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Through the Wall

Part 1: Mailbox Mix-up

The blinking cursor stared Ashley in the face taunting her inability to formulate any sentence. She had been trying to come up with a good answer for the same question on the job application site for several minutes. With a sigh she leaned back in her chair, casting her eyes to the ceiling.

She had been in this town for almost three months, and she still hadn't found any regular work. She was getting desperate to find something, if only to combat the boredom she faced on a daily basis. She and her husband Peter had moved into this town so that he could be closer to his job. It was sales work, and he was gone a lot of the time, either working long hours or traveling to meet with various clients or attend various meetings. He made enough to allow them to live comfortably, but more money wouldn't hurt, and Ashley needed to find something to do with her time.

She didn't have any close friends or relatives nearby, and there were only so many times she could head to the movies to kill some time and keep yourself entertained.

Ashley rubbed the sides of her temples, willing herself to focus, if only for a little longer. She had gotten through two applications already that day. She had hoped to do more than three, but if she could get through this last one, then at least she could feel moderately satisfied with how she had spent her day.

She was about to get back to it when she heard a noise from next-door, a sort of consistent squeaking.

The town she and Peter had moved into was actually a college town, though they had moved in at the start of the summer, so they hadn't had to deal with any students. But earlier that week some guys from the nearby campus had moved in to the apartment next door. The walls in the apartment were pretty thin, and Ashley had heard them moving in, the sound of conversation and the thumps of furniture being moved around. A room she and Peter had set aside to be a home office was the one that bordered their new neighbors, and since Peter was out most of the time it hadn't been a big deal for Ashley to work in the bedroom or the living room. But she did much prefer to work in the office setting, and she had been hoping that the noise from next-door wouldn't be a consistent distraction.

She was about to get up and move, take her laptop to the dining room table, when she heard a moan of pleasure and stopped mid-motion. A little smirk broke out across her face, as she realized she was eavesdropping on a couple of college kids getting it on. That squeaking sound must've been the bed.

"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God yes!"

The woman, whoever she was, started moaning consistently, as the creaking of the bed got louder. Her voice was a bit muffled, but Ashley could still hear her pretty clearly through the wall. It sounded like she was having a good time.

"Oh! Yes! Oh it's so deep!"

Ashley felt arousal building in her as she listened to this girl, who she had never even seen, moan with pleasure. With Peter working or on trips so often, they rarely found time to be intimate. And, truth be told, a lot of the times they did, Peter was tired or stressed and couldn't perform quite as well as he used to. Ashley had accepted the decline in their sex life, understanding that Peter's job was difficult. She spent a fair amount of time suppressing her urges, but now hearing the sounds of passionate sex just a room away was getting her worked up.

"You like that, baby?" The man's voice was deep, powerful.

"Oh yes!" the girl yelled. "Fuck me! Fuck me with that big black cock!"

Ashley quietly unbuttoned the top of her jeans, trying not to make a sound. She didn't think they would really hear her, probably being too involved in what they were doing, but she didn't want to risk interrupting the show. She snuck a finger under her panties, which were already wet, and started to toy gently with her clit.

"Oh yes! Yes! Yes!"

The girl yelled out and then let out an unintelligible moan. Ashley drew a sharp intake of breath, feeling her own arousal continuing to build, as she listened to this girl cum. The bed continued its steady creaking, but the girl wasn't saying anything anymore, just letting out little gasps and moans with each rocking of the mattress.

They went at it for a while, the bed still continuing the creek. Ashley was astounded at this guy's stamina. It wasn't long before she heard the girl start to vocalize again, apparently building back towards another orgasm.

"Oh yes! Yes! It's so good! I'm going to cum again!"

"Oh yeah! I'm close, baby," the man said.

"Come with me, baby, oh, come with me!"

"Here it comes!" the man yelled.

Both of them let out loud moans, apparently reaching their climaxes at the same time. The bed rocked frantically, as the man continued to thrust. Then after a moment it stopped, and there was silence.

Ashley pushed slowly, and quietly away from her desk. She rushed to her bedroom, where she pulled off her pants and her panties, and pulled one of her toys out of her dresser. She moaned as she thrust the dildo in and out of herself, trying to imagine what the two lovers she had just heard looked like. She came with a gasp, and then lay exhausted on her bed. Staring up at the ceiling of her bedroom, she realized that was the best orgasm she had had in a while.

A few moments later she collected herself and took a shower, trying to reset herself. She walked tentatively back into the home office when she was done, pausing at the door of the room and listening for any sounds of sex, but the place was quiet. With a sigh she sat down at her laptop again, and tried to finish working on the job application.

X-X-X

The letter was addressed to Terrel Jackson. Ashley noticed it one day about a week later after she had returned to the apartment from running some errands and collecting the mail. It was supposed to have been delivered to the apartment next door, but the mailman must have accidentally put it in her box. She wondered if Terrel was the guy she had been hearing through her home office wall. Her cheeks reddened a little even thinking about it.

Over the past week she had heard him and whatever woman, or women, he was with three times. Each time had resulted in an amazing masturbation session for her. Now it seemed she had a chance to potentially see the man responsible for the noises she was enjoying face-to-face.

She walked down the hall to the apartment next door. It was located at the very end of the hall on that side of the building. She rang the doorbell, and a moment later a large white guy with sandy blonde hair and a beard open the door.

"Hello?" he said, looking her over.

"Hey, I'm here for Terrel - " she started to say.

"Hey, T, one of your girls is here!" the man yelled over his shoulder into the apartment.

"No, I'm not –" Ashley started to say, trying to explain that she was just here to drop off a letter, but the man was already propping open the door and walking away.

She stood waiting on the threshold of the apartment for a moment before Terrel walked out. He was only wearing gym shorts, his muscular torso fully revealed. Ashley drank in his dark and chiseled body with her eyes. He was quite the specimen.

"Um, hey, who are you?" he asked, as he walked up to her.

"Oh, um, I'm your neighbor," she said.

She suddenly felt self-conscious, like a schoolgirl. His large, muscular frame towered over her petite form. Even just standing there she could almost imagine his body wrapped around her. She fought to banish those thoughts, extending her hand.

"My name's Ashley."

"Nice to meet you," he said, taking her hand in his, his large fingers wrapping around her little hand. "So what brings you over? Did you need to borrow some sugar?"

"Uh, no," she said, caught of guard by the question.

"I was just kidding," he said, flashing her grin. "We aren't bothering you or anything are we?" Being too loud?"

"Oh no, not at all," she said.

She could feel herself blushing as she spoke, and she hoped he didn't notice, or at least she hoped he didn't realize the reason for her reaction. She stuck her hand out with the letter she had come to bring over.

"I just got some mail that was meant for you, I think," she said, the words rushing out of her mouth. "Just thought I'd bring it over for you."

"Oh, thanks," he said, taking the letter from her.

She stood there for a moment, Unsure of what to do next, before awkwardly backing up.

"Okay, well, I should get going now," she said.

"Well it was nice to meet you, neighbor," he said.

"Yeah, don't be afraid to come by if you ever need some sugar," she said. She regretted it almost instantly. How cheesy was that? But Terrel smiled at her and chuckled.

"Sure thing," he said, smiling at her. Then he closed the door.

Ashley rushed back to her apartment. She hadn't acted like that around the guy in a long time. What was wrong with her? She felt totally embarrassed. But he was insanely gorgeous. She had never met a black man that she had been really attracted to, but Terrel was built, and she admired his physique.

She also had a face to put to the sounds that came through the wall.

X-X-X

Ashley pumped her dildo in and out of her pussy, moaning softly with pleasure. She had just finished listening to Terrel with one of his women, and was now on her bed satisfying her needs. As she worked the plastic toy in and out of herself, she imagined herself under Terrel's body, his muscular form propped above her, as he took her. She came with a loud gasp, her pussy quivering with release.

It had been a couple of days since the mailbox incident, and Ashley had heard two of Terrel's lovemaking sessions during the day while Peter was out. Each one had been followed by a fantastic masturbation session in which she imagined Terrel taking her instead of whoever was on the other side of the wall. It was the first time since she had gotten married that she had explicitly gotten off thinking of someone who wasn't her husband. A little part of her worried about that, but at the same time she figured fantasizing never hurt anyone.

Besides, Peter was going to be home that weekend, so she would have the chance to be with him and assuage her guilt A bit. Or at least that's what she had thought would happen. Later that night Peter told her that he had to go on a business trip for the weekend, leaving her alone in the apartment once again.

"Again?" she asked. "Can't they send someone else?"

"No," he replied. "I have to go meet this client. I'm the one who built the relationship."

"I was just hoping we could finally get to spend some time together this weekend," she said.

"I know, me too," he said, taking her hand.

They were sitting on the couch in the living room, cuddled up next to each other. Peter wasn't an especially tall man, or especially fit. He was pretty vanilla, a rather average sort of guy, at least when it came to looks. But he was the guy who had always made Ashley laugh in college, who had always been kind to her, and who had always been supportive and caring.

She brought her lips to his.

"Then I guess we'll just have to make tonight fun," she said, after kissing him.

"I like the sound of that," he said, smiling at her.

Unfortunately the night didn't end up being hugely fulfilling for Ashley. They had sex, and it was fun, but Peter didn't last especially long, and these days he was too tired to get it up again once the deed had been done.

He fell asleep so that he could wake up in time to catch his flight, but Ashley lay awake in bed. She had gotten more satisfaction out of her masturbation sessions recently than she had from being intimate with her husband. That realization made her feel guilty, especially since she had been fantasizing about being with another man, a man who lived just next-door. But it was the truth.

While her husband slept, she snuck off to the bathroom to get herself off. And as she did so, thoughts of Terrel popped into her head. She imagined him taking her, driving his manhood into her willing pussy, as she moaned loudly. She imagined someone else on the other side of that wall, listening to her as Terrel drove her to orgasm. She bit her lip as she came, trying to not to make too much noise.

When she came out of the bathroom she found Peter still asleep. She stood watching him resting peacefully for a minute before climbing into bed next to him. She hoped that they would find the time and he would find the energy to bring their sex life back to what it used to be. But in the meantime he didn't have to know about what, or who, she was thinking about as she got off.

X-X-X

The next day Ashley was sitting at home continuing to job search when she heard the doorbell ring. She rushed over to the door and opened it to find Terrel standing in front of her. He was fully clothed this time around, but the tank top he was wearing showed off his muscular arms and broad chest. She stood looking at him for a moment, surprised that he was at her doorstep, before she mustered the ability to speak.

"Oh, hi," she said. She nervously brushed a strand of loose hair away from her face. "Um, what's up?"

"I think the mailman messed up again," he said with a smile.

He handed her a letter, this one addressed to her husband, probably a bill or something judging by the envelope.

"Oh, um, thank you," she said, taking it from him.

"Yeah, no problem," he said.

Again they stood awkwardly for a moment. Ashley wasn't sure if she should just say goodbye and close the door or if there would be more conversation. She thought briefly that maybe she should invite him in but quickly decided that might be a bad idea.

"So I should get back to my work," she said, forming the sentence slowly.

"Yeah, yeah, of course," he said. "But hey, I should let you know that we're gonna have a party tonight. Feel free to drop by if you aren't doing anything."

"I...actually, I think I just might take you up on that," she said. "If you're serious."

"Totally," he said, giving her a wink. "I'll see you tonight."

"Okay," she said meekly before closing the door.

As soon as it was shut she leaned against the wall and drew in a deep breath. Had she actually just agreed to go to a college party? And one hosted by the man she had been having sexual fantasies about no less?

Part of her thought this had to be a bad idea. But then she started to reconsider. After all, she was pretty lonely in her new apartment. She didn't have friends around. Any weekend where Peter was away, and there had been several, she spent alone watching TV or catching up on movies. Maybe going to this party would brighten up her social life a bit, even if it was a college party.

She started humming to herself as she went back to work, more convinced than ever that she was doing the right thing.

X-X-X

"A party?" Peter asked over the phone.

"Yeah," Ashley said. She had him on speaker as she worked to apply her make-up in the bathroom. "Our neighbor invited me."

"You mean one of those college guys?" he asked, with a chuckle. "Aren't you a bit old to be going to a college party?"

"We're only a few years out of school, babe," she said. "Besides, I honestly don't know anyone around here. Maybe this is a bad idea and will be super awkward, but it feels nice to have somewhere to go on a Friday night for a change."

"Fair enough," he said. "I'm sorry that we had to move to this place and that you don't have a lot of friends nearby."

"It's okay," she said with a sigh. "But thank you."

"I hope you have some fun," he said. "Just don't get too crazy without me."

"Of course not," she said.

"Okay, I'll talk to you tomorrow," he said. "Love you."

"Love you too, baby," she said. "Bye!"

After getting off the phone she finished putting on her make-up. She didn't overdo it, but she wanted to look good. She applied some eyeshadow and put on some deep, red lipstick. Then she brought out her hair iron to straight out her long, brunette locks.

When she was done with that, she slipped on a summery dress that she thought was fun and showed off her toned legs. She didn't want to come across as too flirtatious, and she certainly didn't want to come off as slutty. But she also didn't want to appear to uptight, someone who couldn't have fun like a college kid.

She walked down the hall, apprehension building as she approached the apartment. She could hear the muffled sound of music coming through the walls. Part of her thought that she should back out of this, that she was being foolish. She was several years out of college, why would she go hang out with some young kids?

But the boredom she had been feeling since she moved to this place won out, and she forced herself to walk up and ring the doorbell.

Terrel's roommate who had answered the door before let her in, greeting her with a smile.

There were a lot of people crammed into the living room, all of them lounging on couches or chairs or standing in corners. Ashley was somewhat relieved to find that this gathering wasn't a frat party or a kegger. Looking around at all the young people, especially the girls, she knew she stuck out, but she would've been even more out of place at an event like that.

"Hey," Terrel said, coming over to her. His eyes roamed quickly over her body. "You look great!"

"Thanks," she said, feeling her cheeks redden. "I have to admit, I feel a little out of place though." She lowered her voice conspiratorially. "It's been a few years since I graduated."

"It doesn't show," he said, smiling at her. "Would you like a drink?"

"Yeah, that'd be nice," she said.

After a drink or so Ashley started to settle into her surroundings. She spent most of the time speaking with Terrel, though occasionally someone else would wander over to say hi to him and then join the conversation. Ashley was happy to meet these new people, but she doubted that she would really get close with anyone here. She was older than they were after all.

But as the evening wore on, she started to enjoy the conversation she was having with Terrel. He started talking to her about his football scholarship and how he wanted to work in sports journalism after he graduated. He said he was going to try the pro thing, but he didn't think he had an amazing shot at making an NFL team, so he felt having a realistic back-up plan was a must. She thought that was pretty smart.

On her end, Ashley relayed her problems to him. He proved a sympathetic ear as she bitched about her boring life, her lack of friends, and the way that her husband was gone a lot of the time. It was nice to just have someone to talk to about this stuff, someone to sympathize with her or even to just listen. It had been awhile since she really spoke with someone who wasn't her husband.

As the night wore on, she continued to drink. It had been awhile since she had gone out like this, and the alcohol was certainly getting to her. She didn't really feel concerned though, being engaged in her conversation with Terrel and some of the other people who came by to chat them up.

At some point the party started to wind down, and Ashley found herself in a corner with Terrel. They were out of earshot of the few remaining people. They were also sitting very close together. It seemed that Terrel had gotten closer as the night had gone on, touching Ashley gently when he spoke to her, and she did nothing to dissuade him. She didn't mean to lead him on or anything, but with her husband gone so frequently, it felt nice to be paid attention to.

"This was fun, I'm glad I came," she said.

"Me too, and I'm glad you had fun," he said. "I wasn't sure what to expect from the neighbors here, and I was sorta worried that now that we're off campus we'd be next to some uptight people who wouldn't want us to make noise or throw parties, but you're pretty chill."

"Well, it's not party noises I've been hearing from here," Ashley said with a giggle. Then she slapped her hand over her mouth realizing what she had just said.

"Oh, I didn't realize the walls were that thin," Terrel said, scratching the back of his head in embarrassment. "I hope that isn't too awkward."

"No! It's fine," she said, laying a hand on his arm. "My home office borders your room, so I can always just work somewhere else in the apartment. But, um, you know the funny thing is that I actually think it's kinda hot."

Terrel looked up at her, arching an eyebrow. She felt herself blushing. She knew it was a bad idea to go down this road, but the alcohol lowered her inhibitions, and the moment felt powerfully intimate to her.

"I actually sorta fantasized about...what I was hearing," she whispered.

"Damn girl," he said with a chuckle. Then he leaned in close, and Ashley could feel his breath hot against her face. "But you know, if that's how you feel, it doesn't have to just be a fantasy."

She felt her pulse increase as he brought his lips to hers. In the back of her mind, she knew this was bad, that she should stop this now before it went any further. But being near him felt so good.

She kissed back, her tongue playing against his. She felt his hand squeezing her thigh, moving up her leg. His other hand caressed the side of her face, drawing her deeper into the kiss. Any thought of fighting back vanished from her head as she gave into the moment.

Then Terrel broke the kiss. He stood up, offering Ashley his hand. She took it and let him lead her into his room. The door shut, and she felt his hands working on her dress. He had it off in seconds, and his lips found her breasts. She let out a sigh as his tongue swirled around her tits. Then he pressed his lips to her neck, as he worked his fingers inside her.

"Oh God! Yes!" she moaned.

She felt herself fall backward as he led her onto the bed. His hands were on her panties, shimmying them down her legs. Then she felt him position himself at her opening. He pressed against her. The head of his cock felt larger than any she had taken before. She brought her hands between her legs to help guide him in.

"Ooohhh yesss!" she moaned as he entered her.

He felt amazing, stretching her as he pushed forward. She wrapped her legs around him, bringing him deeper into her. She looked up at his muscular body, the one she had fantasized about so many times. Now it was hovering over her, giving her real pleasure, so much more pleasure than she could give herself.

"Yes! Fuck me! It feels so goood!"

He began to pick up the pace, bringing his huge member in and out of her folds. The bed began to creak loudly, just the way she had heard it in her office. The realization of the scenario she had fantasized about for so long was too much for her, and she came in a loud series of moans.

"Oh! Oh! Oh! Yes!"

She put her hands against his chest, slowing down his motions, as she came down from the orgasm that had torn through her body. She put a hand on his face and guided him down to her, bringing him in for a kiss. They made out passionately, their bodies pressed together. It wasn't long before she felt him rocking his hips into her again. She moaned into his mouth as he began to pick up speed.

"Oh, baby, I'm gonna cum," he said, breaking off the kiss.

"Yes! Oh yes! Cum inside me!" Ashley moaned, feeling her second orgasm building within her. She had never cum twice during sex, at least not this quickly, and she was amazed at the sensations exploding through her body.

Both of them moaned unintelligibly as they hit their climaxes, their bodies shaking together, locked in release. Ashley lay there next to Terrel feeling spent, her body still tingling with the afterglow of what she had just done. She didn't think about it right then, instead just enjoying what had occured. In her drunken state, it felt almost like a dream.

Terrel wrapped his arm around her, and she curled up next to him, her petite, pale frame next to his dark, muscular chest. Between the alcohol and the warm buzz of sexual gratification she was feeling, it wasn't long before she drifted off.

X-X-X

Ashley woke the next day, her head feeling foggy. It took her a few moments to realize she wasn't in her own bed. She propped herself up, noticing a warm body pressed against her. The muscular chest, the dark skin; it was Terrel. Memories of the previous night flooded into her head. She sat there in a sudden stupor, the realization of what she had done truly sinking in.

"Hey, beautiful," Terrel said sleepily, stirring beside her.

"Oh God," Ashley gasped. "This is bad. This is very bad."

She jumped out of his bed and began grabbing her things.

"Where are you going?" Terrel asked, rubbing sleep from his eyes as he watched her rummage about his room.

"I gotta go," she said. "I can't be here. This was a mistake. Oh God, what have I done?"

Before he could say anything, she had slipped on her dress, grabbed her shoes and her purse and bolted out of the room. She walked quickly through the living room, which was thankfully empty, and then almost sprinted down the hall to her own apartment. Once she was in her own apartment, she rushed to the bedroom and collapsed onto her own bed. Her breathing was quick, panicked.

What had she done? Had she really cheated on Peter that easily? How could she do that? And with her neighbor no less? She'd have to see him from now on. Worse, Peter might run into him. What if he said something that gave them away?

After staring at the ceiling for who knows how long, her mind running in circles, she decided to take a shower. The warm water made her feel a little calmer, but it didn't wash away the guilt. Neither did it wash away her memory of the pleasure she had felt being with Terrel. He was a better a lover than Peter and certainly more well endowed. Being with him had just felt so good. And thinking that just made her feel more guilty.

When she got out of the shower she went to her purse to check for her phone. She wanted to see if Peter had tried to contact her. But when she went into her bag, she found that her phone was missing. She searched all through her bedroom but didn't find it. Eventually the fact that she had left it at Terrel's set in. She let out an aggravated sigh. It looked like she would have to face him again almost right away.

She pulled on some jeans and a casual top, nothing that was in anyway sexual or flirty, and went over to the neighboring apartment. Terrel opened the door when she rang.

"Hey, are you okay?" he asked, looking down at her as he loomed in the doorway. "You rushed out of here pretty quick this morning."

"Yeah, yeah I'm fine," she said, averting her eyes from him. "Listen, I just, uh, dropped my phone in your room, I think. Do you mind if I take a look around."

"Sure," he said, stepping aside and gesturing for her to come in.

She hurried back into his bedroom, not wanting to come across his roommates and have to deal with any judgmental or leering looks. She froze as she entered the room, looking at his unmade bed. It looked so harmless, just a bed with sheets tossed to the side. But only a few hours ago it had been a stage on which her lust played out. Ashley shook her head to clear her mind and began looking around the room.

"Here, let me help," Terrel said, entering the room behind her.

She didn't feel at ease with him in the room with her, but she also figured two people could find the phone faster than one, and then she could be on her way.

It took them longer than it probably should've to realize that her phone was under the bed. She supposed that somehow in all of the action that had happened last night, it had somehow got knocked around on the floor. Once Terrel found it, she took it from him and unlocked it quickly. She had an e-mail from Peter explaining that he would be home later that night. Thankfully he didn't leave any missed calls or texts. She wasn't sure how she would explain missing those for such a long period of time.

"Okay," she said, letting out a sigh. "Thanks. I, um, should go."

"Hey, I'm sorry if things went too far last night," he said, as she moved to go. "I thought we were having a good time, and that you wanted to fool around. But I know you're married. I didn't mean to push you into something you didn't want to do."

"You didn't push me into anything," she said. As soon as the words were out of her mouth, she knew they were true. Everything that had happened last night, she had wanted it. "And it was...amazing. I just...like you said, I'm married."

"Okay, well, if I'm being honest, I'm glad we got together, even if it's just this once," he said. "You're a pretty amazing woman."

"Thanks," she said, smiling at him.

She walked towards the door of his room, then paused at the entrance. Guilt still hung around in her mind, but she realized that last night was the most fun she had had since she had come to this place. And it was the most sexual satisfaction she had ever experienced. Could she really walk out of this room and back to the life she had before? Back to not having any friends and spending so much of her time alone?

Ashley slowly closed the door to Terrel's room, both of them still inside. She turned to face him, a coy smile on her face.

"You know, on second thought, why don't you show me again just how amazing you think I am."

End of Part 1

Thanks for reading!

Ashley, Peter, and Terrel's story continues in Part Two of the series, coming soon.

If you enjoyed this story, please consider checking out some of my other stories about married women and their extramarital fun:

My Wife Entertains a House Guest

It all started when I invited my friend Rich to crash at our place after he was kicked out of his home. My wife Sofia wasn't into the idea at first, but eventually it seemed that she warmed up to Rich and began to enjoy his company. What I never considered was that she might warm up to him too much...

Want to find out if Sofia gets too close to Rich? Click here to find out...

My Wife Goes Clubbing Without Me

It's late on Friday, and I have to stay in the office and work. In the meantime, my wife has decided to go out clubbing with a friend. It's not all bad though. She told me she will finally fulfill my fantasy of letting another man take her home. But as I sit and wait for her texts about how the night is going, I have to wonder, will this work out the way I want it to?

Want to find out if it does? Click here to find out...

My Wife Negotiates My Promotion

The last thing I ever expected was to catch my wife hooking up with my boss at our company party. The only thing that surprised me more was how turned on it made me feel. Now I have to decide what feelings are stronger: my anger and sense of betrayal, or my love for my family and arousal at what I saw my wife do...

Want to see how the story ends? Click here to find out...

My Wife, His Secretary

Jen's new boss has shown a level of admiration for her that her husband, Derek, finds concerning. So when her boss asks her to accompany him to a business outing, Derek is understandably worried. However, he also finds himself unexpectedly aroused by the scenario, as strange fantasies of his wife and her boss together play out in his mind.


Will this party be all business? Or will Derek's fears and fantasies be realized? And if his fantasies do come true, what will happen to him, Jen, and their marriage afterward?

You can read this series for free on Kindle Unlimited or buy the collected edition on Amazon.
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