazes on me, waiting for my response. Part of me wanted to suggest Matteo try to find a way home, to end this surreal situation. But another part... a part I was still coming to terms with... wanted to see where this might lead.

"Sure," I heard myself say. "A lazy day sounds perfect."

Monica's face lit up with a smile. "Great! I'll go grab some board games from the closet."

As she left the kitchen, her bare legs drawing both our gazes, Matteo turned to me.

"Luke, are you sure you're okay with... all this?" he asked quietly.

I took a deep breath, considering my answer carefully. "I'm not sure of anything right now, Matteo. But I guess we're in this together now, aren't we?"

Matteo nodded slowly. "Yeah, I guess we are."

As we stood there in the kitchen, the sound of Monica rummaging through the closet upstairs drifting down to us, I couldn't help but wonder what the rest of this snowed-in weekend would bring. One thing was certain - we had certainly crossed into the land of never the same again.


Chapter 10

As we settled in the living room for a day of games and movies, there was an undeniable tension in the air. Monica sat between Matteo and me on the couch, her bare legs tucked underneath her. I couldn't help but notice how she seemed to lean slightly towards Matteo, her shoulder brushing against his muscular arm.

We started with a board game, something lighthearted to break the ice. As we played, the conversation flowed more easily, punctuated by laughter and playful banter. But there was an undercurrent of electricity, a charged energy that crackled between the three of us.

Every time Monica reached across the board, her shirt would ride up, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of her upper thighs. I caught Matteo's eyes darting to her exposed skin more than once, and to my surprise, I felt a mixture of jealousy and arousal at his obvious appreciation of my wife.

As the day wore on, we transitioned to watching movies. Monica snuggled up between us on the couch, her body warm against mine. On her other side, I could see Matteo's hand resting casually on her knee.

Halfway through the second movie, I felt Monica's hand slide onto my thigh, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my skin. I glanced over to see her other hand doing the same to Matteo. My breath caught in my throat as I realized what she was doing.

Monica turned her head, her lips brushing against my ear. "I can't stop thinking about last night," she whispered, her voice low and hushed. "I want more."

I swallowed hard, my body responding to her words despite my conflicted emotions. I looked over at Matteo, seeing the same mix of desire and uncertainty in his eyes.

"Are you sure?" I asked Monica quietly.

She nodded, her eyes dark with lust. "I'm sure. I want both of you again."

Without another word, Monica stood up, taking both our hands and leading us upstairs to the bedroom. As we crossed the threshold, I felt a surge of adrenaline. This wasn't a drunken, heat-of-the-moment decision like last night. This was deliberate, planned.

Monica turned to face us, her eyes moving between Matteo and me. Slowly, deliberately, she pulled her shirt off over her head, revealing her naked body underneath.

"Come here," she said softly, beckoning us both forward.

As Matteo and I approached, Monica reached out, her hands sliding under our shirts. We quickly shed our clothes, our bodies coming together in a tangle of limbs and heated skin.

This time, there was less hesitation, less awkwardness. We knew what to expect, what felt good. Monica moaned as Matteo's large hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. I moved behind her, my lips trailing kisses along her neck as my hands roamed her body.

Monica turned her head, capturing my lips in a passionate kiss. I could feel her body trembling with excitement between us. When we broke apart, she turned to Matteo, kissing him deeply as her hand wrapped around his hardening length.

We made our way to the bed, Monica lying back as Matteo and I positioned ourselves on either side of her. Her eyes were dark with lust as she looked between us.

"I want to taste you both," she said.

Matteo and I exchanged a glance before moving to accommodate her request. I knelt by her head as Matteo straddled her chest. Monica took me into her mouth, her tongue swirling around my shaft as her hand stroked Matteo.

The sight of my wife pleasuring both of us simultaneously was incredibly arousing. I watched as she alternated between us, her lips wrapped around Matteo's impressive girth before returning to me.

As Monica continued her oral magic, I reached down to caress her breasts, pinching and rolling her nipples between my fingers. She moaned around Matteo's cock, the vibrations causing him to groan in pleasure.

"Fuck, that feels amazing," Matteo gasped, his hips moving slightly as Monica took him deeper.

I felt a mix of emotions watching my wife pleasure my old friend - jealousy, arousal, and a strange sense of pride at her skill and enthusiasm.

After a few minutes of this shared pleasure, Monica released us both, looking up with a mischievous smile. "I need more," she panted. "I want you both inside me again."

We rearranged ourselves on the bed, Matteo lying on his back as Monica straddled him. She sank down onto his length with a low moan, her head falling back in ecstasy. I positioned myself behind her, my hands on her hips as I slowly pushed into her tight ass.

“Wait - no,” Monica whispered, “Not like that.”

She pressed me away.


“What do you mean?” I whispered, my breath caught in my chest. Was she suggesting… 

“I want you both inside me at the same time…in my pussy,” she whispered, moaning a little as she said it while Matteo continued fucking her.

An electric shock went down my spine as my cock stiffened even harder.

“Seriously?” I asked.

A wicked smile crept across her face.

Monica nodded, her eyes dark with lust. "Yes, I want to feel you both stretching me at the same time. Please?"

I hesitated for a moment, looking at Matteo. He seemed as surprised as I was, but there was undeniable excitement in his eyes too.

"Are you sure, baby?" I asked Monica. "That's... a lot to take."

She nodded eagerly. "I'm sure. I want to try it. Please?"

Unable to resist her pleading, I positioned myself behind her again. Matteo remained still inside her as I slowly began to push in alongside him.

Monica gasped, her body tensing. "Oh god," she whimpered. "It's so much."

"Relax, baby," I soothed, stroking her back. "We've got you. Tell us if it's too much."

Inch by inch, I worked my way inside her incredibly tight, wet heat. I could feel Matteo's cock pressed against mine, the sensation unlike anything I'd ever experienced before. Monica's breath came in short pants as she adjusted to the intense stretch.

Finally, I was fully seated inside her alongside Matteo. We all stayed still for a moment, overwhelmed by the intensity of the sensation.

"Are you okay?" I asked Monica softly.

She nodded, her eyes closed in concentration. "Yes... it's... oh god, it's so good. So full."

Slowly, carefully, Matteo and I began to move. We found a rhythm, one of us pushing in as the other pulled back, constantly keeping Monica filled to the brim. Her moans grew louder, more desperate as we moved within her.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck," she said. "It's so much. But I love it. Don't stop, please don't stop!"

The pleasure was unlike anything I could describe with mere words. Monica's tight heat gripped both of us, the friction of Matteo's cock sliding against mine adding an extra layer of sensation. I could feel every twitch, every pulse of both their bodies.

As our pace increased, Monica's cries grew more frantic. Her body trembled between us, overwhelmed by the dual stimulation.

"I'm gonna cum," she gasped. "Oh god, I'm gonna cum so hard!"

Her words spurred us on, Matteo and I driving into her with renewed vigor. Monica's back arched as a powerful orgasm ripped through her, her body clamping down on us both. The sensation was too much to bear.

With a loud groan, I felt myself let go, spilling deep inside her alongside Matteo. The three of us moved together frantically, riding out our shared climax until we collapsed in a sweaty, panting heap.

As we slowly disentangled ourselves, I looked at Monica in awe. Her face was flushed, her hair a mess, but she wore a satisfied smile that I'd never seen before.

"That was...incredible," she panted. "I've never felt anything like that before."

I stroked her hair gently, still in awe of what we had just experienced. "Are you okay?" I asked softly. "We didn't hurt you, did we?"

She shook her head, a dreamy smile on her face. "No, I'm perfect. Sore, but in the best way possible."

Matteo chuckled beside her. "You're amazing, Monica. I can't believe you took both of us like that."

I felt a jolt of jealousy at his words, but it was overshadowed by the pride and love I felt for my wife. He was right after all, she truly was incredible.


Chapter 11

It was time for dinner once more, as we had all worked up quite an appetite.

As we made our way downstairs to the kitchen, there was a palpable shift in the dynamic between us. The awkwardness from earlier had dissipated, replaced by a newfound intimacy and comfort. Things had moved in a weird direction, to be sure. But for whatever reason, we all seemed to be taking it in stride as if nothing was amiss.

Monica moved between Matteo and me with ease, her touches lingering on both of us as we prepared dinner together.

"I'll make us some pasta," Monica announced, pulling ingredients from the cupboards. "Luke, can you chop some vegetables? Matteo, would you mind opening a bottle of wine?"

We fell into an easy rhythm, moving around the kitchen as if we'd been doing this for years. I couldn't help but notice the way Monica's eyes lingered on Matteo's muscular form as he reached for wine glasses, or how her hand brushed against mine a little longer than necessary as I passed her the chopped vegetables.

As we sat down to eat, the conversation flowed naturally. We shared stories from college, laughing at old memories and inside jokes. It felt surreal, sitting there with my wife and my old friend after what we'd just experienced upstairs.

"You know," Monica said, twirling pasta around her fork, "I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I'm kind of grateful for this snowstorm and our unexpected house guest . It's been... unbelievable."

Matteo chuckled, raising his wine glass. "I'll drink to that. Here's to unexpected adventures."

We clinked glasses, the sound ringing out in the cozy kitchen. As I sipped my wine, I caught Monica's eye. There was a mischievous glint there that made my heart race.

"So," she said, her voice low and sultry, "what should we do after dinner?"

The implication was clear in her tone. I felt a mixture of excitement and apprehension course through me. Were we really going to do this again?

Matteo cleared his throat, his eyes darting between Monica and me. "I'm up for anything," he said carefully. "As long as you both are comfortable with it."

I took a deep breath, considering my words carefully. "I think... I think I'm okay with whatever happens," I said finally. "As long as we're all on the same page."

Monica's face lit up with a smile. "Well then," she said, standing up from the table, "why don't we take this party back upstairs?"

As we followed Monica up to the bedroom, I couldn't help but marvel at how quickly things had changed. Just yesterday, the thought of sharing my wife with another man would have been unthinkable. Now, it felt almost natural.

In the bedroom, Monica turned to face us, her eyes dark with desire. "I want to try something new," she said, her voice husky.

I gulped. Where was this going?

“I want you to watch me with Matteo. No touching. Just sit in the corner and stroke yourself while I take his big baseball bat deep in my married pussy. I think you’ll enjoy it, Luke. Don’t you?”

I took a deep breath, feeling a complex mix of emotions wash over me at Monica's suggestion. Part of me recoiled at the idea of just watching, of being relegated to the sidelines while another man pleasured my wife. But another part, a part I was still coming to terms with, felt an undeniable thrill at the prospect.

"Are you sure that's what you want?" I asked Monica, my voice hoarse.

She nodded, her eyes dark with lust. "Yes. I want you to see how good Matteo makes me feel. I want you to watch me take him."

I looked over at Matteo, seeing a mixture of excitement and uncertainty on his face. He seemed to be waiting for my approval before proceeding.

After a moment's hesitation, I nodded. "Okay," I said softly. "If that's what you want."

Monica's face lit up with a wicked smile. She turned to Matteo, running her hands up his muscular chest. "You heard him. Show me what you can do."

I moved to the armchair in the corner of the room, my heart pounding as I watched Monica and Matteo come together. Their lips met in a passionate kiss, hands roaming over each other's bodies as they undressed.

As they fell onto the bed, I couldn't take my eyes away. Monica's moans filled the room as Matteo's large hands caressed her body, his lips trailing down her neck to kiss her breasts. I watched, mesmerized, as he took one of her nipples into his mouth, causing her to arch her back in pleasure.

"Oh god, yes," Monica gasped as Matteo's hand slid between her thighs. "That feels so good."

I felt my own arousal growing as I watched Matteo pleasure my wife. My hand moved to my cock almost of its own accord, stroking slowly as the scene unfolded before me.

When Matteo finally entered her, Monica let out a loud cry of pleasure. "Oh fuck," she moaned. "You're so fucking big."

I watched, transfixed, as Matteo began to move inside her. The sight of his impressive length sliding in and out of my wife was both arousing and humbling. Monica's legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper as her cries of ecstasy grew louder.

"Look at me, Luke," Monica panted, her eyes finding mine across the room. "Watch me take him. Watch how good he makes me feel."

Her words sent a jolt of electricity through me. I stroked myself faster, my breath coming in short gasps as I watched my wife writhe in pleasure beneath another man.

As Matteo's thrusts grew more forceful, Monica's moans turned to screams of ecstasy. "Oh god, oh god," she chanted. "I'm gonna cum. Make me cum on your big cock!"

I watched in awe as Monica's body tensed, her back arching as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. Matteo grunted, his hips slamming into her as he chased his own release.

"Fuck, I'm close," he growled. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside me," Monica gasped. "I want to feel you cum inside me."

With a loud groan, Matteo buried himself deep inside Monica, his body shuddering as he climaxed. I felt my own orgasm building, my hand moving faster on my shaft as I watched them reach their peak together.

As they collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweaty, Monica's eyes found mine again. "Come here," she said softly, beckoning me over.

On shaky legs, I approached the bed. Monica reached out, taking my still-hard cock in her hand. "Did you enjoy the show?" she asked, a mischievous glint in her eye.

I nodded, unable to form words. Monica smiled, then without warning, took me into her mouth. I gasped at the sensation, the sight of her pleasuring me while Matteo's seed leaked from her sending me over the edge almost immediately.

As I came down from my own climax, Monica pulled me onto the bed with them. We lay there in a tangle of limbs, catching our breath and processing what had just happened.

"That was... intense," I finally managed to say.

Monica nodded, a satisfied smile on her face. "It was amazing. Thank you both for indulging me."

Matteo chuckled beside us. "Trust me, the pleasure was all ours."

As we lay there in the afterglow, I found myself feeling surprisingly at peace with the situation. The jealousy and uncertainty I had felt earlier had given way to a new kind of intimacy and trust between the three of us.

With the storm weakening and just one day left until Matteo would be able to catch a flight out of here, I wondered what the rest of our time together had in store for us.


Chapter 12

The next morning, I awoke to find Monica's side of the bed empty. For a moment, panic gripped me as I wondered if she was with Matteo. But then I heard noises from downstairs - the clattering of pots and pans, and the aroma of coffee wafting up.

I made my way down to the kitchen to find Monica at the stove, wearing only my t-shirt as she cooked breakfast. Matteo sat at the island, sipping coffee and watching her with undisguised appreciation.

"Good morning," Monica said brightly as I entered. "I'm making pancakes. Want some?"

I nodded, pouring myself a cup of coffee. As I leaned against the counter, I couldn't help but notice the easy intimacy between Monica and Matteo. The way she brushed against him as she moved around the kitchen, the lingering glances they shared.

"So," Matteo said, breaking the comfortable silence. "My flight is scheduled for tomorrow afternoon, assuming everything is back on track at the airport."

I felt a strange mix of relief and disappointment at his words. Part of me was ready for things to return to normal, but another part... a part I was still coming to terms with... wasn't quite ready for this experience to end.

"Well, we should make the most of your last day here then," Monica said, a mischievous glint in her eye. "Any ideas on how we should spend it?"

The implication in her tone was clear. I looked at Matteo, seeing the same mix of excitement and uncertainty I felt reflected in his eyes.

"I'm open to suggestions," he said carefully, his gaze moving between Monica and me.

Monica set a plate of pancakes in front of each of us before settling onto a stool between us. "Well," she said, her voice low and sultry, "I was thinking we could start by finishing our breakfast... and then maybe head back upstairs for a little morning fun?"

I felt a jolt of arousal at her words, my body responding despite the lingering uncertainty in my mind. "Are you sure?" I asked softly.

Monica nodded, her hand sliding onto my thigh under the counter. "I'm sure. I want to make the most of this... unique situation we find ourselves in."

As we ate our breakfast, the sexual tension in the room was palpable. Monica's hand alternated between my thigh and Matteo's, her touches growing bolder as the meal progressed. By the time we finished eating, we were all breathing a little heavier, our bodies thrumming with anticipation.

Without a word, Monica stood and headed for the stairs, pausing to give us both a smoldering look over her shoulder. Matteo and I exchanged a glance before following her up to the bedroom.

In the room, Monica turned to face me, her eyes dark with desire. "I want you to watch again, baby. That was so hot. Can you be a good boy and get my pussy ready for his big, fat cock?”

She pressed me down on my knees between her legs and without question, I began to lap at her wet cunt.

Monica moaned softly as I began licking her pussy, her hands tangling in my hair. I could taste her arousal, feel her body responding to my touch. But I knew this was just the warm-up act.

"Mmm, that's it baby," she purred. "Get me nice and wet for Matteo's big cock."

I glanced up to see Matteo watching us intently, his impressive length already hard and straining against his boxers.

After a few minutes of my oral attention, Monica gently pushed me away. "That's enough," she said, her voice husky with desire. "I'm ready for more."

She turned to Matteo, crooking her finger at him. "Come here, big boy. Show my husband how a real man fucks."

I moved back to the chair in the corner, my heart pounding as I watched Matteo approach Monica. He pulled her into a passionate kiss, his large hands roaming over her body as she pressed against him.

They fell onto the bed together, a tangle of limbs and heated skin. Monica's moans filled the room as Matteo's lips trailed down her neck, across her collarbone, to her breasts. He took one nipple into his mouth, sucking and teasing as Monica arched her back in pleasure.

"Oh god," she gasped. "That feels so good."

I watched, mesmerized, as Matteo's hand slid between Monica's thighs. Her legs fell open, inviting him in. He stroked her slowly at first, building her arousal until she was writhing beneath him.

"Please," Monica begged. "I need you inside me."

Matteo positioned himself between her legs, the head of his impressive cock pressing against her entrance. He looked over at me, seeking permission one last time. I nodded, my own arousal growing as I prepared to watch him take my wife right in front of me for the second time.

With one smooth thrust, Matteo entered Monica. She cried out in pleasure, her legs wrapping around his waist to pull him deeper.

"Oh fuck," she moaned.

Matteo began to move, his hips driving into Monica with a steady rhythm. I couldn't tear my eyes away from the sight of his thick shaft disappearing into my wife's body again and again.

Monica looked up at me and smiled wickedly.

“Now I understand…” she said breathlessly, almost laughing.

“Understand what?” I asked.

“Why Sasha couldn’t give this up…why she couldn’t stop cheating on you…”

An electric jolt went down my spine so hard I almost passed out. An intense anger gripped me but was quickly replaced with the most intense mixture of jealous passion and lust. My cock seemed to grow several inches as it hardened even more.

Did she really just say that out loud? Monica? My Monica?

Monica's cries of pleasure grew louder and took me out of my stupor. Matteo picked up the pace. Her hands clawed at his back, urging him on. "Harder," she gasped. "Fuck me harder!"

Matteo obliged, his powerful body slamming into Monica with increasing force. The bed creaked beneath them, the headboard thumping against the wall with each thrust.

"Look at me, Luke," Monica panted, her eyes finding mine across the room. "Watch me take his big cock. Watch how good he fucks me…Sasha was so right to keep getting this dick, fuck!”

I watched, transfixed, as Matteo pounded into Monica with abandon. Her words about Sasha echoed in my mind, fueling a confusing mix of jealousy, arousal, and shame. My hand moved to my own throbbing erection almost involuntarily as I took in the scene before me.

Monica's moans grew more frantic, her body tensing as she neared her peak. "Oh god, oh god," she chanted. "I'm gonna cum. Make me cum on your big cock!"

Matteo grunted, his hips slamming into her harder. "That's it, baby," he growled. "Cum for me. Show your husband how good I make you feel."

With a loud cry, Monica's back arched off the bed as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. Her body shuddered and clenched around Matteo's shaft as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

The sight of my wife climaxing on another man's cock pushed me over the edge. I came hard, spilling over my hand as I stroked myself furiously.

Matteo wasn't far behind. With a few more powerful thrusts, he buried himself deep inside Monica with a loud groan. I watched as his body tensed, emptying himself into my wife's welcoming heat.

For a long moment, the room was filled only with the sound of heavy breathing as we all came down from our respective highs. Then Monica turned her head to look at me, a satisfied smile on her flushed face.

"Come here, baby," she said softly, beckoning me over.

On shaky legs, I approached the bed. Monica reached out, pulling me down beside her. To my surprise, she kissed me deeply, passionately.

"Thank you," she whispered against my lips. "For letting me experience this. For trusting me."

I nodded, unable to form words. As Matteo rolled off to the side, Monica snuggled between us, her body still trembling slightly from the intensity of her orgasm.

We lay there in silence for a while, each lost in our own thoughts. I couldn't help but wonder what this meant for us going forward. Had we opened a door that could never truly be closed?

As if reading my mind, Monica spoke up. "So," she said, her voice still husky from her cries of passion, "what happens now?"

I exchanged a look with Matteo over Monica's head. There was uncertainty in his eyes, but also a hint of hope.

"I don't know," I said honestly. "This has been... intense. Amazing, but intense."

Monica nodded, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest. "It has. And I don't want it to end, not completely."

I felt a jolt of surprise at her words. "What do you mean?"

She propped herself up on one elbow, looking between Matteo and me. "I mean, maybe this doesn't have to be a one-time thing," Monica said, her eyes moving between me and Matteo. "Maybe we could... explore this further."

I felt my breath catch in my throat. "Are you suggesting...?"

Monica nodded slowly. "I'm suggesting that maybe, occasionally, we could invite Matteo back for a visit. Or maybe even explore bringing others into our bedroom. If you're both open to it, of course."

I looked at Matteo, seeing a mix of surprise and intrigue on his face. "I... I'd be interested," he said cautiously.

My mind was reeling. Just a few days ago, the thought of sharing my wife would have been unthinkable. Now, here we were, considering making it a regular part of our lives.

"I don't know," I said honestly. "This has been incredible, but it's a big step. I need time to process everything."

Monica nodded, understanding in her eyes. "Of course, baby. There's no rush to decide anything. Let's just enjoy our last day together and see where things go from here."

As we lay there, tangled together in the afterglow, I couldn't help but marvel at how much had changed in just a few short days. The snowstorm that had seemed like such an inconvenience had opened up a whole new world of possibilities for us.

Whatever the future held, I knew one thing for certain - our lives would never be quite the same again. And as I looked at Monica, her face glowing with satisfaction and love, I found myself surprisingly okay with that.

"So," Matteo said, breaking the contemplative silence. "What should we do with the remainder of our last day together?"

Monica's eyes lit up with mischief. "Well," she purred, her hand trailing down my chest, "I’d love to take you both on, one last time. Maybe in the hot tub?" she arched an eyebrow.


Chapter 13

The thought of taking Monica in the hot tub with Matteo sent a thrill through my body. Despite everything we'd done over the past few days, there was still an element of excitement and taboo to it all. It would be outside, in public. Where someone could theoretically see us.

"The hot tub sounds perfect," I said, my voice excited with renewed desire.

Matteo nodded in agreement, his eyes roaming appreciatively over Monica's body. "I'm definitely up for that," he said with a grin.

We made our way downstairs and out onto the deck. The air was crisp and cold, steam rising invitingly from the hot tub. Monica slipped in first, sighing with pleasure as the warm water enveloped her. Matteo and I followed, positioning ourselves on either side of her.

As we settled into the water, Monica wasted no time. She reached out, taking both of us in hand beneath the surface. I groaned at her touch, feeling myself harden almost instantly.

"Mmm," Monica purred, stroking us both slowly. "I love feeling you both get hard for me."

She leaned over to kiss me deeply, her hand still working me under the water. Then she turned to Matteo, giving him the same treatment. The sight of my wife kissing another man no longer filled me with jealousy - instead, it made me proud and aroused.

Monica broke the kiss with Matteo, a wicked smile on her face. "I want you both," she said, her voice dripping with lust. "At the same time."

My breath caught in my throat. We'd done this before, but somehow, out here in the open, it felt even more thrilling.

Matteo and I exchanged a look, then nodded. We helped Monica position herself, straddling my lap as I sat on one of the built-in seats. She sank down onto me with a soft moan, her warmth enveloping me despite the water surrounding us.

Matteo moved behind her, his large hands gripping her hips. Slowly, carefully, he began to push into her alongside me. Monica gasped, her body tensing at the intense stretch.

"Oh fuck yes," she whimpered.

We stayed still for a moment, letting her adjust to the fullness. Then, slowly, we began to move. The water sloshed around us as we found our rhythm, one of us pushing in as the other pulled back, keeping Monica constantly filled.

Monica's cries of pleasure echoed across the snowy landscape as we pleasured her together. Her nails dug into my shoulders as she rode us both, her body trembling with the intensity of the sensations.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck," she said. "I'm gonna cum. Make me cum again, please. I love cumming on your cocks like a whore!!"

Matteo and I increased our pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. The friction of our cocks sliding against each other inside her tight heat was incredible, unlike anything I'd ever experienced before.

Monica's body tensed as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. She cried out loudly, her inner muscles clenching around both of us as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. The sensation was too much to bear.

With a loud groan, I felt myself let go, spilling deep inside her alongside Matteo. We moved together frantically, riding out our shared climax until we were all spent.

As we came down from our high, Monica slumped against my chest, panting heavily. Matteo leaned forward, resting his forehead against her shoulder. For a long moment, we stayed like that, catching our breath and basking in the afterglow.

Finally, Monica lifted her head, a satisfied smile on her face. "That was... incredible," she murmured, looking between Matteo and me. "Thank you both."

We carefully disentangled ourselves, settling back into the hot tub. The air was cold on our flushed skin, steam rising around us as we relaxed in the warm water.

As we sat there, I couldn't help but reflect on how much had changed over the past few days. What had started as an awkward, unexpected reunion had turned into something I never could have imagined.

"So," Matteo said, breaking the comfortable silence. "Thank you both for an incredible weekend. I guess…well…yeah. Thanks.”

An awkward silence hung in the air.

As we got out of the hot tub and headed back inside to help Matteo pack for his departure, I felt a mix of emotions. There was more than a hint of sadness that this intense, passionate weekend was coming to an end. But there was also excitement for what the future might hold.

But then my mind shifted back to those words Monica had uttered while Matteo was inside her…

Now I understand…

She understood alright. But did I?


Chapter 14

The following afternoon came and before we knew it, Matteo’s cab was sputtering outside in the freezing cold waiting to take him to the airport.

As Matteo zipped up his suitcase, there was a palpable tension in the air. The passionate, uninhibited weekend was coming to an end, and we all seemed unsure how to navigate this transition back to reality.

"Well," Matteo said, clearing his throat, "I guess this is it. Thank you both for your hospitality. It's been... an incredible few days."

“No problem,” I said. “Glad it worked out.”

We shared an awkward bro hug. Then he turned to Monica and hugged her, without hesitation she planted a big, wet kiss on his lips and lingered a little longer than I would have liked.

“Bye Matteo,” she whispered as she stared deeply into his eyes.

“Bye, Monica,” he said weakly.

And with that, he was out the door and down the driveway. On his way to the airport.

I closed the door and stood in the hallway as Monica bounced up the stairs to our bedroom.

“Where are you going?” I asked.

She didn’t turn around or say a word, she simply lifted a finger in the air and beckoned me to follow.

She was insatiable. I’d never seen this side of her.

Now I understand…

Her words echoed in my head as I felt my body obey her command and soon I was following her up the steps to our room to relive the excitement of what had been a tumultuous, hot, sweaty, and complex weekend.

My mind was reeling. The events of the past few days played on a loop in my head - the unexpected passion, the boundary-pushing experiences, the way Monica had come alive in ways I'd never seen before. And underneath it all, those words she'd uttered in the heat of the moment kept echoing:

Now I understand...

Monica was already undressing when I entered our bedroom, her eyes dark with desire as she looked at me. "Come here," she purred, crooking her finger at me.

I approached her slowly, still unsure how to process everything that had happened. As I reached her, Monica pulled me into a deep, passionate kiss. Her hands roamed my body, quickly divesting me of my clothes.

We fell onto the bed together, a tangle of limbs and heated skin. Monica's touch was electric, her kisses hungry and demanding. It was as if she was trying to recapture the intensity of the weekend, to hold onto that spark for just a little longer.

As we made love, I couldn't help but wonder if she was comparing me to Matteo. Was she thinking of his larger size, his stamina? The thought both aroused and unsettled me.

Afterward, as we lay tangled in the sheets, catching our breath, I knew I had to address the elephant in the room.

"Monica," I said softly, "about what you said yesterday... about understanding why Sasha couldn't give it up..."

Monica tensed slightly beside me, then propped herself up on one elbow to look at me. "I'm sorry about that," she said, her voice quiet. "I got caught up in the moment. I didn't mean to hurt you. I just thought it was…hot."

I nodded, swallowing hard. "I know. It was. But... was it true? Do you really understand now?"

Monica was quiet for a long moment, her eyes searching my face. Finally, she spoke. "I understand the allure of it," she admitted. "The excitement, the passion, the newness of it all. But Luke, what we have - what you and I share - that's so much more than just physical pleasure."

She leaned in, kissing me softly. "I love you. Nothing could ever change that. What happened this weekend was incredible, but it doesn't diminish what we have together."

I felt a weight lift from my chest at her words. "I love you too," I said, pulling her close. "And I'm glad we got to experience this together."

As we lay there, holding each other, I realized that our relationship had shifted. We'd crossed boundaries I never thought we would, explored desires we'd never acknowledged before. And while part of me was still processing it all, another part felt excited for what the future might hold.

"So," I said after a while, "what happens now? Do we... explore this further?"

Monica looked up at me, a mix of hope and uncertainty in her eyes. "Do you want to?"

I considered the question carefully. The weekend had awakened something in both of us - a passion and excitement I hadn't felt in years. But it had also brought up complex emotions and insecurities.

"I think... I might be open to exploring more," I said slowly. "But we'd need to set clear boundaries. And communicate openly about everything."

Monica nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. "I'd like that," she said softly. "Maybe we could start slow? Perhaps just fantasizing together about bringing others into our bed, or watching some porn together?"

The thought sent a thrill through me. "That sounds good," I agreed. "We can take it step by step, see how we both feel."

Monica snuggled closer to me, her hand tracing patterns on my chest. "Thank you," she murmured. "For being so open-minded. For trusting me."

I kissed the top of her head, holding her close. As we lay there, I couldn't help but marvel at how much had changed in just a few short days. The snowstorm that had seemed like such an inconvenience had opened up a whole new world of possibilities for us.

Whatever the future held, I knew one thing for certain - our relationship would never be quite the same again. And as I looked at Monica, her face glowing with love and contentment, I found myself excited for what lay ahead.

"So," I said, a mischievous glint in my eye, "want to watch some porn together?"

Monica laughed, her eyes sparkling with desire. "Absolutely," she purred. "Let's see what kind of trouble we can get into next."

As we reached for the laptop, ready to embark on this new chapter of our relationship, I felt a surge of love and gratitude for my wife. We'd weathered this unexpected storm together, and come out stronger on the other side. Whatever challenges or adventures lay ahead, I knew we'd face them as a team.

The future was wide open, full of exciting possibilities. And I couldn't wait to explore it all with Monica by my side.

THE END


BONUS: Mediterranean Melody: 
A Hotwife Vacation Romance
(buy now)

*

I USED TO THINK FATE was just some silly fantasy. Now, I know that’s just not true. How else do you explain what happened to me? To us?

I can’t think of any other good reason and I’ve certainly tried.

We were young when we got married. A fresh twenty-three.

Neither one of us was what you would call worldly or cultured or open-minded. We both came from very conservative, religious backgrounds.

Nothing too crazy, it’s not like we were in one of those wacky cults or anything, but when it came to sex and the more intimate side of things, well let’s just say, we both still had some hangups and insecurities when it came to that kind of stuff.

It’s funny to think about when I look back now, knowing where we’ve ended up and how much we’ve changed.

Suffice to say, it didn’t take very long for Melody and I to move past all those hangups and leave those versions of ourselves behind.

Not to say it was easy though. Far from it.

But it all happened in our third year of marriage. We were only twenty-six and decided to take a big trip to celebrate our anniversary. It was our first time leaving the country. Ever.

Neither one of us had been outside the continental United States. In fact, we’d hardly ever left the bible belt. Maybe the odd trip to California or New York for a youth conference once or twice. But aside from that, home was more or less all we knew.

Our first stop was in France, then in some order or another, we were to find ourselves in Monaco, Ibiza, Italy, Greece, Malta…perhaps Albania and then…who knew?

You might expect me to say it was a culture shock finding ourselves galavanting about the Mediterranean in the French Riviera, but to tell you the truth, it came naturally to us…once we adjusted. It didn’t frighten us like you might think.

It woke us up.

This is what we’d been missing?

It was exciting and fresh and new and sexy.

I don’t know if it was something in the air, or the food, or the water, or just being around so many beautiful people. But we just felt charged with this energy…almost immediately upon arrival, something was different about us. It was small at first, almost imperceptible, but it quickly grew into something much, much larger.

Our first stop was in the French Riviera near the town of La Seyne-sur-Mer. We’d rented a spacious villa, nestled in the cliffs, overlooking the Med as we’d almost immediately taken to calling it.

It was beautiful. But you already knew that.

As soon as we put our bags down and shut the door behind us, I rushed to the bedroom to get changed, pulling Melody and one of our luggage trunks along behind me.

Once in the room, I rummaged through our bag. I pulled out my swim trunks and a skimpy, orange-brown bikini I’d bought for her to wear on the trip (in fact, I’d bought nearly a dozen sexy swimsuits for her to try on throughout our trip, but this was the one I was perhaps most excited about).

Melody turned and looked down upon the bed. White linen sheets and more pillows than we could ever need dotted the surface.

Her auburn hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She was wearing a white, v-neck t-shirt and high-waisted denim jeans. She looked at the bikini laid out on the bed with more than a little trepidation.

“Come on,” I said, trying not to make her feel any pressure. To my surprise, she quickly relented and picked it up off the bed and made for the bathroom to change.

Quicker than I’d thought. That should have been my first sign that something was just…different.

She was still not quite there in terms of letting me see her stark naked like that though and so that’s why she ran off to the bathroom to change. During sex? Sure. But otherwise? She was quick to cover up and turn away or make for another room to hide.

Like I said, hangups. You know?

After a few minutes, she emerged from the bathroom wearing the bathing suit. Her hair was down now, falling just past her shoulders, the luscious curls shimmering in the afternoon sunlight that cut through the windows of our room.

“Hey,” she said with a delicious smile.

“Hey,” I said back.

It was all I could think to get out. I think I may have even been drooling.

Her natural, C-cup breasts were nearly bursting out. The thin strips of fabric that made up the bottom ran seductively along her hip creases and around her back.

I’d never seen her wear something like that before. Nothing even close. She didn’t own anything even approaching this sexy two-piece.

“You like?” she asked, spinning around to give me a full, three-hundred-and-sixty degree view.

She was tight and toned.

Trim where it mattered and thick where it counted.

“Of course,” I said with a grin. “But more importantly, do you?”

Before she could answer me, she caught a glimpse of herself in a hallway mirror and frowned. She clicked her tongue and sighed, tilting her head toward her right shoulder.

“I don’t know, yes. But..I mean…it’s a little revealing, no?”

“Melody. We talked about this, remember? We’re not part of that world any more. It’s time to leave all that stuff behind. They stunted us, held us back. Think of all that we missed out on…”

This had been a common theme for us over those first few years of marriage together. Leaving The Church and all its baggage behind was a constant effort. One that I’d undertaken with great enthusiasm.

We’d been coming along, but Melody…well, let’s just say The Church does an extra good job when it comes to young women. There was a bit more to work through - a bit more baggage to unpack - for her as opposed to myself.

“I know, I know,” she said, relenting.

But then she pulled a white cover up out of the bag and quickly pulled it over herself, hiding the sexy two-piece and all her curves behind a thin veil of linen.

“Ready to go to the beach?”

Somewhat deflated, but still undeterred, I sighed and said, “absolutely.”


*

IT WAS A SHORT WALK down the cliffside to a public beach below. Melody carried a bag with our towels and a chilled bottle of bubbly and some glasses. We’d made sandwiches and wrapped them in tin foil.

Our plan was to relax and enjoy the afternoon on the beach before a nice, late dinner at one of the area’s premier restaurants.

But as is so often the case, the best laid plans often go awry. As the saying goes.

It was a Saturday and the beach was crowded. It was also something else. Something we hadn’t considered was even possible. Something that, at first, caught us both off guard but eventually enthralled and excited us.

The beach that our spacious villa overlooked was one of the area’s many, as we would come to find out, clothing-optional beaches. A polite and PG term for what it really was: a nude beach.

“Oh my god,” I heard Melody say with a gasp.

I still hadn’t picked up on exactly what was going on. My eyes had been mesmerized by the crystal-clear azure waves lapping at the white sand just a hundred or so feet away from where we stood.

“What?” I said, wheeling around nervously, worried that something was wrong.

She began to laugh nervously as she appeared to be trying and failing not to look at…something.

“I just saw a weiner.”

I shook my head in confusion.

“I’m sorry, what?”

“A weiner. I just saw one.”

I scrunched up my face, still not understanding. I must have been hearing her wrong.

“Wait, a weiner?”

She rolled her eyes and crossed her arms, growing frustrated with my slow uptake.

“Yes, Paul. A weiner. A dick. A cock. A dong. A penis. Whatever you want to call it!”

She was practically screaming it for the whole beach to hear.

“Shh,” I said, placing a calming hand on her shoulder and for some reason, looking around to identify the source of her outburst.

This might sound weird, but I don’t care. Hearing Melody yell those words, dick, cock, dong, penis, etc? Well, it turned me on.

She never, and I mean never, referred to the male genitalia as anything other than weiner in all the years I knew her. Perhaps the unsexiest option she could have gone with and I suppose, probably subconsciously, that was the entire point.

But there she was, suddenly yelling it for the whole beach to hear.

Before I could locate the source, she began shouting again.

“Oh my gosh, there’s another! And another! They’re everywhere.”

“Shhhh!” I said once more, but with more force. While it felt like all eyes were upon us, in truth, no one seemed to care one bit. If they could hear Melody shrieking about all the wieners that surrounded us, well, they were choosing to ignore it and go on with their lives.

Then suddenly I saw it. Or more accurately, them. All of them. Wieners, boobs, and the like. The beach was nearly half-full with half-clothed or totally naked people, just lounging around as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening.

Because nothing out of the ordinary was happening. At least not to them. They were French. They lived here. They worked here. They played here. This was old hat to them. Nothing to bat an eye at.

But us? A couple twenty-something, reformed Christians from the bible belt who’d barely ever left home? Well, it was something to bat an eye at. Several times over in fact.

Melody suddenly burst into uncontrollable laughter, snorting and giggling as she threw a hand up to cover her mouth.

“Should we find another beach?” I offered.

She waved me off and finally regained her composure.

“No, no. This is fine,” she said, looking around, “when in France I guess.”

For some reason I hadn’t expected that response and perhaps it was the shock of the surprise I felt surging through my body but I was suddenly half-hard, standing there, staring at her in her white cover up, knowing what lay beneath.

Melody dropped the bag to the sand and took out our towels and laid them on the sand. I helped her smooth them out and placed my flip flops on two corners and hers on the others to protect it from the wind.

We sat down and took out our glasses and the bottle of bubbly. I uncorked it rather unceremoniously and poured us two healthy glasses.

We said cheers and took long pulls.

“Ahh,” we each said, sharing a loving smile before we each turned to stare out at the ocean.

There was nothing like kicking off your vacation with a nice, cold drink.

And truly, our vacation - our adventure - had only just begun.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” I said.

Melody took a deep inhale, and then exhaled sharply.

“It sure is,” she said breathlessly.

I glanced sideways at Melody and could’ve sworn she wasn’t looking where I was looking anymore. As I adjusted myself to face her, I saw she most certainly wasn’t.

She was staring at a dark-skinned man walking along the water towards us. He was completely naked save for some aviator shades covering his eyes. His ebony torso glistened in the sun as his chiseled and rippled body effortlessly glided along the wet sand. His big, black cock swung confidently between his legs.

In that moment as I watched her watching him, I found my half-hard erection returning and then growing fuller until I thought I might burst.


*

I CLEARED MY THROAT. After thirty or so seconds of watching her stare, I’d simply had enough (although the strange erection in my shorts might have suggested otherwise).

She turned toward me and her face turned bright red.

“What?” she asked, trying to play it off.

“What do you mean what? What are you staring at?”

“What do you think I’m staring at?!” she asked, raising her voice. It was a smart move. She was making me be the one to say it out loud. It certainly wouldn’t be her. And unless I was willing to blurt it out and make the accusation, well, in some strange way, she was innocent, wasn’t she?

Funny how that works.

“I think you know…” I said.

She sat forward on her towel, seemingly ignoring my statement altogether.

“Wait a minute…” she leaned even further forward to where I thought she might tip right over and land face first in the sand.

Her face scrunched up like she was searching for something in her mind or trying to solve some ridiculously hard math problem. With Melody, you never did know exactly what it was, but she had this face she always made when she was thinking hard and she was making it right now as she continued to stare, unblinkingly, at the hunk of a man strutting down the beach with his giant, dark cock swinging victoriously between his legs.

“What is it?” I asked nervously.

She took off her sunglasses and squinted to get a better look.

“Oh, seriously?” I said, throwing my hands up in the air. “You really had me going -”

She held up her hand and waved it in my face and started shushing me.

“No, no, shhh - I think I know him. I think,” she suddenly gasped and covered her mouth. Her face went flush as she looked around as if there was someone else there who might be able to confirm her suspicions.

“Really?” I asked, more than a little bit skeptical. We’d both gone to Catholic school and lived pretty sheltered lives. So forgive me, but I just found it hard to believe she knew the naked black guy waltzing down the beach in French Riveria just outside the town of La Seyne-sur-Mer.

“Yes, really. Oh my god. I do know him. That’s Guillaume. I’m sure of it!”

“I’m sorry, who…what?”

“Guillaume,” she repeated. “Guillaume…oh, what was his last name? Doesn’t matter. Anyway, he was an exchange student at my high school for a semester.”

She looked at me and I stared back. She could tell I wasn’t buying it.

“I swear to god, that’s him…I’m sure of it.”

“How can you be so sure?”

She looked back at him with longing, hungry eyes, as he pulled even with where we were sitting.

“I just am,” she said, breathlessly.

“Well,” I said, “why don’t we call him over then? Hey! Hey, there! Gui –”

She reached up and forcefully clasped a hand over my mouth.

“Shhh, what are you crazy?” Her nostrils flared as she looked at me with wild eyes.

I smiled back smugly.

“Hah, knew it,” I said and folded my arms. “You’re not sure.”

She sighed and rolled her eyes.

“Oh, I’m sure.”

“Really? Then why don’t you want me to get his attention?”

She clicked her tongue and bit her bottom lip and looked away for a moment as if I was just the stupidest creature the Almighty Father had ever created.

“Seriously, Paul? Why do you think? Did you consider that if you got his attention and he came over here that he’d be completely and totally naked, standing right in front of us with his weiner out, flapping in the breeze?”

I had not, in fact, stopped to consider that. But I didn’t dare say that out loud.

“And then what, Paul? ‘Oh hi, Guillaume, remember me? This is my husband, Paul? How have you been for the last eight years? Walking naked down the beach and getting a little sun are we? Do you come here often?”

What an idiot I was.

“Sorry,” I muttered. “You’re right.”

We both returned to our bubbly and the view and Melody scoffed.

“Besides, I was so blah in high school I’m sure Guillaume wouldn’t even remember me…”

END OF SAMPLE

(BUY NOW)


BONUS: Heartbreak Cove

Chapter 1 
(Noah)

Our big trip was in big danger of being canceled.

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 canceled.

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 when we 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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Prologue

It was just one of those sweet, summer nights, you know? Not too hot or humid, but just right. Nothing to do but everything and plenty of time and freedom to do it. Endless possibility and enchantment seemed to stretch on past the stars and into infinity.

We were only twenty-five, but we’d already been married three years. We started early. At least, compared to most people our age. We both came from strict, religious backgrounds and had met at university in Washington D.C.

We’d both chosen to attend a small, private religious college over the big, raucous party schools many of our friends from high school had gone off to.

I do believe in love at first sight and the first time I laid eyes on Alice Carrington, I was finished. I fell head over heels for her and spent every second I wasn’t in class or studying, trying to court her. I followed her short, blonde curls around campus like a lost puppy dog. Her icy blue eyes and fair, freckled skin frequented my dreams and on more than one occasion, I had to wake up and take a cold shower to keep myself from giving in to such lewd temptations. We would have to marry before there was any of that.

She was a preacher’s daughter and came from a family much more devout and pious than mine ever was. We went to church and obeyed the laws of God best we could, sure, but we weren’t the strictest in our congregation, not by a long shot.

Alice and I started dating in junior year and after we graduated, and after a long, serious talk with her father more importantly, I asked for her hand and she’d said yes. I was the happiest man in the whole wide world.

We were engaged for a year before our nuptials. We had a traditional wedding in a church, before God, and celebrated with our friends and family. Our honeymoon was the first time we’d gone further than holding hands and kissing. It was awkward at first and Alice was very shy about it. It was always with the lights off and under the covers. In our first three years of marriage I’d venture I only saw her naked three times and even then, only quick glimpses as she always rushed to cover up lest I get too good of a look.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t mind. I did want her to be more comfortable around me, more open with her sexuality now that we were married. But I just figured it would take some time. Given our upbringings, it was more than understandable. I guess I’d just hoped when we finally said ‘I do,’ things would accelerate. And they really hadn’t.

Of course, the sex was good for me. Great really. But, I’m the guy. It doesn’t take too much for me to enjoy myself. As for Alice? Well, I don’t think she was finding it very pleasurable. Something needed to change and on that one sweet summer night, it did.


One

“I shouldn’t have worn this,” Alice said, checking her reflection in the mirror as I clicked my right blinker on and turned into the neighborhood.

“What do you mean? It’s a pool party. I think what you have on is more than appropriate.”

She looked over and frowned at me.

“You know what I mean, Joey. This two piece you got me, it’s a little…slutty, don’t you think?”

She was wearing a t-shirt and jean shorts over a black, two-piece bikini I’d purchased for her birthday and I was so damn excited to see her in it.

If by slutty she meant revealing then yes, yes I did think that and that was the entire point. I was getting tired of her hiding her body from me and I was hell bent on curtailing it, just a little bit. She had nothing to hide and nothing at all to be ashamed about.

I understood we both had conservative upbringings and there were bound to be some hang ups around sex because of it, but we were married now, and after three years of tough-sledding, I was intent on using this pool party as a way to loosen Alice up and bring her out of her shell - or at least, start to.

“I think it’s very tasteful and frankly, standard. It’s the style.”

“One-pieces are in style too now, you know,” she said in protest, folding her arms beneath her breasts. Her short blonde curls stopped just before her shoulders and she really turned me on when she wore a little pout like this. It was so cute and sexy, it drove me wild.

I reached over and put a hand on her knee. She flinched at first, but then relaxed. See what I mean about hangups?

“I know, honey. But…” I took a deep breath, “you know how sexy I think your body is and I just wish you’d show it off a little more. That’s all. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

She smiled for a brief moment at the compliment, but then those old hangups got in the way again as it quickly faded.

“I really wish you wouldn’t talk like that, I’m your wife…not some cheap slut,” she said and turned to look out the window.

If she only knew.

The way we were raised, slut was a bad thing. But for me, secretly, it always made my cock ache to know a girl was a slut. Of course, that always left me feeling conflicted too and so I knew all too well how she was feeling. But secretly, deep down, when I dared to admit it to myself. I wanted Alice to be a slut. My slut. I just had no idea how to go about telling her or making it happen. Luckily, it wouldn’t be too long before it all worked out and frankly, it was all much easier than I thought it would be.

We were in an upscale neighborhood in the suburbs. One of my friends from childhood, Scotty, who went to the local public school and did not have nearly the same upbringing as we did, lived there with his parents and they were out of town for the week. Open house. Big pool. Plenty of room. It would have been the dream in high school, but now that we were all much more mature twenty-five year olds, a raucous party was not in the cards.

It was to be a small gathering. Maybe ten people, at most. It would be chill and fun and everyone could spend the night so there would be no worries about drinking and driving. It would be the perfect environment to maybe, after three long years, coax Alice out of that hardened shell and maybe get her to live a little, maybe even shed her skin entirely. A guy could dream.

I was excited for Alice to hang with Scotty and his friends. She’d met them before, but never really got to know them. I think it was good for her - for us, really - to spend time outside our conservative bubble and get to know other ways of life. Alice didn’t necessarily agree but she was willing to try and so I had to give her a lot of credit for that. Many people in our social circle wouldn’t even dream of it. So, her openness gave me hope.

“So tell me again who all is going to be here,” Alice said as we pulled into the driveway and I put the car in park.

“Uhh, well, there’s Scotty,” I said.

“Right, Scotty, I’ve met him before. He’s the black guy you played basketball with, right?”

I nodded. I thought I saw her face light up a little, but I couldn’t be sure. It was quick, almost imperceptible.

“Yep, that’s him.”

A thought occurred to me then, but I pushed it aside almost as quickly as it appeared.

Scotty was the best basketball player in town when we were growing up. He dominated in high school and even set some state records before going on to play at a mid-tier, division one school in the midwest and started all four years at point guard. Sadly, he was not quite professional material, but he had a great run.

“Who else?”

“Pete and his girlfriend Tara. I think you met Pete before, but not Tara.”

“Oh yeah, I remember him, Italian guy, right?”

“Yep, Pete DeCarlo, that’s the one. And you’ll like Tara, she’s nice.”

“Anyone else I might know?”

I unbuckled my seat belt and sighed.

“Why don’t we just go find out?”

I smiled at her and Alice tried to smile back at me. I could tell she was trying her hardest. I put my hand on hers and leaned in to kiss her cheek.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too, Joey,” she said.

We got out of the car, grabbed our bags, our towels, and the case of beer I’d brought and made our way toward the backyard pool.

End of Sample
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	The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books): 


These wives only travel for pleasure and their husbands love to watch them play. The SHARED On Vacation series, by F. Rey Noel features the steamiest Hotwife fantasy romance tales set in tropical and exotic locations all over the world.
 

	Lana’s List - The Making of a Hotwife Series (Books 1-3): 


Can a marriage survive an unsuspecting husband finding a list of his wife's deepest, darkest fantasies and realizing they don't involve him? Can it somehow not only survive but...thrive? 

David and Lana will have to answer this very question after David finds a specific and emphatic list while cleaning the house one morning after his wife's book club that states, in no uncertain terms, one BIG fantasy that Lana can't seem to get out of her head.

And what makes David sick to his stomach is that he knows for sure he can't be the one to fulfill it. But when he confronts her about it, he's surprised at just how much this fantasy of her's turns both of them on as he finds himself inexplicably willing to entertain the idea of actually making it happen for her.

Just how far are they willing to take things and will they get burnt by this scorching, debaucherous fantasy of Lana's? Sometimes fantasies should stay just that and other times they need to be allowed to come to fruition. David and Lana are walking a fine line. Will it make their marriage stronger or end it in one fell swoop?
 

	Demi’s Dark Thoughts: An Interracial, Cheating Wife Story: 


Demi has had it with her husband. He's never home and hardly notices her. She has unmet needs and a score to settle.

She wants to teach him a lesson and the hot, single guy next door has just the kind of package she's looking for. Her dark desires have been fantasies for far too long. It's time to make them a reality and show her loser husband how a real man takes care of a woman like her.

Told from the wife’s POV.

	A Curious Little Hotwife: A Short, Wife-Sharing Story: 


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

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

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.

	Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance: 


It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.

When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies.

Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week?


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.

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!

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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