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Coming Clean: An Interracial Hotwife Novella: We need to talk. Those four words bring Mark's world crashing down around him when his wife Blair finally comes clean to him about a massive indiscretion on a recent business trip.

Mark finds himself even more confused and upset when Blair shows no signs of remorse, only pity for him. And what she proposes they do next to fix things between is wilder than anything Mark could have ever imagined.

But despite his intellectual reservations, Mark finds himself curious and intrigued as his baser instincts take over and call the shots.

Will Mark be able to handle watching Blair fulfill her deep, dark desires right in front of him? Or will reality be too much for him to handle?

Hidden Desire - Hannah’s Hotwife Awakening (2-Book Series): Something is off. Oscar can feel it. His wife, Hannah isn't the same and neither is their marriage. She's hiding something, but he can't quite figure out what it is.

When Hannah finally comes clean, will Oscar be able to hand the truth? Is he willing to go along for the ride to save his marriage and keep his wife satisfied?

One Sweet Summer Night: A Hotwife Romance: A shy, conservative couple tries to shake their religious upbringing and the sexual hangups that go along with it.

Joey and Alice have been married three years and have a great marriage. The only thing missing? Passion in the bedroom.

Luckily, one night at a friend's pool party, a tall, dark, and handsome stud gets Alice riled up enough to push the boundaries and explore her wild side. It's everything Joey dreamed it could be and more...but can he handle the heat?

She Wants It Darker: A Hotwife Fantasy Romance: Will a snooping wife's dark discovery about her husband's internet habits be the nail in the coffin for their faltering marriage...or will it be just the kind of spark it needs to reignite their flame? Kendra is fed up with her husband's apathy and evasiveness as their marriage falls apart. As her fears mount, she begins to suspect he's having an affair.

But when she goes looking for evidence of it and finally manages to break into his computer, she's shocked by what she finds. She's even more shocked at how much she likes it.

Will Kendra keep this dirty little secret to herself, or will she tell her husband she's more than willing to give it a try?

Heartbreak Cove: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: Amy and Noah Harrington are all set to take the trip of a lifetime to a super exclusive lifestyle resort on a private island in the middle of the Caribbean with their friends, Claire and Liam. When Noah finds out that their friends have to cancel last minute due to a family emergency, he worries that Amy will get cold feet and back out.

After all the work Noah put into convincing his wife to give this trip a try, he doesn't want to give up his dream now. So, he decides to lie - or rather, not fill her in on the new development. When Amy finds out about his deception, it's too late and they're already en route but she's livid and dying to settle the score once they arrive.

Does Noah's lie of omission come back to haunt him?

Sometimes fantasies should just stay fantasies and the saying, be careful what you wish for is wise advice.

Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: William and Annabelle have escaped the dreadful New England winter (and their annoying families) to spend the holiday season in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, luxury resort on the Caribbean. Their Christmas getaway proves to be just what their marriage needed as they reconnect and rekindle their love in paradise.

But Annabelle has discovered a secret about Will that she's just dying to tell him about. She knows about Will's deepest, darkest fantasies and is surprised to find herself totally game to try them out.

When a tall, dark, and handsome man makes an impression on them at dinner one night and then the following day on the beach, Will and Annabelle find themselves faced with a tough choice. Do they answer the call and put their relationship to the test or do they play it safe and risk regretting it for the rest of their lives?


1: Shattered Illusions

Illusions are made for shattering. The more elaborate they are, the harder they break. And they leave a trail of busted and twisted stuff in their wake. And it hurts. Sure, it hurts. There is no doubt about that.

Some people never recover. But the ones that do seem to have a knack for picking up the pieces and making something new from the beautifully broken things that remain thereafter. Something stronger, unbreakable, eternal.

I guess you could say that’s what happened to us.

Things were awful. There’s really no other way to slice it. And it’s something you hate to admit about your own marriage.

When it’s someone else? Sure, okay. Then it’s easy to sit back and say, “oh those two over there, they have an awful marriage”.

But when it's you? There’s a tendency for sugar-coating and outright denial. Haley and I were well practiced in both.

It was a strong illusion. And of course, when it broke, it broke hard.

Thankfully, we had the sense to make something beautiful ourselves. Something as unbreakable and eternal as our love for each other.

And that’s what saved us.

Before this all happened, we were in the mother of all ruts. Always two ships passing in the night. I was working too hard, too often, and for too little pay and Haley was at home, raising our boys.

I knew she loved me - loved us - but I could feel it happening. She was pulling away. That romance and that passion that we used to have was a barely flickering flame in a strong wind. It seemed like any second it would go out and it might be damned near impossible to get the thing going ever again.

But eventually, by sheer luck or perhaps divine providence, I finally woke the hell up and decided to do something about it.

What I eventually did isn’t what saved us though. Not exactly. What I did merely created the opportunity to save us. There was still another giant leap lying just over the horizon. One that we would have to make together.

The fall would destroy us, sure. We both knew that on some level. But if we cleared it? There would be no stopping us.

What I decided to do was simple really. What’s that they say? You should never stop dating your spouse? Well, that’s what I did.

I went to Haley, after I planned the whole weekend out and got a sitter for the kids, and I said, “Pack your things, baby. I’m taking you away for the weekend. Just you and me.”

She smiled, that barely flickering flame intensifying a little just then, and she said, “Okay, Mike. That sounds great. I would love that.”

So, we packed our things and drove into the city where we’d be staying at a posh, new luxury hotel in the downtown area that cost more than a pretty penny, but I was desperate and decided to spare no expense.

What happened after that was something neither she nor I was prepared for in the slightest. But that’s what made it all so damned exciting.


2: Drastic Measures

The city was an organism teeming with blaring horns, bustling with people, crowded sidewalks, bright lights, steam rising from sewer vents, the smells of food and trash and all of it. And almost immediately, it seemed to breathe some of its life into us.

“I love being in the city, it makes me feel...alive,” Haley said as we walked the ten blocks from the train station to our hotel.

“Me too,” I said, drinking it all it all, feeling invigorated and relaxed. My inhibitions were lowering and I could tell, so were Haley’s.

Our room wasn’t quite yet ready upon our arrival and so we left our bags with the person at the front desk and went to the bar in the lobby to have a drink and kill some time.

The conversation was sparse but not bare. And that was at least a start. We were each probing, feeling the other one out. Searching for any glimpse of the old person we each used to know, hoping that they were in there, somewhere behind those tired eyes waiting to be brought back to the fore.

After a couple of martinis we were informed that our room was ready and so we went upstairs to put our things in our room and freshen up a little bit.

We did this mostly in silence with the occasional wisecrack or joke thrown in for good measure. A smattering of laughter here, a peck on the cheek there. Things were going ok. Not bad, but not good either.

But it was a start.

After we’d showered and shared a glass of wine in the room together, it was very nearly time for dinner.

We finished getting ready and left the room, shutting off the light.

I remember glancing at the bed just before I hit the switch and wondered if we’d be putting it to any kind of good use later on. Of course, we’d sleep eventually, but that’s not what I was thinking about.

As I would later learn, we would be putting it to very good use. But what I wasn’t at all prepared for, was the catalyst that would get us there.

It was a strange happening indeed.


3: An Old Friend

HALEY LOOKED more beautiful than I’d ever seen her before. More beautiful even than on our wedding day. And I remembered quite vividly thinking that she was the most gorgeous woman I’d ever laid eyes on that sunny afternoon at an old winery in southwestern Virginia.

The restaurant was dark. But it did nothing to hide her radiance. There were tasteful faux-candles atop each table and the light spilling out from the open kitchen at the center provided enough illumination for us to just barely read our menus.

It was a hip, trendy spot. The chef had been on several reality TV cooking shows, won several major awards, and was now the hottest name in the culinary world. What that name was, I’ve since forgotten. I only remember that the restaurant was called Hearth & Pine and the food was actually quite excellent.

But what I remember most about that night isn’t the food. It was Haley peering over my shoulder as we were glancing over the menus and suddenly going white as a ghost.

She let out an audible gasp and covered her mouth.

“Oh my god,” she said, nearly out of breath.

Her blonde curls hit just above her shoulders and the strapless black dress she’d worn fit her tight body like a glove.

Her eyes went wide with something that resembled fear.

“What? What is it?” I asked and began to turn around in the direction in which she was staring.

“No wait,” she hissed and grabbed my arm, stopping me mid-turn.

I froze.

“What the hell, Haley? What’s going on?”

She took a deep breath.

“I think I see Sophie. In a booth over toward the back.”

I searched my mind for the name Sophie. Hmm. Sophie. Why did that name sound familiar?

Ahhh that’s it…her old college roommate.

“Sophie? Your roommate from college, Sophie?” I asked.

She nodded and leaned to the side to get a better look past my shoulder.

“Alright, now,” she said and waved frantically at me with her hands. “Now you can look.”

I took a quick glance over my shoulder.

Yep. There she was. Sitting alone in a back booth. It had probably been six or seven years since we’d last seen her but she looked about the same. She looked good actually. Like she was glowing. Healthy. Vibrant. As I recall she was married to some guy….but what was his name?

“I wonder if she’s here with Rob,” Haley said as if she’d read my mind.

“Ahh, Rob. That’s her husband’s name. Right on the tip of my tongue.”

Haley looked away from Sophie and back at me.

“Why are you so…nervous? You look like you’ve just seen a ghost,” I said.

“No it’s nothing, it’s just…you know how I get. I feel guilty falling out of touch with people. She texts me dozens of times and I just never…”

“Answered?”

“Yeah,” she said sheepishly.

Then she let out the mother of all gasps. This time she covered her mouth with two hands.

“Holy shit, who is that?”

I started to turn around and once again she grabbed me by the arm.

“Wait, don’t look. I think she’s looking this way. Shit. Shit. Shit.” Haley averted her gaze and studied the menu intently hoping and willing that Sophie hadn’t seen us.

After a few moments she took a quick glance up. She nodded at me, the coast was clear.

I finally turned around and looked at the booth where Sophie was seated. There, sat right next to her on the same side of the booth was a ruggedly handsome black man in a light-blue oxford shirt. He had his arm around her neck and was holding her hand.

A strange jolt went down my spine.

“Who’s that?” I asked stupidly.

“Shhh,” Haley said, placing an index finger over her lips. “I don’t know but it sure as hell isn’t Rob.”

I chuckled.

“Yes, as I recall Rob was…uhm, not…”

“Black?” Haley offered, finishing my thought.

I shrugged.

“Who knows. Maybe they got divorced? Maybe if you answered a text or two you’d know,” I said playfully.

Despite the strange jolt I’d gotten from seeing Sophie in a booth with a man who wasn’t her husband I wasn’t too preoccupied with the situation and was ready to change the subject. I looked back down at my menu.

Haley clicked her tongue and folded her arms.

“Well, I may not answer texts but I do follow her on social media. She’s definitely not divorced. At least not as of like, yesterday. She posted a photo of her and Rob at some charity gala or something.”

I perused the menu and was decidedly nonplussed by this news. I shrugged again.

“Maybe they’re just friends?”

“Does that look like just friends to you?”

This time, I paused for Haley to give me the greenlight to turn around.

“Oh, you can go ahead. They’re not paying attention to anything anymore except…”

I turned around and they were making out. Full on, open-mouth. I quickly turned back to face Haley.

“Okay. Definitely not friends.”

I looked back at Haley and shrugged again. I had no idea where to take the conversation or what else to say.

It appeared, if what she was saying was true, that her old roommate from college was “stepping out” on her husband Rob with a very muscular and masculine black man and she was doing it in a very public way.

Sure, we were out of the suburbs and in the big city, but still. Anyone who had eyes could see and they were certainly putting on a show.

Haley’s eyes were transfixed on them as they made out. I watched them narrow in and focus sharply on the scene.

It was an odd look, one that I couldn’t quite place but I knew it from somewhere.

I thought about Rob.

Oh, poor Rob.

I didn’t really know the guy but still, I felt as if I should feel sorry for the man. I mean that’s how one should feel in situations such as that, right?

I thought so. I began to think of how I’d feel if it was Haley sitting there instead of Sophie. In a booth with a handsome, dark-skinned man with his arm around her, holding her hand and making out…making out in public.

Suddenly I felt like I was having double vision and that I was maybe having trouble breathing.

But I wasn’t angry.

No. That wasn’t it.

Jealous? No.

Heart attack?

Maybe. But no. That wasn’t it either.

Then I felt it.

My cock started to move as it filled with blood. It wasn’t a rush of it, no this was a slow burn. Almost like my body was trying to sneak one by on me.

Thank god for the cover of the booth though, I’ll tell ya that.

For some reason, I pushed my thoughts further and kept picturing the same scene.

Haley’s blonde curls swayed in motion with her red lips as she took a bite of forbidden fruit.

And there was that strange jolt again. That strange feeling I had when I first saw Sophie and her new…lover?

Finally, I snapped out of my daze as the menu came back into focus. I looked up at Haley and she was still staring.

That’s when it hit me.

Jealousy.

Not from me. But from her.

It was faint. But it was there. I could see it on her face now. She was watching Sophie make out with this man and she was jealous.

My insides twisted up as I realized that maybe Haley was imagining the same thing I was imaging. Herself in Sophie’s place.

Me at home or somewhere else, completely ignorant to the fact that she was stepping out on me with another guy.

That was when I expected the rage and anger to hit full force. But it didn’t.

Instead, it thrilled me.

My cock hardened to steel under the table as I watched Haley watching them.

“Jealous?” I said finally, after what felt like an eternity.

Haley snapped out of it and looked at me.

I offered a smile and tried to act like I was joking.

“What?” she said a little too loudly. “What? No, me jealous? What are you talking about?”

She was getting defensive for no reason and this all but confirmed my suspicions.

“Sorry, honey,” I said, “but you’re stuck with me.”

I reached out to place a loving hand on her hand and smiled to put her at ease.

Her shoulders relaxed and her face softened as she came back to reality, back from whatever she’d been imagining herself.

“Now, can we please order some food? I’m starving,” I said.

Haley smiled and nodded and went back to examining the menu.

…

DINNER WAS DELICIOUS. Well, for me anyway. Despite her best efforts, Haley couldn’t focus on anything but Sophie and her mysterious boy toy. And those two couldn’t focus on anything but themselves.

She kept making comments like:

Oh my god, can you believe this?

What a slut?

Do you think Rob knows?

I mean to do this…something so…so…public…I just can’t…

Me? Well, I had no problem focusing on the porterhouse steak I ordered. Medium rare. Extra mashed potatoes. Green beans. Tons of gravy.

Mmmm. Outstanding.

I mostly ignored Haley or gave one word answers or grunts to placate her and let her know I was still listening.

Eventually, Haley gave up and got her half-picked salad boxed up to go.

By the time we’d paid the bill, Sophie and Rob had seemingly vanished without a trace. The back booth that was the vessel for their steamy, forbidden love was suddenly emptier than king tut’s tomb.

“Wanna grab a drink somewhere?” I asked.

I expected Haley to say no. It was getting late, nearly 9:30 and we just weren’t night owls. Not even close. It was already a late one for us.

“Ok!” she said quickly and loudly.

I was momentarily stunned.

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “Why not? We’re out in the city. Might as well enjoy it.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said.

And with that, we stood up, left the restaurant and started looking for a bar.

Without too much effort we found one.

It was a lounge-slash-club a few blocks from our hotel. It seemed like a happening place so we looked at each other, shrugged, and then slipped inside.

…

IT WAS MUCH DARKER than the restaurant and very red. It turned out to not be very happening at all. It was simply loud.

We took a couple seats at a high-top near a half-empty bar and ordered a couple of stiff cocktails. I think we both realized we needed to loosen up. Or maybe we were both processing what we’d just witnessed. Dealing with our own complicated feelings that had arisen in the wake of the devious revelation.

Looking back, I’m almost certain that’s what it was.

For how disinterested I was back at the restaurant, I suddenly found myself quite the opposite. Now that I was well-fed and not the least bit interested in food, I found all I could think about was Sophie and Rob and what led to the appearance of this third mystery man in such a public way.

There had to be more to the story.

As it would turn out, I was right. But we wouldn’t find that out just yet. Soon. But not just yet.

“I’m sorry,” Haley said, finally after we’d each finished our first drink. “I just can’t get over that. I mean. Can you?”

I took a deep breath and sighed.

“No, not really. It does seem almost too brazen to believe it. I’m almost convinced there has to be more to the story,” I said. Unsure of what I meant and yet feeling totally convinced I was right.

“Like what?” she asked.

“I have no idea,” I said, shaking my head and laughing.

“Do you want to get another drink?” I offered.

“Yes, please,” she said, handing me her empty.

Before I turned and made for the bar, she blew me a kiss. My heart fluttered.

It was quick. Almost imperceptible. But I saw a look of lust and longing in her eyes. A twinkle of it maybe. Perhaps even a spark.

That was it. A spark.

It was what I hoped for. And it was all we needed.

Only, the source of the spark would turn out to be something I could have never anticipated.

Never in a million years.

We laughed and joked around while we finished our second strong drinks of the night. We were really opening up. Reconnecting. Enjoying the time with one another in a way that we hadn't in years.

Sad to say, but it was true.

When it was time to go, I got an idea.

From where? Well, from Sophie and her lover of course.

We both stood up at the same time and I grabbed Haley by the waist and simply just went for it.

For a moment, I thought I might clutz up the whole thing as Haley looked at me like I had three heads. But I had just enough bravado and just little enough time to really think over what I was doing, that I managed to steady the ship, bring it in for a smooth landing, and ultimately pull the risky maneuver off as if I was a seasoned pro.

I kissed her.

That’s what I’m trying to say.

Open mouth. Lots of tongue. Wet. Hot. Nasty.

In front of the entire bar.

Well, okay. It was like half-a-dozen people. But they watched. They saw it happen.

It felt oddly incredible.

I think I mentioned a jolt earlier?

This was that times a million. I was riding the lightning baby. We were in fact. I could sense Haley felt it too as I pulled back and kissed her forehead.

“Wow,” she whispered. “Where did that come from?”

“I’m sorry it’s been so long since I kissed you like that,” I said.

She wrapped her fingers around mine and we left. We held hands the entire way back to the hotel and seemed to stop every block or so to make out a little more. We’d steal away under an awning of a closed bank or a narrow alley between buildings and go at each other for a few seconds or maybe minutes before we’d break it off, laughing, and starting running back toward the hotel.

It was nice.

It really was.

…

“LET’S HAVE A NIGHTCAP,” Haley said breathlessly as we rushed through the lobby, still holding hands.

“Where? At the hotel bar?” I said, stopping in my tracks. I looked across the lobby to the place where the bar was and assessed it.

She looked at me and nodded.

I was a little disappointed. Not because I wasn’t having fun, but because up until just that moment I was damn certain we were going to rush inside, get in the elevator, sprint to our room and be between the sheets having sex like we were ten years younger for the first time in what felt like ages.

I was so, so very ready to get some. And for it to be hot and good. God, it had been so very long.

But Haley was excited and I didn’t think one more drink was going to kill our vibe. Some other nights, maybe. But not on that night. I figured I wouldn’t have to wait all that much longer.

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Sure, why not?”

“Yay!” she yelled, a little too loudly.

I took her by the hand and led her into the hotel bar and we found some seats near the bar. They were cushioned seats, low to the ground, next to a small round top table that was also low to the ground.

As soon as we took our seats, there was someone coming to take our drink order. What service.

“I’ll have an old fashioned,” I said.

“Same here,” Haley chimed in.

We sat back in our seats and exhaled.

Then it was my turn to go white as a ghost.

I don’t know how I knew it, since it had been six or seven years and I never really knew the guy in the first place, but I just…knew.

“Hey,” I said, unable to look away. I swatted absentmindedly at Haley’s shoulder to get her attention. “Hey, isn’t that…isn’t that Rob?”

“Huh? Where?”

“Over there at the bar?”

Haley paused for a moment.

“Oh my god. I think it is. It is!”

“Shhhh,” I said.

Then as if things couldn’t get any juicier, Sophie appeared at his side.

“Wow,” Haley whispered breathlessly.

“Hmmm,” I said. Still not quite believing my eyes. But that feeling that there was more to the story came back and intensified and would within a few short moments be proven to be exactly and totally correct.

“Holy shit,” Haley whispered and put her hand on her chest.

Before I could look, our waiter appeared with two old fashioneds on a tray and placed them down on the table in front of us.

“Thank you, thank you very much,” I said hurriedly trying to politely shoo him away without making it obvious. But I think he got the hint.

When he finally moved, my stomach dropped.

The mystery man.

The tall, handsome, muscular, masculine, ruggedly handsome black man that had been in the booth, making out with Sophie back at Hearth & Pine was now standing right behind Sophie and Rob who were seated at the bar. He had his hands on the backs of the chairs and was leaning in as if…

He was just having a conversation? A friendly conversation? With Sophie and Rob?

What the hell was going on?

All three of them were smiling. Together. Laughing. Together. Talking together. Drinking together.

They were together?

What in the actual fuck?

Then the strange mystery man who definitely wasn’t Rob, kissed Sophie on the cheek. Put his arm around her waist. Nibbled on her ear.

Then he started talking to Rob as if they were just talking about the weather.

I waited for a moment to see if Rob was going to punch his lights out.

But no.

Nothing. Not even a hint of anger or jealousy or confusion. He wasn’t phased by it one bit.

He acted as though it was all fairly routine.

Routine?

But how…

“Oh my god,” Haley whispered. “They’re…swingers?”

“Huh?” I said dumbly. “What do you mean?”

“Well, isn’t it obvious I mean, clearly Rob doesn’t have a problem with it, does he? He’s acting like it’s all the most natural thing in the world.

I watched in disbelief. Still sipping my drink.

“That must be what it is,” she said.

“Told ya there was more to the story,” she slapped my arm playfully.

We sipped in silence for a few moments. Haley was teetering on the edge of tipsy and when she tipped over that edge she had a tendency to…come out of her shell just a little bit, shall we say. She could get a tad bit confrontational or even antagonistic. In a playful way for the most part, but when her inhibitions dropped she did on occasion manage to find herself in some awkward (yet often funny) conversations.

Haley folded her arms and clicked her tongue as she watched them, silently brooding.

“Uh oh, what are you thinking?” I asked.

“Oh just how funny it would be if I went over there and said hello. What do you think her reaction would be then?”

My stomach did a backflip.

“Oh god, please don’t do that,” I said. The thought alone was mortifying. Other people being embarrassed and mortified? That embarrassed and mortified me to no end.

But it was too late. I turned around to face an empty chair. A blank space in the universe where my wife used to be. I turned back to the bar. Sophie was gone. Rob and this mystery man were carrying on their conversation.

Haley was walking right toward them.

Oh god. Oh god. Oh god.

But then, mercifully, she made a right turn and headed for the bathroom.

I watched the bar and the bathroom door intently.

Rob checked his phone. A text message maybe? From Sophie? Help my old college roommate has been stalking me and now she had me cornered in the bathroom! LOL.

But after that, he said something to the mystery man and they just left. Off they went toward the elevator.

Hmm.

Another few minutes went by and out of the bathroom came Sophie. She made a beeline across the bar and over to the same elevator her husband and mystery man just took upstairs.

I looked at my watch. Where the hell was Haley?

Finally, the bathroom door swung open once more and out she came.

A giant, devilish smile was on her cheeks.

“Come on,” she said, whispering and looking around. “Let’s go upstairs. You are not going to believe what just happened.”

And she was right. I couldn’t believe it. That or anything that’s transpired since. I still have to pinch myself every day to make sure I didn’t dream all this.


4: Rediscovery

IT WAS ODD. We raced upstairs and were at each other like horny teenagers. We got between the sheets and got busy right away. There wasn’t a word spoken about Sophie and Rob or what they were up to.

But there didn’t need to be.

I think, on some level, we both just knew.

As soon as the door closed behind us, I had Haley by the waist and I was pulling her tight to me as we twirled through the room toward the bed.

I pushed her down on it, hard, and she giggled with delight.

“Oh my god, Mike…what’s gotten into you?”

I looked at her with hungry eyes and didn’t say a word. I was on top of her in a nanosecond stripping her out of her strapless black dress.

There was only one thing on my mind: Sophie and Rob. Well, more accurately put, Sophie and the dark stranger she’d been with. Apparently with Rob’s full knowledge.

And to be even more precise, it wasn’t Sophie at all. It was Haley I was thinking about with the dark stranger.

Haley making out with him.

Haley with his arm around her waist.

Haley letting him nibble on her ear.

Haley rushing upstairs to our hotel room to be with him and not me.

Why was I thinking these thoughts?

I hadn’t a clue and I didn’t care. It was like mental viagra. I was harder and hornier than I’d been in years and I wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth.

I worked my way from Haley’s lips to her neck. I licked and sucked gently on her ear and nape of her neck as she arched her back in pleasure and wrapped her arms around me.

Once the dress was off, she was down to a black bra and panty set that I’d bought for her last Valentine’s day. I think this was the first time she’d actually worn it.

I quickly removed her bra and started sucking and pinching her nipples. Something that always drove her wild.

“Oh, Mike,” she whispered, arching her back even more and stretching her arms up above her head, letting the pleasure overtake her. “That feels so good.”

I still didn’t speak. Didn’t dare. I focused on her body and the lewd thoughts in my head.

Would Haley like to do something like that?

Step out on me with another man? A big, masculine man who could toss her around like a rag doll?

Part of me wanted to think those things didn’t much matter and when it came to love, I think that part of me was right.

But when it came to sex? Pure, raw, carnal desire? Another part of me knew the truth: of course it mattered.

Soon, I was peeling her panties off and down her legs, throwing them in a heap on the floor by the bed.

I stuffed my face between her legs and began to taste her sweet juices. As I flicked my tongue out, I could see the clear trickle of wetness that had begun to coat her sex and inner thighs.

It tasted sweet and delicious as the first few drops washed over my taste buds.

She reached down and put her hand on my head, grabbing a fistful of my hair. She gently bucked and writhed her hips against my mouth.

Haley was moaning with pleasure and her enthusiasm for my oral skills only served to encourage me to lick and suck harder.

Soon, she was cumming as I ate her out, sending more of her juices trickling down my tongue and chin. And after that, she really let loose.

“Fuck,” she whispered, pushing me gently away from her quivering body. “Let me suck your cock.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. I think I’d gotten exactly one blowjob per year for the last five years. It was a rare occurrence indeed in those days.

I stood up and began to take off my shirt and unbuckle my belt. Haley gasped when she saw the bulge in my pants.

“Wow, Mike. You’re so…hard,” she said, reaching up to feel it. Then she sat up on the edge of the bed and pulled my briefs down.

My erect cock was suddenly right in her face and she didn’t hesitate. She looked up at me with those beautiful eyes of hers, opened her mouth, and took me inside it.

It was wet, warm, and lovely.

I closed my eyes and exhaled.

As I said, I’d received blowjobs from Haley before (though they were few and far between) but they always seemed like more of a chore for her.

This one…this one was decidedly different.

She was into it. To a degree that is hard to describe. She sucked with energy and gusto. It was very obviously turning her on. I watched her blonde curls moving as she bobbed her head up and down on my shaft.

I looked down and saw she had a hand between her legs and was fingering herself while she blew me. Like some porn star.

My mind wandered back to those dark thoughts. Would she like to suck the dark stranger’s cock like this? Was that what she was thinking about right now as she sucked me? Was that what was causing her to be so…enthused?

I thought back through the night. At the restaurant. The hotel bar. Haley’s face. I had thought I detected hints of jealousy at various times. Now, I was starting to be convinced that was what I saw.

But still, I didn’t dare bring it up. Not then. I didn’t want to ruin the moment.

Haley began to cum again while she sucked my cock and fingered herself. She spat my cock out finally and got up on the bed, on all fours, and faced away from me.

“I need you inside me,” she said, offering me to take her from behind. Which I was all too happy to do.

I stepped up behind her, grabbed her by the hip creases just above her ass and pressed myself into her tight, wet pussy.

There was some resistance at first, but as I pressed harder she opened up to me and I could feel her getting wetter as the tip of my prick split her peach wide and the rest of my shaft bore into her.

“Oh, Mike,” she whispered. “Yes, that feels soooo good.”

I began my rut in earnest, thrusting into her with force and pace as I tried to reach as deeply inside her as I possibly could.

My balls were swinging wildly and smacking her clit as I pounded her, sending her into overdrive.

“Oh fuck, Mike! Harder! Yes, harder! You’re gonna make me cum already, oh Miiiiikkkeeee!”

She was bucking and writhing, pushing back against me, gripping the sheets tightly, and moaning and wailing like a whore as she surrendered to the orgasm.

Tight, wet, nasty, warm. Waves of pleasure washed over me as I felt her sticky juices coating my shaft.

“I think I’m gonna cum,” I whispered as I felt my own orgasm bubbling to the surface.

“Do it!” she cried. “Do it, Mike! Fucking fill me up with your cum, please!”

She was practically screaming and I could no longer hold it in.

With a loud, primal yell, I unleashed myself inside her.


5: The Offer

AFTER TWO MORE rounds of sex, we slept soundly. And we never talked about Sophie and Rob and the dark stranger. At least, not that night.

I awoke that morning before Haley and made coffee. I stopped down in the lobby to grab some breakfast and read the newspaper. No sign of Sophie or Rob or their friend.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

What had Haley learned in the bathroom?

Although I figured I could piece it together and figure it all out, I was still intensely interested to know the juicy details.

When I returned to the room, Haley was sitting up in bed, sipping coffee.

She looked absolutely radiant in the morning light. She was still naked and I had to fight the urge to pounce upon her once again.

“Morning,” she said with a sly smile.

“Morning. Brought you some fruit,” I said, placing a bowl of fruit down on the table by her side of the bed.

“Well, you’re just full of surprises, aren’t you?” she said, sticking her tongue out in a teasing gesture. “Thanks.”

I got into bed with her and sipped my own coffee.

“You put on quite a show last night,” she said finally.

I shrugged.

“Three times,” she said with amazement. “When’s the last time we did that?”

I exhaled.

“I don’t know…college?”

We both laughed at that.

“Speaking of last night,” I began, “you never did tell me what happened in the bathroom…with Sophie.”

Haley’s eyes went wide as she almost spit out her coffee.

“Oh my god! I totally forgot about that!”

I felt a strange sense of disappointment. So, perhaps she hadn’t been thinking about that last night as I had and perhaps that wasn’t at all what had gotten her so worked up.

Or maybe…she was just pretending? But why would she do that?

She put her coffee down and turned to face me.

“You’re never gonna believe this,” she said, “well, you will but still it’s pretty wild.”

My heart began to race with anticipation but I tried to play it cool.

“Well, I’m all ears.”

“So,” she began, “it’s kind of what we thought. But not exactly. They’re not swingers, or not really. At least that’s what Sophie said. She said she’s a hotwife…”

“Hotwife?” I muttered.

“Yeah, that’s what it’s called apparently. I don’t know. But basically, Rob knows about it and he’s cool with it. He likes to watch her.”

“Watch her?”

“Yeah, with other guys. She said sometimes he joins in, but most of the time he just watches.”

“Guys? As in, multiple?”

“I don’t know. Yeah, I guess. Something like that. But she said she’s really into…” she paused and looked around and lowered her voice as if for some reason what she was about to say was top, top secret information.

“B-B-C,” she said, spacing out the letters for emphasis.

I shook my head in confusion.

“The British Broadcasting Channel?”

Haley giggled.

“No, Mike. Not the British Broadcasting Channel. BBC stands for something else besides that.”

She watched my face for a moment.

“Sophie likes big, black cock. Get it, BBC?”

“Ahh,” I said, feeling my pulse suddenly skyrocket. There was movement below deck too as I once again thought about Haley in Sophie’s place and now…myself in Rob’s? Watching it all unfold?

I took a sharp, deep breath.

“You okay, Mike?” she asked.

“Yeah, yeah fine.”

“Anyway, that’s basically it,” she said finishing up. “Isn’t that crazy?”

I tried to play it cool.

“Well, hey…everyone is different. Whatever consenting adults want to do in the privacy of their own bedrooms is no concern of mine. I’m not here to kink shame,” I said with a smile.

Haley looked at me breathlessly.

“Yeah, but still.”

We finished our coffee in silence and got showers.

In the safety of the bathroom, I jerked off while I showered. I think you can probably guess what I was thinking about.

…

WE WENT DOWN to the valet and got our car. Haley hopped inside the passenger seat as they loaded our luggage into the trunk. I went inside to check out.

As I walked up to the front desk, the man who was just finishing up turned around and I almost fainted.

It was Rob.

Holy shit.

His face lit up in a knowing smile.

“Hey, Mike,” he said.

Shit. A million thoughts rushed through my head.

Had Sophie told him about her conversation in the bathroom with Haley. I imagined she had. How should I play this?

Play it cool.

What does that mean?

I don’t know…just say something! Hurry!

“Oh hey there, uh Rob, crazy running into you here. Sophie here too? We were just leaving. Great hotel. We went to dinner last night at –”

I was rambling like a nervous fool.

Rob smiled politely and interjected.

“Hey, could I talk to you for a second?” He nodded his head for me to follow him over to a secluded, quiet part of the lobby.

“Yeah, sure. Sure, Rob.”

Oh god, what was he going to tell me?

He cleared his throat.

“Listen, Mike, uh…Sophie told me she talked to Haley in the bathroom last night. Told her everything.”

I nodded along intently.

“I’m sure Haley filled you in, right?”

I froze. Unsure what to say. Should I agree? Lie? Run away screaming?

“Relax, Mike. It’s fine. She’s your wife. I’d expect her to tell you.”

Then he put a hand on my shoulder and looked me dead in the eye.

“But I want you to know, it’s not something I’m embarrassed about. Sure, we’d appreciate your discretion, both of you, because we have a family and we’re involved in the community and all that. But it’s not because I’m ashamed of anything we’ve done. Just, you know how people can be, right?”

He waited for me to nod before continuing.

“I love my wife. And she loves me. This thing we do…”

He turned and looked around to make sure no one was listening to us.

“You guys should give it a try.”

What? What did he just say?

“What?”

He shrugged and smiled.

“Give it a try. Sophie said Haley seemed…intrigued when she told her.”

He must have seen something in my face.

“Hey, look. Mike. Relax. No big deal, just you know, we’ve been doing this a while and let’s just say we kind of have an eye for new talent. Alright?”

He patted me on the shoulder.

“Anyway. Good seeing you. Think about it. You guys ever decide you want to, well…you know how to get in touch. See ya later.”

And with that he was gone.

I stepped up to the front desk to finally checkout.

Sophie said Haley seemed…intrigued when he told her.

Gulp.

…

HALEY WAS WAITING patiently in our car. It was parked and running right outside the lobby doors. I walked out, tipped the valet, and hopped into the car.

“Hey,” Haley said, absentmindedly scrolling her phone.

“Hey,” I said, buckling my seatbelt.

I clear my throat. Haley looked up from her phone and studied my body language.She could instantly tell something was wrong.

“Everything ok?”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said as I put the car in drive and started heading toward home. “Just ran into Rob in the lobby while I was checking out.”

“Oh?”

“Had an interesting conversation with him.”

“Really?”

“Mhmm,” I said.

“Well, are you gonna tell me what was so interesting about it?”

A sense of unreality overtook me just then as I weaved the car in and out of city traffic.

“He uh,” I cleared my throat while I thought about how to approach things. “He took me aside and well, basically he said he wasn’t ashamed or embarrassed about what he and Sophie do. He said that I - we should give it a try. Told me to get in touch if we ever felt like…you know.”

Haley sat there in stunned silence.

“Huh,” she said finally, staring off into space.

“What?”

“Well, it’s funny. Sophie pretty much said the same thing to me.”

I almost crashed the car when she said that.

“Wait what?”

“Yeah, she basically said the same thing.”

I shook my head and gripped the steering wheel tightly.

“You didn’t mention that this morning,” I said.

“Didn’t I?”

She shrugged her shoulders. Like it just slipped her mind or something.

Why did she decide to omit that little detail? Was she hiding something? Was she perhaps in fact intrigued as Rob had suggested?

It was becoming more and more clear to me though that I was also intrigued. Despite my best efforts at being shocked and angry, below the belt I was simply delighted. I mean, the results don’t lie, right? If you’ve got a boner, you’ve got a boner. There’s nowhere to hide it. Something gave it to ya.

And for me, it was the thought of not only Haley with a dark mystery man, but the thought of Haley being intrigued by this thought. Of being interested in that kind of thing.

Would I enjoy watching that, I wondered.

“You know,” I said, looking out the window, “Rob also said that Sophie said you seemed intrigued by the idea when she told you about it…”

Haley was momentarily stunned.

“Excuse me?” she said, getting defensive.

“That’s what he said.”

She huffed and puffed.

“And you believed him?” she asked incredulously.

“I never said that.”

She chortled.

“Of course not,” she said finally. “I mean can you imagine me doing something like that? Or like you’d ever go for it?”

Oh, but apparently the answer to both of those questions is yes my darling. Yes I can imagine it and yes, yes I think I would go for it.

“It’s crazy,” she said finally. “I mean, like you said…I’m not going to judge. It’s fine for them. But me, intrigued?”

She laughed.

But the thing was, she was selling a little too hard. Protesting a little too much.

She was intrigued. This was the clincher.

All the proof I needed.

“Haley,” I said softly. “It’s ok.”

I could feel her stunned eyes on me.

“What do you mean it’s ok? What’s ok?”

I took a deep breath.

“I can imagine it. And I think you can too. You should have seen your face last night.”

She was flabbergasted. Or at least she was trying to be.

“Mike, what…what are you saying?”

I felt my cock stiffening in my pants as we pulled into the driveway.

“I’m saying…maybe we should consider their offer…”

Boom. Wow. There it was.

I couldn’t believe I just blurted it out like that but there it was.

“Maybe…”

“Maybe what, Mike?”

“Haley, are you really trying to tell me you’re not intrigued at all, not even a little curious?”

“Are you saying you are, Mike?” she asked.

I reached across the center console and grabbed her hand and placed it in my lap on top of my bulging crotch.

Haley gasped in shock and surprise but she didn’t recoil in horror. Which, to be honest I thought was at least a possibility.

“Mike,” she whispered. “You’re so…hard.”

“I know,” I said as I felt her grip tighten just a little bit.

“But why?”

“I think you know why,” I said.

Haley took a sharp, deep breath and began caressing me.

“Are you thinking of me cheating on you? Of me being with another man?”

I gulped and nodded.

“With a black man,” she whispered as I felt her body shudder next to me. “Fuck, Mike. Really?”

I nodded.

“How does that make you feel?” I asked.

Now it was her turn to reach across the console and grab my hand. She placed it inside her waistband.

“Feel,” she said, closing her eyes and gripping my cock tighter.

My hand crept down her mound and felt her slickness. She was juicy and ready to go.

“So, you’re interested?” I asked.

Then she shocked me.

“Fuck yes, Mike. I’ve always had this fantasy of being with a black man.”

I almost came right then and there.

“Really?” I said, arching an eyebrow.

She bit her lip and nodded.

“Well, then…” I said, “I think we should get in touch with Rob and Sophie don’t you?”

“Yes,” she whispered as I played with her clit, “but I think you should take me upstairs and fuck me first.”

We hopped out of the car and made a mad dash for our bedroom.


6: We accept

IT MAY SOUND like a cliche, but it was way easier than I thought it would be. Sophie and Rob were all too happy to put us in touch with their friend, Ezra. That was his name. Ezra Ellington. A former two-sport college star turned billionaire turned…whatever this was he was doing now.

I texted him. Exchanged some information and sent him a few pics of Haley (though he claimed he remembered seeing her that night at the hotel and was more than interested).

Haley was nervous but excited. We both were.

“Do you think this is a good idea? I mean, are we really going to do this?” she asked when the night finally came.

Truth was, I didn’t know. It was a risk. Maybe it would break us. Or maybe it would be just what we needed.

I was desperate. Ready to do anything, remember?

Ever since that night at the restaurant when we saw Sophie and her dark mystery man and then the two of them together with Rob’s blessing, well…things had been steadily improving.

Actually, it wasn’t steady. It was exponential.

Sex nearly every day.

Deep, meaningful conversations. Real connection.

The longer it went on, the more I thought that maybe, just maybe it was all crazy enough to work.

Yes, it was dangerous.

Yes, if anyone knew what we were contemplating they’d think we were totally insane.

Yes to all of that and then some.

But I guess I just had a feeling.

“I think it’s a great idea,” I said finally.

Haley was all dolled up and ready to go. She was wearing the same strapless black dress she’d worn on our previous trip into the city (at Ezra’s request) and underneath she had some sexy, lace lingerie that made me want to eat her up.

Of course, that night I would have to wait my turn.

I handed her a red rose when it was time to go.

“You look amazing,” I said, kissing her on the lips.

“I love you for letting me do this,” she said.

“I love you too,” I said.

And with that, we were out the door and on our way to the city.


7: Doing the Deed

WE WENT TO THE SAME spot as the previous time. Since it was our first time meeting this Ezra character, I wasn’t totally comfortable letting them dine alone the way Rob was. Plus, as he told me later, there was something about that that he got a particular thrill out of. Something about the risk and not knowing what was going on.

I’m not that type of person. I like to have control or at least the illusion of it if you know what I mean.

Ezra was punctual. Naturally.

We met at the bar of Hearth & Pine for drinks and some light bites. Who wanted a full stomach for the adventure we were about to embark on? Certainly not me.

He greeted us with a warm smile and took Haley’s hand and kissed it gently. I thought she might faint.

He was tall. Powerfully built. Muscular. Chiseled jaw. Total package.

In a physical sense, he was almost everything I was not.

I had wit and humor. He had just about everything else.

I knew Haley loved me. I knew she was attracted to me. I knew when she looked at me, she wanted me, physically.

But the way she looked at Ezra?

Hoh, boy. That was something different. Something I’d never experienced with her before and probably never would with her or with anyone else.

It was raw lust. Pure, carnal desire on a deeper level. Something primal in its essence.

Something that had way more power over her than she had over it.

And the second I saw it, it scared the shit out of me.

But I realized rather quickly that that was precisely where the thrill of it all came from.

It was up to me to learn how to harness it so it didn’t crush me.

As for Haley, well…all she had to do was let go and surrender to the moment.

And based on the look in her eye when she met Ezra, that wasn’t going to be much of a problem for her at all.

“I find it’s best to start things off with a shot. You guys like tequila?” Ezra asked us after we exchanged pleasantries.

The plan was to have a little meet and greet. Get to know each other a little bit while feeling each other out. If everyone was liking the vibe, we’d continue on with the night back at our hotel room. And if not? No harm, no foul. We could go our separate ways after a few drinks and go on with our lives.

But from the moment I watched Haley lay eyes on this man I knew he’d be coming back to our hotel room. I just knew it. Part of me wonders if I could have even stopped them if I wanted to. I like to believe Haley would have backed off if I wished for it. But to be honest, I’m not sure.

“That sounds great,” Haley said, “I love tequila.”

“Double for me,” I said.

Ezra roused the bartender, ordered some shots, and soon the metallic, smoky liquid was sliding down our throats and lubricating our brains for what was to come.

Rob told me I’d like Ezra and he was right. Sophie told Haley she was going to love Ezra. And while it seemed on the surface she was right, we’d have to wait a bit to see if she was right about what she really meant: that Haley was going to love having Ezra’s big, black cock deep inside her while I watched it all happen.

We did one more round of shots and then it was decision time. Only it wasn’t really a decision. Haley was already holding Ezra’s hand and basically sitting in his lap while we finished our second round of drinks.

I was half hard under the table as I watched her tiny frame next to his. She was so small in his arms, the thought of what he might do to her later, from a sexual standpoint, was almost too much to bear.

I made sure to pick up our tab and with that, the three of us were racing back to our hotel room.

…

THE WALK BACK was eerily similar to the walk Haley and I shared last time. Only it was different in one major way: it was Ezra she was stopping to make out with nearly every block. Not me. I stood there dumbfounded and watched in silence.

How did this all happen so fast? How did we uncover and unearth this side of our sexuality with hardly any deliberation or thought? How and why did it all feel so very…natural in such a short period of time?

Was Rob right?

Were Haley and I somehow naturally suited for this kind of lifestyle? If so, how did he recognize it in us before we saw it in ourselves? Would we have eventually arrived here independently if we hadn't seen Sophie and Ezra on that one fateful night?

I had more questions than answers. I stood there in the middle of a city block next to a steaming sewer vent, watching another man caress my wife’s face with his big, dark hands as he shoved his tongue down her throat.

After a few more blocks (and make out sessions), we arrived at the hotel and raced inside and across the lobby.

As soon as the elevator doors dinged shut, Haley and Ezra were all over each other once again. This time, I watched as his hand crept up her leg and under her dress.

Gulp.

I was now rock hard and ready for the show.

…

HALEY TOOK TO THIS WHOLE THING as naturally as a fish to water. And, come to think of it…so did I.

I immediately took a seat in the chair in the corner of the room. The plan, from the beginning, was for me to simply watch and observe.

I watched as Ezra held my wife in his powerful arms as they kissed. They were standing near the foot of the bed. He pulled Haley’s dress down past her tits so it stopped at her waist. She reached around and quickly unclasped her bra and let it fall to the floor, exposing her bare breasts.

Ezra gripped one with a strong, dark hand and leaned down to kiss her pink, tender, erect nipple. This caused her to shudder and tilt her head back in pleasure. Ezra opened his mouth wider and began to lick and suck harder on her tit.

Haley’s eyes snapped open and zeroed in on me. We made deep eye contact and she blew me a kiss.

It was the strangest feeling. I knew I should be mad. Upset. Angry. Jealous. But I simply wasn’t. I was getting an odd, twisted, but incredibly powerful kick out of watching my wife receive such pleasure.

I would learn later that there is a word for this: compersion.

Ezra continued to shower her tits and chest and neck with kisses and licks, getting her all worked up and sending her into overdrive.

Finally, Haley could take it no more and wanted to reciprocate in the giving of pleasure. She began to unbutton his shirt to reveal his chiseled torso. She ran her hands over his rippled abs and bulging pecs with wonder and astonishment.

“Wow,” she whispered. “So hard.”

Ezra smiled at her.

“That’s not the only thing that’s hard,” he said and looked down at his crotch.

It was the biggest bulge I’d ever seen and I watched with twisted excitement as Haley’s eyes found his bulging package too and went wide with surprise.

“Oh my god,” she said. “That thing is huge.”

“And it’s not even fully hard yet,” Ezra said, looking right at me as he did.

“Can I take it out?” Haley asked, hooking one of her hands in his waistband, preparing to unbuckled his belt and pull his pants down to unsheath his girthy sword.

“Please do,” he said.

And with that, Haley quickly undid his pants and pushed them down to his ankles. She reached up and pulled down his briefs and out flopped the biggest, blackest cock I’d ever seen. Same went for Haley.

It nearly took her eye out when she did it. Which caused her to gasp and giggle as she reached up timidly to grab it.

“Holy shit,” she said, gripping it in her hand. As she did, she looked at me and began stroking it gently, making it grow bigger and harder in her hand.

I felt my own cock throbbing and pulsing as it grew bigger in my pants. I reached down and unzipped myself and took it in my hand.

I stroked myself while I watched my wife stroking another man’s big, black cock. My heart was pounding as the pace of my breath quickened in anticipation of what was to come.

Haley slipped out of her dress so that she was now just in her black panties. The contrast of her milky white skin against Ezra’s dark torso was a thing of magnificent beauty.

“You like it?” he asked as Haley continued to stroke and marvel at it.

Her lips curled into a smile.

“Like it? I think I’m in love.”

Ezra smiled.

“This your first BBC?”

Haley bit her lip and nodded.

“You’re really gonna enjoy it,” he said and winked at me, “why don’t you get on your knees for me and put it in your mouth?”

I watched Haley drop to her knees in a second flat, still holding the dark member in her tiny hand.

As she prepared to suck him, she looked over at me and watched for a few moments as I sat there and stroked my cock.

“Fuck, baby. That’s so hot…” she bit her bottom lip. “You wanna watch me suck this big, black cock, Mike?”

I couldn’t speak. I could only nod with enthusiasm.

Haley opened her mouth. Or more like unhinged her jaw and began to suck Ezra off. She started slow at first, gently jerking him as she bobbed her head up and down on his shaft.  As she worked up more saliva and spit her speed increased and soon Ezra was grabbing the back of her head and fucking her face with his long shaft.

She looked like a perfect whore. Dirty. Depraved. Filthy.

More beautiful than ever before.

She placed her hands behind her back in total surrender to him while he forced his giant member down her throat.

After a few minutes, he pulled her to her feet and nearly tossed her on the bed.

“I’m gonna fuck your wife now,” he said with a smile. “That okay with you?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“You sure you’re ready for this baby?” Haley asked, stretching her arms up and over her head and spreading her legs wide as Ezra approached her slicked thighs.

I gulped and nodded.

“Be gentle, baby. And go slow,” she said, looking up at Ezra. “You’re gonna split me in two with that thing, aren’t you?”

Ezra smiled and nodded.

“I am. And you’re gonna absolutely love it. You’ll never want anything else again. I’m gonna ruin that pussy for everyone else.”

Normally this kind of talk would be a turn off for Haley, but Ezra was able to get away with it. She just giggled with delight and nodded.

“Okay, daddy,” was all she said.

It sent a chill down my spine and an electric jolt through my cock.

I stood up and slid the chair across the room for a better view.

“Fuck,” Haley whispered as Ezra slapped his cock against her pelvis.

“You ready to watch him fuck me baby? No going back after this. For me or for you,” she said with a smile.

“I’m ready, baby. I love you,” I said.

“I love you t –”

But her sentence was cut short as Ezra shoved the bulbous head of his prick inside her and seemingly sucked all the wind from her lungs.

Her eyes went wide as her hands shot up toward Ezra’s torso in a futile effort to slow the sensations she was suddenly feeling very acutely.

When she finally caught her wind she let out a shrill yelp and then moaned and wailed.

“Holllllly shiiii, oh my gooooooo,” she wasn’t quite able to finish the sounds she was making for the first few moments he was inside her.

“That’s it, just relax. You’ll loosen up in a few seconds and it’ll feel so good. That’s it, good girl, Haley.”

Ezra was gripping her by the hips now as he began his rut. The thrusts were slow and methodical at first but as Haley’s pussy grew wetter and wider, his pummeling grew faster and faster.

“That’s it. Take that big, black cock, Haley. You like it don’t you? Yeah, that’s a good girl, open up for daddy. Get yours baby. Cum right on my dick. Just relax and come for daddy, there you go…”

“Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuuuuccccccccck!” she cried as her body began to tremble and shake beneath the weight of the orgasm that was about to rip through her body. “I’m cummmmminnnggg oh my god I’m cummmmmmmmmmmmmmmmingggggg! Yesssssssss!”

It was so loud and guttural I thought it was going to make me faint or break my eardrums or both.

I was stroking so hard and fast just then I had to back off for fear I might come too early.

After her first orgasm subsided she pushed him away.

“I want to ride you now. I want to ride that big, black cock until you cum.”

Ezra laid down on the bed and let Haley climb on top. She mounted him and slid him back inside her dripping wet cunt.

She began to bounce up and down on his cock while she looked at me and squeezed her tits together.

“Fuck babe, I love this BBC. How do I look riding it?” she asked.

“You look so hot, babe,” I said, standing up and walking over to her with my hard cock in my hand.

“Let me suck you while I ride him, I want you both to cum into me. Fill me up from both ends.”

I got up on the bed and stood next to her and shoved my cock down her throat while she bounced up and down on Ezra’s cock below me.

I’ll never forget how she looked that day. My hard cock in her mouth while she rode his big, dark pole.

Soon she was cumming hard and loud for a second time.

And as she did, both Ezra and myself could contain ourselves no longer as we all came together and unleashed our seed down her throat and into her womb from our respective positions.

Haley collapsed in a heap on the bed in a puddle. She was barely coherent as Ezra got up, took a shower and quietly left us in the room alone.


8: Aftermath

AFTER THAT, we fucked like wild animals all night and we haven’t looked back since.

It turned out to be a one time thing. But it also turned out to be the thing that saved us. Ever since that night, Haley and I…well, it’s hard to explain.

But we’ve never been better.

The leap didn’t break us.

Far from it.

It made us stronger. More connected.

More deeply in love than ever before.

It sounds crazy, I know that.

I can’t say I’d recommend it for everyone.

But it worked for us.

Who knows? Maybe someday we’ll reach out to Ezra again. But for now, that little uncovering was all we needed. That little glimpse into ourselves, that risk, that connection…that was enough for us.

For now, we’re good. Better than good.

Better than ever before.

For now.

THE END
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Game night

THIS ALL STARTED because the Henderson’s just had to have everyone over for “game night.” Thing is, game night for the Henderson’s really means drinking game night. Suburban life can be pretty drab and an event like this, well let’s just say some people lived for it. Some of us more than others.

Don’t get me wrong, I still enjoyed it but my wife Jess and I were a little more conservative than the rest of the couples (or at least we used to be) and so things could get a little uncomfortable from time to time. Issues ranging from politics to parenting to whatever else under the sun, we just always seemed to be a little different. More reserved and less progressive in our thinking let’s just say.

Whatever. It didn’t bother me. I wasn’t from the area. I didn’t go to high school with these people. Jess did. So it was a little harder for her. She always dreaded nights like these. But for the sake of our reputations in the community and at school, I convinced and cajoled her into going.

And it ended up changing everything.

It was a Friday night in January as I recall, just after the holidays. It was going to be us and maybe three or four other couples. We were all relatively young parents with kids under the age of ten. We got along fine as long as the conversation didn’t turn to religion or politics, as I alluded to before.

“Jess,” I called up the steps, standing in the foyer, bottle of red wine in hand. It was an after-dinner kind of thing so it was probably around eight o’clock. The kids were spending the night at a friends house and the Henderson’s was within walking distance.

When I didn’t receive a reply, I decided to take a quick walk down to the cellar and grab another bottle. Like I said, the kids were gone for the night and we didn’t have to drive.

I also hoped that maybe, just maybe, I might get lucky if things went well. A little social (and sometimes romantic) liquid lubricant couldn’t hurt, I figured.

Things with us at the time were fine I suppose. But just fine.

Sexually, things had always been a little vanilla, I guess you could say.

Jess wasn’t exactly outgoing when it came to those types of activities. I was the only man she’d ever been with and I guess I thought that was what I wanted and I quietly accepted that it was just the way things were and were going to be between us.

Jess was a good girl. She didn’t have a high body count like some of her friends.

It was just me.

Her one and only.

Or so she led me to believe.

By the time I got back upstairs, Jess was standing in the foyer waiting for me.

She looked stunning. As always.

Her strawberry blonde hair was curled and she was wearing it down.

My favorite.

She was wearing a puffy white parka with a fur hood. Her freckled cheeks were a little flush and rosy. Her bright green eyes looked me up and down and then at the two bottles of wine.

“Two?” she said, raising an eyebrow.

I shrugged my shoulders.

“We’re not driving.”

She thought for a minute.

“Well, Kristin is going to be there so…works for me,” she said, reaching out to take one of the bottles from me. She leaned up and kissed me on the cheek.

Kristin was something of an old friend? Enemy? Frenemy? Her and Jess had some kind of falling out during their senior year and the relationship had been damaged beyond repair. They were mostly cordial to each other but…there were moments where Kristin seemed to take things a little too far.

And it would turn out at this particular game night in question, that’s exactly what she would end up doing.

Although, I can’t be too mad…it’s what ultimately sent us down this path we’re on, but I’ll get to that a little later.

“You look amazing,” I said, reveling in her beauty.

Her cheeks grew a little rosier and kissed me again, this time on the lips.

“I love you,” she said as she pulled away.

“I love you too.”

. . .

IT’S ALWAYS A TREAT to come in from the cold. Greg Henderson and his wife, Emily greeted us warmly at the door and ushered us inside. They took our coats, wished us a happy new year and whisked us inside to the living room where it appeared all the other couples were already settled in.

“Can I get you guys something to drink?” Greg asked. “Want me to open one of those bottles for you?”

He reached out for the bottle I was holding.

“Sure, thanks Greg,” I said, handing it over.

With record speed he retreated to the kitchen and returned with two large glasses of red wine before we’d even started saying hello to everyone.

There was Tim and Molly. Then Peter and Lilly.

We’d already been greeted by the Henderson’s.

But, no sign of Kristin and her husband Jack.

Jess was visibly relieved when there was no sign of Kristin. I saw her shoulders melt back and away from her ears and she took a comfortable seat on the couch next to Molly.

I stood near the coffee table with Greg.

It was a relaxing start to the evening. The wine was flowing and the conversation was good. We all steered clear of controversial topics and mostly discussed how our Christmas breaks went, sports, and the weather.

Before I knew it, Jess and I were several glasses of wine deep and onto the second bottle. It was nearing 9:30 and it looked like this was going to be a perfectly unremarkable night.

And with Jess feeling so relaxed I thought that maybe, just maybe…

My train of thought was then interrupted by an assertive knock on the front door.

That’s when all the trouble started.

. . .

IT WAS KRISTIN and her husband Jack. Of course. I wanted to throw up when I saw Jess’s poor, crestfallen face when she realized what was happening.

Oh shit, I thought. Here we go.

But things actually got off to a decent start. Everything seemed to be going fine.

At first.

Kristin was a pretty blonde cheerleader who was struggling with her age.

We were only in our late thirties but already she was doing botox, had a boob job, butt lift, and the works. I mean, she didn’t look bad don’t get me wrong and I know it was a look some guys really went for. I supposed it worked for her husband Jack for instance.

But she was always overdone with makeup and looked…fake. I don’t know how to accurately describe it so I'll just say it wasn’t for me.

Give me Jess with her natural beauty, limited make up, freckles, and her untanned skin every single time. There is no comparison in my mind.

Kristin and Jack smiled and greeted us all warmly.

Then Kristin went over to Jess and gave her a big, long hug.

“Hi, Jess! So good to see you, it’s been way too long.”

She was pouring it on a little thick but it seemed genuine enough.

Or at least she was trying.

Jess hugged her back timidly at first as her body tensed up in surprise but then she relaxed and I saw a small smile creep across her lips that said okay, maybe this won’t be so bad.

“Hey Kristin,” she said, “Good to see you too. You remember my husband Cory.”

“Of course,” she said and rushed over to give me a big hug. I noticed something strange in her eyes as she approached and looking back I wonder if that’s when she made the decision to lob a turd in the punch bowl. I can’t be sure, but something tells me it was.

Greg Henderson retreated to the kitchen to get some drinks for the new arrivals.

And boy, did they go from zero to sixty quick.

Kristin insisted on doing a shot before she had her martini and before I knew it she was toastier than the rest of us and had only been there for fifteen minutes.

“Let’s play a game!” Kristin shouted as she poured a second shot.

“Okay, what do you want to play?” Molly asked.

Kristin looked around the room. Her eyes eventually settled on Jess and they were no longer friendly.

I watched Jess squirm in her seat.

“How about…never have I ever,” she said with an odd smile.

It wasn’t long after that the trouble started.

. . .

THE GAME STARTED innocently enough.

Never have I ever…gotten pulled over.

Never have I ever…been out of the country.

Never have I ever…seen the Godfather.

And so on and so on. The idea being that unless that statement was true for you, you had to take a drink, or five. It wasn’t really a big deal. It was harmless fun. There weren’t any real winners or losers. It was just a casual way to have some laughs and make everyone drink a little too much.

But after a while, things got a little more risque. People began to push the theme in a, shall we say, more adult direction.

Never have I ever…had sex on the beach.

Never have I ever…danced at a strip club on amateur night.

Never have I ever…gone skinny dipping.

Never have I ever…

You get the idea.

Everyone was tripped up by one thing or another. Everyone except Jess that is. Which, as I said, was not totally unexpected. She had a sheltered sex life and so the fact that she hadn’t had sex on the beach didn’t surprise me. I was the only man she’d ever been with and I was well aware that we’d never had sex on the beach.

“Wow, Jess! You haven’t taken one drink, have you?” Molly said.

“Nah, Jess is a good girl,” Lilly chimed in.

Jess looked away, blushing and embarrassed.

“Yep, that’s me,” she said, taking a sip of her wine and nervously looking over at me.

There was an awkward silence as Kristin sat on the couch, arms folded, staring daggers at Jess.

Kristin had been tripped up by almost every sexual topic people could think to bring up and while she tried to act like it didn’t bother her, it was pretty obvious it did.

She gave out a sarcastic chuckle as if she couldn’t believe her ears.

Jess stood up and looked at me with pleading eyes. I could tell she wanted to get the hell out of there all of a sudden.

“Well, it’s getting late for us,” she said, “I think we should probably…”

That’s when Kristin started to speak. It was slow and deliberate. Her eyes were fixed on Jess the whole time.

“Never have I ever…” she paused for effect then went in for the kill, “had a B-B-C.”

Jess’s face turned bright red as Kristin continued to watch her like a hawk, taking a smug sip of her wine.

Molly gasped.

Lilly shifted nervously.

Emily and Greg looked confused.

To be honest, so was I.

BBC?

“British broadcasting channel?” I asked, shaking my head.

Kristin chortled.

Molly shook her head no.

Jess was frozen in place. She looked petrified.

Kristin looked at her while she said this next thing.

“No, Cory. BBC stands for…big. Black. Cock.”

Again Molly gasped.

Jack reached out and put his hand on Kristin’s arm and squeezed.

“Alright, honey. That’s enough.”

She pulled away from him. Kristin looked at Jess’s wine glass, it was about one quarter full.

“Well,” she said to Jess, “aren’t you gonna take a drink?”

Lilly buried her face in her hands and muttered oh my god under her breath.

Suddenly everyone was afraid to look at me or Jess. Everyone was looking at their feet.

I still didn’t quite grasp what was going on but I could tell Jess was upset. More upset than I’d ever seen her before.

She folded her arms and pursed her lips. I could tell she was fighting back tears and also looked like she might want to kill Kristin. In fact, I’m sure at that moment she did.

Kristin was smugly satisfied with herself and kept looking at Jess as if to say, well, we’re waiting.

After a long standoff, Jess picked up the glass of wine, chugged what was left and slammed it down on the coffee table hard enough to crack the glass which drew more than a few gasps.

“Come on, Cory. Let’s go,” she said, grabbing me by the hand and pulling me out of the room without saying goodbye to anyone.

From the foyer I heard Kristin say, “bye slut,” under her breath and I’m sure Jess heard it too.

“Kristin, enough,” Jack said.

“Stop it Kristin!” Lilly pleaded.

We left without even getting our coats.

It still hadn’t dawned on me yet what exactly just went down. My brain was still processing it all.

BBC.

Big. Black. Cock.

Jess chugging her wine.

Oh.

Oh.

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.

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

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

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

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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