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1: What are the odds?

“HOLY SHIT, CHECK THIS OUT!”

We were in his father’s man cave - a dusty old garage that was detached from the house. This was the place Jeff’s dad had ironically dubbed “The Palace.”

Looking around, it was anything but.

It was a glorified storage shed with an old television, a beat-to-shit faux-leather couch, neon beer signs, a rickety and barely working fridge, and the smell of stale cigar smoke seemed baked into every nook and cranny of the place.

But this was where Jeff’s dad came to relax and there was a certain charm about the place that was undeniable.

We’d always tried to sneak in when we were younger. We knew that was where his old man kept his old Playboys and other lewd paraphernalia. But we’d never been successful.

Until today.

It only took his old man kicking the bucket to get us inside.

Now that Mr. Hickman was dead, we pretty much had free run of the place and Jeff had found the motherload.

Sadly, we were both married with kids at this point and well into our late-thirties. The magic of finding a secret stash of old Playboys and Maxims and other softcore material just wasn’t there anymore.

And it certainly hit differently when it was after such a somber occasion as your best friend’s dad’s funeral.

But there we were, beers in hand, exploring the place we’d always wanted to have access to. We’d excused ourselves from the gathering inside the main house, cracked some beers and lit up cigars outside on our way to the detached garage and decided to go exploring.

All in honor of the late, great Mr. Hickman. A true one-of-a-kind. They didn’t make ‘em like that anymore.

“Vick, holy shit. You gotta see this,” Jeff repeated.

For the time being, he was all cried out and seemed, at least on the surface, happy. Maybe he was just happy to be away from all the mourning family and friends. I don’t know, but I was glad to see him smiling.

I walked over to where he was standing. He was hunched over a dusty, plastic storage bin filled to the brim with Playboys, Maxims, and other goodies.

He started hauling stuff out and stacking it on the floor for further scrutiny.

Then something caught my eyes.

A Wild Girls vol. 4 DVD case.

There were more than a few, sexy young college girls on the front, smiling with pulled up t-shirts or bikinis, stars had been photoshopped onto cover their exposed breasts.

“God, would you look at that?” I said, picking one up and blowing some of the dust and debris off the jacket. “Wild Girls.”

Now, some of the magic was back.

“Man,” I said, “remember these commercials? They used to come on late at night and they’d give you that sketchy 1-800 number to call and order?”

Jeff looked at the cover and smiled.

“Oh yeah, I used to try and jack off to those commercials,” he said with a chuckle.

I turned it over to examine the back and a peculiar tingle went down my spine just then, but I didn’t know why.

“I always wanted to see what was actually on one of these things,” I said, placing the DVD back down on top of a ready-to-topple stack of nudie mags.

Jeff picked it up and handed it to me.

“Well, wonder no more my friend. It’s all yours.”

I looked at him with a raised eyebrow.

“It’s what my dad would have wanted,” he said with a smirk. “You got a DVD player at home?”

I thought for a moment.

“Yeah somewhere, but I can’t bring this home. Wendy would kill me.”

He looked at me like I was the dumbest man in the world.

“So don’t show it to her, numb nuts,” he said and pushed past me. “Now, come on. Let’s see if we can find the old man’s pot stash. I know he kept some in a coffee tin somewhere back here.”

I watched Jeff rummage through storage as I flipped the DVD over in my hand again.

Another peculiar feeling came over me as I examined the photos on the front and back more closely.

Did I know one of these girls?

Nah. Couldn’t be.

They were all blonde, young, and pretty.

But still…there was something striking me as quite odd. Like I was missing something obvious.

“Bingo!” Jeff shouted, breaking me out of my stupor. He held up a dusty bag of shake. “You wanna get high?”

I hesitated, then nodded.

“I think we should,” I said, “it’s what your old man would have wanted.”

Jeff smiled and found some papers and began rolling a joint.

. . .

I GOT HOME LATE that night. Wendy and the kids were sound asleep and I was still a little stoned.

And for some reason, I was horny.

Maybe it was the DVD I’d brought home and concealed in my jacket like I was some high school kid.

Or maybe it was…something else?

I don’t know.

All I do know is that without much conscious thought, I went down into the basement, rummaged through our storage closets and hauled out our old DVD player.

To my amazement, it was pretty easy to hook up to the TV in the basement and that we hardly used. And, biggest shocker of all, it still worked.

I pressed the power button on the remote and waited for the TV to fire up. I switched it over to Input 3 and powered up the DVD player. I pushed the open button and watched with amazement as the empty came sliding out.

It wasn’t all that long ago that this was new, cutting edge technology. Now it was virtually useless, collecting dust and taking up space in the basement.

Until that fateful day, that was.

I pried open the DVD jacket, pressed the little button in the middle of the disc to pop it out and I placed it gently in the tray. I gave the tray a little nudge and it began to slide backwards and into the bowels of the machine.

For a moment, nothing happened. It was just a black screen. Oh well, I thought. Guess it doesn’t play anymore.

But then the menu popped up. Remember those? DVD menus? Man, what a time to be alive.

I selected ‘Play from beginning’ and sat down on the couch.

I don’t know what I was expecting or planning to do.

Jerk off? Really? A man in his late  30’s jacking it to some old, nostalgic softcore relic from his youth? Was that what I was going to do?

I felt pathetic and a little dirty but truth be told after two kids and ten years of marriage, let’s just say Wendy and I weren’t exactly getting it on with any kind of regularity.

Not that there was anything wrong with our marriage. Things were generally good and we still loved each other, but that spark or that passion or that…whatever you want to call it…was gone.

Until I popped that DVD in.

That set off a chain reaction of events that would not only reignite the spark, but get us traveling in a direction as a married couple I never even dreamed existed in real life let alone would be one that we’d willingly exploring.

It all started out innocently enough. Just what you’d expect. Hot, young, drunk college chicks on spring break or some other tropical party vacation romp getting talked into flashing their tits or making out by the man (or men) behind the camera.

It was just a lot of tits, thongs, and girls kissing girls.

Nothing I hadn’t seen before on the internet once upon time.

But about midway through, that all changed.

It wasn’t just some randos from way back when flashing their tits.

It was suddenly someone I knew. Someone I knew very well.

That’s why I felt weird when I looked at the box. She was on the back cover.

She was blonde in the video and had since changed to a brunette but there was no mistaking it. Not a chance in hell. I knew who it was right away.

She may have been a fresh-faced twenty-something but I’d recognize that face anywhere.

And then, as if I needed more confirmation, she said her name.

“Hey, what’s your name sweetheart?” the sleezball behind the camera said. I could tell she might have been a little tipsy, but she was plenty lucid. She knew what she was doing. Her devil-may-care grin said as much.

“I’m Wendy,” she said.

My stomach did a backflip as my heart leapt into my throat. It was my wife. My Wendy.

“You wanna show us your tits, hon?” Sleezball said.

Without hesitation she lifted her white tank top and flashed them to raucous cheers from the crowd. There were other girls with her too. Sorority sisters maybe? Whoever they were, they weren’t friends of hers that I recognized but we’d met after college anyway.

They joined in the fun.

This went on for about five or so minutes. Wendy flashed her tits willingly and often, in all I counted about half a dozen times.

Then it moved on to another party in another time and place.

In complete shock, I exited to the menu to try to see if there were any kind of credits or cast list anywhere.

But I didn’t find anything.

What I did find was a “hidden” section of the menu called “hardcore coeds.”

Like a fool, I clicked it.

And there was Wendy.

Completely naked on a bed in what I could only assume was some sort of production bus or RV these sleazeballs in the production crew traveled around in.

There was another girl with her who was also completely naked.

They were making out and fingering each other.

Holy shit. I didn’t know these DVDs ventured into this kind of territory and HOLY FUCKING SHIT it’s my wife who’s the one doing it. My wife!

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing and I couldn’t look away.

I didn’t know whether to be hurt or angry or turned on.

But the raging hard erection in my pants was trying to make my decision for me.

The footage was raw, unedited, totally in the moment as it happened kind of stuff.

After a few minutes, the other girl in the scene left the bed. Maybe she was going to get sick or something.

Either way, it was suddenly Wendy on the bed all alone. She made a pouty face at first but then laid back and started fingering herself.

She knew the camera was still rolling and she decided to put on a show.

After a few moments of soft whimpering, she looked up and gazed straight at the camera and smiled.

“I want you,” she whispered.

I gulped hard. What did she just say?

“What was that sweetheart?” Sleezball said.

“I want you,” she repeated.

“Oh yeah?”

Wendy nodded her head.

“Alright,” Sleezball said, “but my friend is here too. I can’t leave him hangin’. You gotta take care of both of us. Think you can handle that hon?”

Wendy bit her lip and nodded enthusiastically.

My stomach dropped as the camera faded to black and then cut to another scene of two naked chicks making out on the same bed.

Wendy wasn’t one of them.

I reached for the remote and shut off the TV.

I was in shock.

And I was hard.

I didn’t know what to do.

So, rather than deal with my feelings, I walked to the bathroom and rubbed one out.


2: The confrontation

I DIDN’T SEE WENDY until later the next day. I passed out on the couch late that night. I’m not embarrassed to say that after I rubbed one out, I went back and turned the DVD back on and re-watched the scene with Wendy.

I also combed through the rest of the footage and realized she appeared quite a bit. Mostly just flashing her tits with other girls.

But she seemed to get more screen time than just about anyone else.

Clearly, she was a favorite of this Mr. Sleezball extraordinaire that was running the show. And after seeing the bonus scene where she enthusiastically agreed to “take on” both Mr. Sleezball and his friend at the same time, I had a pretty good idea why.

The thing was, as angry as it made me, as much as it shocked me and shook me to my core, as much as it so radically altered the way I saw my wife and who I thought she was, it also turned me on.

To a degree that both thrilled and scared me.

In total, I watched that scene five times that night and retreated to the bathroom to relieve the pressure it caused each and every time.

Eventually, I passed out on the couch in the basement.

I awoke with a start and horror as I peered through sleepy eyelids and realized I’d left the TV on with the DVD menu brightly flashing with half-naked college girls adorning the screen.

Thankfully, it was still early and no one was up yet.

I got up, popped the DVD out of the player and put it back in the jacket. I walked upstairs to my office and carefully hid it at the bottom of a drawer under some stacks of paper and books. A place I was reasonably sure no one would accidentally stumble upon it.

I was a little hungover and felt like some fresh, cold winter air would do me good. So I went for a walk to gather my thoughts and clear my head.

By the time I got back, I knew what I had to do. But Wendy was gone to yoga class and the kids were dropped off at a friend's house for the afternoon and would be sleeping over.

I took a shower, made some coffee, got the DVD out of the drawer and planned out what I wanted to say and the confrontation with Wendy I knew I needed to have.

. . .

IT WAS AROUND NOON, I think, when Wendy got home from yoga. I was seated at the kitchen table drinking an ice cold beer to calm and steady my nerves. But it wasn’t really working. My heart thrummed in my chest when I heard the garage door go up and realized the time had come.

I had the DVD on my lap, out of view. I guess I was planning some big reveal or something.

Wendy came in through the laundry room which was off to the side of the kitchen.

“Hello?” she called out. “Vick?”

“In the kitchen,” I replied.

She walked in and took off her jacket. I couldn’t help but stare. She was nearly twenty-years older now and no longer blonde. But damn if she still didn’t look incredible. Years of pilates and yoga had kept her trim, fit, and toned.

I was thankful for that. I really was. But after watching that Wild Girls DVD and seeing her behave that way - well, let’s just say I was looking at her in a whole new light.

It was strange, sitting there, waiting for a way to broach the subject. It felt like I should be mad, but I wasn’t. At least, that didn’t feel like the exact right word for it. It was close. But not quite precise enough.

I suppose upset and confused get closer to home, but even still, those words don’t capture what I was feeling and perhaps no words ever could.

“Where were you this morning?” she asked, hanging her coat over a chair and walking over to get a glass of water.

“Went out for a walk,” I said.

“Oh,” she said, a little surprised. “I guess I just assumed you slept at Jeff’s last night.”

I shook my head no.

“How’s he doing?” she asked. She’d gone to the funeral with me but didn’t come back to the house for the after-service gathering.

“You know, alright,” I said absent-mindedly.

“What time did you get home?” she asked.

I shrugged.

“Late,” I said.

She eyed the beer in my hand.

“Hair of the dog?”

“Yeah,” I said, “something like that.”

She took a sip from her glass of water.

“You want one? There’s a couple more in the fridge.”

“Umm, no. Not right now. Are you alright, Vick?” she asked.

“Yeah, why?”

“It’s just, you’re being awfully short with me and you seem, I don’t know detached or something.”

I chuckled. She was right. I did feel detached. Like I was having an out of body experience and I supposed I was being short with her. Which was maybe not fair.

Better to just rip the band aid off and…well, I don’t even know what I was hoping would come from this situation - this confrontation.

I guess I just needed to air it all out and talk it over with her. I couldn’t exactly keep this knowledge to myself, could I?

She’d kept it from me all these years and I wanted to know…why.

So, I ripped off the band aid.

“Maybe it’s because of this,” I said as I pulled the DVD out from under the table and slapped it down.

Cards on the table time.

She was on the other side of the kitchen when I plunked the Wild Girls DVD down on the table. She cocked her head to the side and squinted her eyes.

I could tell she was more than a little confused.

“Why don’t you come and take a look and you tell me what it is,” I said, folding my arms.

“Okay?”

Wendy put down her glass of water and walked over to the table and bent over to see what I’d placed on the table.

I watched her face for a reaction.

She tried to play it cool, but I could see it plainly. She went white as a ghost and her eyes lit up with fear and recognition. The words she would speak next simply didn’t match her body language.

“What the fuck is this, Vick?” she asked with a tone that was attempting to frame me as some kind of weirdo in this situation.

“Doesn’t look familiar?”

“Why would some porno DVD look familiar to me?” she said, but I could hear her voice breaking and noticed a small trembling.

“Don’t lie to me, Wendy,” I said calmly.

“I’m not - Vick - what are you - I’m not – where did you get this?”

She was stammering and stuttering now in disbelief.

“Wendy, stop,” I said. “Just stop. I already watched it. I watched it. All of it. I saw you.”

She bit her lip as it started to quiver.

“Where did you get it?”

“Jeff gave it to me, we went rummaging through his old man’s stuff last night – not important,” I said, steering the conversation back to the matter at hand.

Then my heart broke and my stomach dropped. I could see tears welling up in her eyes. What was I thinking ambushing her like this? I was being an asshole for no reason. Was I even mad? No.

I was something else entirely. I thought back to what I’d seen and how much it turned me on.

Then she made a break for it.

She turned away and stormed off toward the steps to go upstairs.

“Wendy, wait – I’m sorry, stop!” I called after her. I stood up and chased her and grabbed her arm and pulled her back into me so I could hug her.

She fought me at first and then relented. She was still fighting off the tears but she was shocked and upset.

“Wendy, I’m sorry. Just wait,” I said, “I’m not mad.”

She paused and looked at me sideways.

“You’re not?”

I shook my head no.

Then she let out a gasp.

“Oh my god, Vick? What the fuck?” she said, looking down at my crotch.

My face felt flush and must have been bright red as I looked down and realized I was hard and my boner was pressing right into her stomach as I hugged her.

Shit.

I rubbed the back of my neck.

“Well, shit. I mean, I said I wasn’t mad.”

She squinted at me and studied my face. I think she thought this was all some kind of sick joke.

And maybe it was. I didn’t know what the hell was going on.

So, I just went in for a kiss and started making out with her hard.

She was unsure at first, but then gradually loosened up and let my tongue slip inside her wet, warm mouth.

Before I knew it, she was reaching down and caressing my cock with her hand and kissing my neck.

I don’t think either of us knew what the hell was going on, but we both knew we were suddenly very turned on and very interested in each other.

It wasn’t time to look a gift horse in the mouth.

There would be plenty of time for that later.

I picked her up and slung her over my shoulders and carried her upstairs to pound her brains out.

For the first time in what must have been years, we made passionate, raw, intense love and probably had the best sex we’d ever had in our entire time together.

And that was only just the beginning.


3: What do we do now?

AS WE LAY next to each other, reveling in the feeling of post-sex bliss, the question had to be asked: what do we do now? And more importantly, that question had to be answered.

Wendy was the one to ask it.

“Okay, what just happened?”

She turned to face me.

“What the fuck just happened, Vick?”

I could tell that as the feeling of arousal and orgasm subsided, she was still kind of in shock and to be honest, so was I.

I ran my hand through my hair and exhaled as I thought of what to say.

“I don’t know, Wendy…is this real? Was that really you on that DVD?”

Of course, I knew the answer.

It was her.

It was all just so hard to actually believe.

Wendy froze for a moment and took a deep breath.

“It was me. A me from a different life…” she said, trailing off. Her eyes suddenly held a thousand-yard stare.

“I’m sorry, Vick. I should have told you, I should have…I don’t know. It was just something,” she took a deep breath.

“You regretted doing?” I offered, finishing her sentence.

She looked at me as if I just slapped her or said the most offensive thing in the world. She shook her head no.

“Regretted? No. I’m not ashamed of my past,” she said and then paused thinking of what to say next.

I was already shocked by her answer. She wasn’t embarrassed or ashamed? Was she proud? My mind flashed back to her face when she was told she’d have to take care of two guys at once.

That devil-may-care grin.

Yes, that was it. She was proud. So…why keep it a secret?

Then, as if reading my mind, she continued.

“I only kept it a secret because I know how society sees that kind of thing. I know how men see that kind of thing. I know what people would think about me and I don’t want that. They have no right to know me like that or to think of me in that way,” she said.

She was getting worked up now with righteous indignation.

Then she took a deep breath and calmed down.

“I never thought those videos would see the light of day anyway. He told me it was all for his own personal use. Looking back, I guess that was stupid and I think I even knew it wasn’t true. Probably, some part of me found the idea thrilling.”

I looked at her and didn’t know what to say, so I just let her keep talking.

“And then, I don’t know, a few years went by. I met you and fell in love with you and I just wanted to leave the past in the past. I didn’t want to tell you because I knew how you’d react.”

Then she looked down at my cock and raised an eyebrow.

“At least, I thought I knew how you’d react.”

I cleared my throat.

“And how was that?”

She rolled her eyes and huffed.

“Like every other guy out there. You’d act like it was some big deal. Like I was a slut. Like I was somehow impure. Like I was damaged goods. I don’t know, take your pick. That ridiculous double standard. Guys want to be players and sleep with everything that moves but then they want to settle down with a good girl with a low body count but who’s somehow still sexually adventurous and experienced and a freak in sheets! How’s that supposed to work, Vick? Huh? Tell me how that all adds up?”

She was huffing and puffing now with anger and rage. I think she saw the shocked look on my face and calmed down. She put a hand on my arm.

“Sorry. It’s just –”

“Wow,” I said, “I never knew, I mean I just, I had no idea…”

“Of course, you didn’t,” she said, her voice softening. “It’s probably my fault for never bringing it up.”

I looked down at the sheets.

“I don’t…I wouldn’t feel that way about you…you could have told me.”

“Really? If I told you about this part of myself when we first started dating you would have been totally cool and wanted to keep seeing me? Really?”

Her voice was rising again. And she probably had a point.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe not.”

She raised her eyebrows as if to say I told you so.

“Well, I don’t feel that way now…” I said, my voice trailing off.

She looked back down at my cock and smiled.

“I know,” she said wryly. “But, you know…you never really answered my question.”

Question? What question? Where were we? Who was I?

“I didn’t?” I stammered.

“No. You didn’t,” she said, tracing a line down my chest with her index finger. “You never answered, what the fuck was that?”

I gulped as she lightly ran her fingernail along the top of my shaft, sending a chill down my spine as my cock began to awaken from its post-orgasm slumber.

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, I think you know what I mean,” she said. Her voice was sultry and sexy. I did know what she meant, but I didn’t want to say it out loud.

“I do?”

She nodded.

“So, tell me. What was that?”

I took a deep breath and tried my best to articulate what I was feeling.

“I don’t know. I guess it just turned me on to see you being so…free and open like that…”

“Really?” she said, wrapping her hand around my cock. “Is that all?”

“Well, seeing your tits didn’t hurt…”

“But you see those practically everyday and in person,” she said, not quite buying it. And she was right. That wasn’t really it.

“Did you enjoy seeing me kiss another girl, was that it?”

My cock got harder at this. But while it was extremely hot, I had to be honest with myself that wasn’t quite it.

“Yeah, that was pretty hot…but…”

She tilted her head to the side.

“But what? What else was there?” she suddenly seemed more concerned than sultry.

Had she forgotten about what was on the bonus footage?

Then her face lit up with recognition and a wry smile spread across her lips.

“Ahh, there was something else. Wasn’t there?”

I gulped and nodded.

“What was it?” she asked.

I took a deep breath.

“You were on a bed…” I started. She nodded along, encouraging me to keep going.

“And uhh, you were making out with another girl. Fingering each other.”

“Mmmhmm,” she said, watching my cock grow in her hand.

“But then uhh, she had to leave. And I guess, then you told him - the camera guy - or whoever that you wanted him.”

She kept nodding along.

“But then he told you that you’d have to take care of him and his friend…”

She started stroking me a little faster as she closed her eyes. I wondered if she was thinking back to that memory and what she might be seeing in her mind’s eye. The possibilities filled me with a sickening dread and an all too sweet feeling of lust and excitement.

“And then what?” she whispered.

“And then he asked you if you could handle that…and…”

“And I said I could,” she whispered, finishing my thought. Then she squeezed my dick a little tighter in her hand and opened her eyes, gasping.

“Oh my god, Vick. Look at how hard and big you are.”

My own eyes went wide at the site of my engorged manhood.

It was true.

I was much harder and noticeably bigger than what I would say was normal for me.

What was happening here?

“Is that what this was all about? Did that get you into this…mood?”

I wanted to say no, but the evidence as it were was incontrovertible. How could I argue with what my eyes could plainly see?

I gulped and nodded.

“What a naughty boy…” she said, whispering in my ear as she nibbled on my lobe and sucked on my neck between words. She was stroking my cock harder now and getting me very worked up.

“You liked the thought of it, huh? Of your wife, taking on two guys at the same time…”

I gulped and nodded again.

She was silent for a few moments while she jerked me and gently nipped at my neck and ear. Then a thought apparently occurred to her.

She gasped.

“Would you like to hear more about it?” she asked.

My reaction to this question was so overwhelming I thought I might pass out.

YES! Please dear god, YES! Tell me. TELL ME EVERYTHING!

That was my inner dialogue at least. Outside I tried to play it cool. Or perhaps I was just simply too overcome with excitement to speak.

“I remember everything about that night,” she said tantalizingly into my ear. “That was my first M-F-M threesome.”

“M-F-M?” I asked dumbly.

“Mmmhmm, male-female-male…some people call it a devil’s threesome. But I think it’s gotta be about the closest thing to heaven there is…” she whispered, almost hissing in my ear.

Whatever area of my skin wasn’t already broken out in gooseflesh was soon covered in the tiny bumps as my arousal seemed to keep finding yet another gear, another level to reach which I’d not known previously existed.

“So, do you wanna hear about it, Vick?”

I gripped the sheets with both hands, knuckles turning white.

“Yes,” I said through gritted teeth. I wanted to hear. Yes, it’s true. But I also didn’t want to come before it was time. Before she had a chance to really get going and with each stroke, with each teasing, tantalizing sentence that was getting dangerously close to happening.

Her face lit up and she studied me before diving into her story.

“Maybe I underestimate you after all,” she said. She placed a hand on my pecs and pushed me back up against the pillows and headboard.

“Alright, baby,” she said, “I’ll tell you all about it, just sit back, relax, and let me take care of you.”

I did as she said and found myself able to relax just a little bit as she launched into her story.

She teased for what felt like an eternity, simply squeezing my cock and then letting up on the pressure. Not stroking or talking, just squeezing and torturing me a little.

When I thought I couldn’t take the anticipation any more, she began.

“I was a good little slut for them,” she whispered, “first, I crawled over to the foot of the bed where they were both waiting for me. I could see they were already hard and ready to go from watching me and my friend make out and play with each other’s pussies.”

She giggled.

“You know, I don’t even remember the girl's name, but I remember her pussy tasted really sweet on my fingers. Like candy.”

I gulped.

“But you know what was even sweeter?”

“What?” I whispered.

“The big, fat, juicy cocks waiting for me at the foot of the bed.”

“What did you do with them?”

She bit her bottom lip.

“I started rubbing my hands up and down on their jeans, feeling how hard they were. Then they both whipped them out at the same time. Baby, they were so big and juicy. You have no idea.”

I gulped again. This was already verging on too much detail, too much to handle, but I still wanted to hear more. Had to hear more.

Then I asked what seemed to me, for some reason, the most natural question in the world.

“Bigger than me?” I asked. I wasn’t huge by any stretch. But I always assumed I was pretty respectable in the cock-size department.

“Oh, much bigger,” she said with a wink. Which made me wince as some kind of strange, twisted pleasure-pain vortex struck me deep in my core.

“I just wanted to worship those big dicks. So I laid down on the bed so they could stand over me and smack me with them.”

“Smack you with them?”

“Mmm, yeah they were beating their cocks, gently of course, against my forehead and cheeks and mouth. It felt so good having their hard cocks slap against me. It was making me so wet.”

“It was?”

She nodded.

“Then, I wanted to taste them.”

“Yeah?”

“Mmmhmm, both of them…at the same time…”

“At the same time?” I could believe my ears.

“Yeah, I put both of them in my little mouth at the same time and stretched my mouth so wide I thought my lips were going to rip. It got me so hot and worked up. I started going crazy, Vick. Oh my god, you have no idea how hot it was.

“Then, I stood up and got between them. One of them gripped me up from behind and started massaging my tits and kissing on my neck while the other one got down on his knees between my legs and started running his hands up and down my thighs before he started fingering and licking my little, pink pussy.”

She shuddered and closed her eyes.

“Mmm, two sets of big, strong hands groping and working all over my tight, young body. I was in heaven, Vick.”

So was I right then.

The intensity of the feeling was simply impossible to describe.

I pictured a younger Wendy, blonde, early twenties. Two sets of hands, strong hands, older hands maybe, but experienced, working over her body. I shuddered.

“Do you want me to keep going?” she whispered.

“Yes,” I said through gritted teeth. “Please.”

I did my best not to sound like I was begging, but I don’t think I did a very good job.

“I came almost right away from his tongue between my legs,” she continued.

Gulp.

“After that…I lost all control. I dropped down on my knees between them and went back to sucking them off but this time it was hard and rough. They took turns fucking my face with their fat, meaty cocks, making me choke and gag on them like a complete whore. It made me feel so…good to be so bad for them. Do you understand that, Vick? Being bad for them felt good. Great, actually.”

I nodded that I understood and hoped she’d keep going.

“After a while, I was ready to get fucked. I wanted to feel them inside me.”

I gritted my teeth.

“At the same time?” I asked.

She laughed and thought about it.

“Mmm, no. We didn’t quite do that, it would've been hot though,” she said. “Don’t you think?”

I exhaled sharply.

“Yes.”

She continued.

“I got up on the bed and laid down. One of them knelt down by my head and offered me his cock to suck while his friend got between my legs and got ready to shove himself inside me. I could feel the head of his cock pressing against me and then before I knew it, I was stretching out and he was inside me. Deep inside me. After a few thrusts, I could feel him all the way in my stomach…”

I thought of young Wendy again. Sorority girl Wendy. On spring break, with blonde hair and no inhibitions. Just discovering her sexuality and how good it can feel. She has a cock in her mouth. A huge cock. And another huge one between her legs that’s so deep inside her, she can feel it in her stomach. I can’t understand what that might feel like but I can imagine what it might look like.

And it sent me right over the edge as I imagined her tight tummy rising up as he thrust himself inside her and falling down as he pulled back, ready to strike again.

My orgasm bubbled over with a ferocity I’d never experienced before.

I let out a loud, guttural scream causing Wendy to gasp with surprise and then squeal with delight as she watched globs of white, sticky come spew forth from my tip and all over her hand as she kept milking me harder and harder until it seemed every last drop was out of me.

“Oh, Vick,” she kept whispering over and over again. “This is sooo hot.”

All I could say was, “I know, I know, I know.”


4: Going through changes

FOR A FEW DAYS things seemed to go back to normal. Sort of. Then one day at work, I got a text from Wendy:

Come home early today…I have a surprise for you :)

I responded immediately asking what was up, but got nothing back from her. After fifteen minutes, she sent another text:

I’m waiting…and horny…

It was mid meeting and I almost spat out my coffee as I saw the text come through with an image attached that was just a picture of her hand in her pussy.

I quietly excused myself from the meeting and made up some lame excuse about not feeling well and simply darted out of there.

The whole ride home I was in a nervous sweat. I was hard as rock too and it was really hard to focus on anything but Wendy’s texts.

What was going on?

It wouldn’t be long before I would find out.

When I got home, I anxiously put the car in park, jumped out and practically sprinted inside. It was about midday so I knew the kids would still be in school for several more hours.

As I walked inside through the laundry room and into the kitchen, it was eerily silent.

“Hello?” I called out.

I waited a few seconds.

“Hello?” I said again, this time a little louder.

After a long second, Wendy finally replied.

“Upstairs,” she said.

I put my briefcase down on one of the chairs by the kitchen table and rushed up the steps, taking two at a time.

By the time I got to the end of the hallway, I was nearly out of breath.

The door to our bedroom was only open by a crack but I could make out the shape of my wife’s body laying on the bed.

“Come in,” she said sweetly when she sensed I was standing right outside.

I gave the door a nudge and stopped dead in my tracks.

It wasn’t Wendy in our bed. It was some other woman. A woman with blonde hair –

I did a double take and realized what I was seeing.

It was Wendy. She’d dyed her hair blonde. The same blonde hair she had in the video.

She got up on her knees and reached out her hands toward me. She was wearing purple and black, lace lingerie.

It was jarring at first to see her with blonde hair. But she looked sexy as all hell. It really, really suited her.

I walked toward her in a stunned daze.

“Wow,” I whispered.

She giggled and smiled as I sat down on the bed in front of her.

“You like?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Good,” she said. Kissing me on the cheek and making her way to my lips.

We started making out, but something felt off. It felt like I was being watched.

I pulled back from the kiss for a moment and it turned out I was right.

We were being watched.

Or, more accurately…filmed.

There, in the corner of the room, Wendy’s phone was mounted on a tripod.

“What? What’s that?” I asked.

She flashed a devilish grin at me and wrapped her arms around my neck.

“Well,” she said in that sultry tone she’d been using a lot lately, “I thought maybe you and I could make some videos of our own.”

I shook my head. I was hardly able to believe my ears.

“Wait, really?” I asked.

She bit her lip and nodded.

“Really.”

“Like, what? A sex tape?” I asked.

“You don’t want to?” she asked, suddenly looking disappointed.

“No, no. It’s not that. It’s just –”

“Don’t you think it’d be hot?”

I took a deep breath. Sure. Yes, of course it would be hot. What guy hasn’t at least thought about the idea of making a sex tape with his girlfriend or wife at one time or another?

But it all just felt like too much too fast.

What was going on here? What had I unlocked inside Wendy by bringing home that DVD?

There she was, after ten years of marriage and the last five spent with sporadic, vanilla sex, and suddenly she’s dying her hair blonde and asking me to come home early from work so we can film ourselves fucking?

Was this real life? Was I going insane?

I felt her hand creep down to my crotch and begin to caress my hardening manhood and I realized all those thoughts, questions, and rationalizations would simply have to wait.

There would be time for all that stuff later.

. . .

I MADE WENDY delete the video. I took one look at my pasty ass flailing in the air as I tried to fuck her as hard as I could and I couldn’t watch anymore.

“Oh come on,” she said, playing with herself a little as I turned away. “It’s fucking hot.”

“Wendy, please. I’m serious. This was a bad idea –”

I think she could tell I was upset and so she sighed and said, “alright, fine.”

“Thank you.”

The whole experience left me thoroughly unsettled, but also wondering if I was making a huge mistake by not leaning into this new side of my wife.


5: What does it all mean?

TO SAY SHE STARTED acting strange after that would be an understatement. And it also wouldn’t really tell the whole story.

I started acting strange on top of her strangeness.

It wasn’t really the blonde hair that bothered me. In fact, I quite liked that part.

And I don’t know if it was so much the attempt at making a sex tape either, although that was certainly stranger than the hair change - and I didn’t like the final result.

All of a sudden though, Wendy, my sweet, calm, relaxed, and go-with-the-flow wife who was, for the most part only marginally interested in sex, was suddenly an insatiable nymphomaniac whose thirst simply could not be quenched.

I know, I know. Poor me.

The irony is not lost on me. Most guys - heck, probably all guys would kill for this kind of revelation and transformation from their wife at age thirty-nine after ten years of marriage and two kids.

This was an ultra-rare, special kind of situation.

But it just didn’t sit well with me.

At least, not at first. I guess maybe I just needed time to digest it all. Obviously, these were things from her past that she herself did and remembered - remembered very fondly apparently - and so of course she was already comfortable with them and had digested them and what they meant or didn’t mean a long time ago.

I’d only had a few weeks.

For starters, the words “first M-F-M threesome,” were stuck in my head on a loop.

First? Did that mean there were others?

Probably.

And why did she feel the need to specify that it was M-F-M? Were there other threesomes that preceded it that were M-F-F or F-F-F or whatever the fuck?

Again, I guessed the answer was probably.

At a certain point I realized these were questions that I would just need to ask her.

The only problem was every time I brought it up, she would enthusiastically agree to tell me all about it while she jerked me off or we had great sex.

Yes. I know. Poor me.

Looking back, I see how ridiculous it all sounds now (or maybe it doesn’t, I don’t know) but those first few weeks or months after the DVD discovery were emotionally turbulent for me despite all the great sex I was having.

Moral of the story: Wendy had done a lot of sexually adventurous stuff before she met me. Stuff I’d never even dreamed of let alone thought she’d be into.

It was intimidating I guess and made me self-conscious and defensive.

But I’d be lying if I said it didn’t all turn me on.

The thought of her being this sexually adventurous, anything goes kind of girl who’d been with dozens if not hundreds of lovers (and yet still chose me) thrilled and pleased me in a myriad of twisted ways.

Then she dropped a bomb that really pushed me to the limit and would test the very foundation of our marriage.


6: Taking the leap

“WE SHOULD HAVE a threesome,” she said one night while the two of us were just sitting there in bed, reading.

My heart immediately leapt up into my throat.

I looked over at the woman who had become so strange and foreign to me. Her blonde hair falling down around her shoulders. I looked her up and down and for the first time really noticed how much she’d changed. She was slimmer. Healthier looking. More vibrant. She’d always done yoga and pilates to maintain as she put it. But now she was hitting the weights too. Running several times per week and the results were…wow.

Was she doing it all because of this? Because of the DVD and how it had set her off, reignited her sexual lust and provided a connection to her sordid past that she apparently so sorely missed?

“I’m sorry, what did you just say?”

Of course, I’d heard her. To my dismay, my cock even jumped a little when she said it.

She looked down and noticed it was growing a little and raised an eyebrow.

“Not like that…” she said, biting her lip. “Not like a fantasy. I mean like in real life. For real.”

Gulp.

Suddenly my head was spinning.

“You mean like me, you, and…”

She was nodding along with me as the wheels turned in my head.

“Another person?” I asked finally.

“Mmhmm,” she said. “And I think you know what my preference would be…”

Some people call it a devil’s threesome. But I think it’s gotta be about the closest thing to heaven there is…

The words she’d whispered in my ear what seemed like many moons ago suddenly echoed in my head and caused my body to break out in gooseflesh.

My cock was instantly hard but my brain was screaming, NO! NO! NO!

If it turned me on so much, why was I so afraid? Why did I have such polar and opposite reactions in two separate sections of my being? It felt like two warring factions that would eventually, given enough time, tear each other apart unless they learned to compromise and live with one another.

“I don’t know,” I said, unsure of what words to use to express my inner conflict.

“Or, you could watch me have a threesome,” she said with a wink and giggle. My cock almost burst when she said that.

Then she placed a hand on my shoulder.

“Relax, I’m just kidding. It’s just you like hearing about my sexual adventures so much I thought you’d probably enjoy watching them live.”

Then she got on top of me and straddled me.

“Wendy,” I said, trying and failing to resist her advances, “this is all moving a little fast…don’t you think?”

She took a deep breath then grabbed my cock.

“I think you’re afraid is all. I think this,” she said, squeezing my cock, “is all the proof we need, don’t you? Whenever I talk about my past or about doing multiple guys at once, you get harder and bigger than I’ve ever felt you before. And then…” she laughed before continuing, it was sweet but it also made me feel a little dumb.

“And then we have the best sex we’ve ever had. I’ve felt closer and more connected to you physically than I ever have before. We’ve always connected on an emotional level but now…I don’t know, this is deeper, you know?”

I looked down, embarrassed. She did have a point. But other guys? Real, physical humans with real cocks and everything?

“Besides, I love you,” she whispered. “I only want to be with you this way. This doesn’t change any of that. If we brought another guy or another person into our relationship it would be purely sexual. Nothing more. Think of them like a sex toy or something, we’re using them really when you think about it because this is all for us.”

My heart was melting as my cock continued to get harder and harder.

She was right.

She was totally and completely right.

Why was I being such a prude?

Why couldn’t I just man up and admit that it turned me on? That I liked the idea of my wife pleasing other men besides me? That I enjoyed this wild side of her? That I liked hearing about her wild past and what it did to her and to me and to us?

What was I so afraid of?

Why couldn’t I just take the leap?

I shut my eyes tightly as she pulled my cock out and caressed it with both hands. I exhaled sharply as the soft sensations vibrated up my shaft and throughout my body.

“Okay,” I said, whispering in her ear. “Alright. Let’s do it.”

I opened my eyes and met her gaze.

We stared deeply into each other’s souls.

We were both on fire.

We were ready to take the leap. I could see the excitement in her eyes as she finally realized I was serious and she let out a squeal of delight.

“Really?!” she exclaimed, “Oh, Vick! Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

She began kissing me all over my face and neck and pecs.

“You are the sexiest man alive,” she said.

Then she hopped on top of me and slid herself down on my pole and rode me until I exploded deep inside her.


7: Are we really doing this?

IT WAS MUCH EASIER than I would have thought to find a willing third participant for this sexual adventure Wendy and I were about to embark on together. There’s plenty of swingers and lifestyle “hookup” sites out there and there’s more people than you’d think that are looking for this kind of arrangement.

Don’t believe me? Check it out for yourself.

But we found someone in our area within about a week, a young college-aged man named Chris.

He was young, hung, and in fantastic shape.

Exactly what Wendy was looking for.

I guess, in a weird way, it was what I was looking for too. I certainly didn’t want to share my wife with some old, fat slob, with a small cock.

Weird to think about it that way, but there you have it.

We exchanged some messages with Chris, snapped a few photos of Wendy to send for his approval and he then returned the favor.

It was a pretty simple and painless process really.

After that, we picked a date and made arrangements to meet downtown on a Saturday night. Rather than meet at a stuffy bar or a seedy lounge over drinks in a dimly lit setting, we decided to go bowling.

It seemed like a fun, low pressure way to get to know each other and if things didn’t mesh, we agreed we could all go our separate ways.

Wendy and I got there first.

She was wearing a black crop top and blue jeans. Her blonde hair was curled and down and she looked hotter than I’d ever seen her before.

For my part, I cleaned up pretty well by keeping things simple. Khaki chino pants and a long-sleeve henley. Details for which I know you have no care, but I’m including them anyway for balance.

We grabbed our shoes, a pitcher of beer, and headed to lane 11 to get things set up and wait for Chris to arrive.

He wasn’t late, we were just early.

Chris showed at five o’clock on the dot.

He was tall, I’d guess about six-foot-two and built powerfully. He had dark brown eyes that almost appeared black from certain angles and a chiseled jaw.

Wendy approached him first and with great enthusiasm, wrapping her arms around his neck with a big hug and kissing him on the cheek.

I watched him intently and I could tell he was more than pleased with how Wendy looked in person.

“You must be Vick,” he said, extending his hand for me to shake. I took it and squeezed hard but still I felt his grip might pulverize my hand.

“Hey, Chris. Nice to meet you,” I said. “Beer?”

“A beer sounds great, thank you.”

I grabbed the pitcher and a plastic cup and poured one out for our new friend. Our new friend who, if all went well, would be leaving Lucky Lanes with us and coming back to our hotel room to join us in, as Wendy liked to call it, a devil’s threesome.

A peculiar tingle went down my spine as I contemplated this thought. Fantasy was well on its way to becoming reality and it was giving something like an out of body experience to be thinking of these things while the three of us got acquainted in a bowling alley over drinks and appetizers.

Are we really doing this?

It appeared we were.

After we exchanged pleasantries, I punched our names into the computer and started our first game.

We’d book the lane for two hours so we’d have plenty of time to bowl and relax before moving on to the main event.

“Alright, Wendy!” I said, clapping. “Ladies first. Show us how it’s done.”

Wendy giggled and grabbed a ball from the rack.

Chris and I both watched her shimmy her tight, toned ass past us and up to the line.

I turned and watched him admiring her form.

“You ever done anything like this before, Chris?” I asked, drawing his attention away from Wendy’s backside.

He turned to me and smiled, he put his hand on the back of his neck offering a sheepish grin.

“Yeah, a few times.”

“Cool, cool,” I said, unsure where to take the conversation.

So everyone was experienced here except me. Cool, cool.

“How about you guys?” he offered.

I figured I’d spare him Wendy’s sexual history and just go with the facts.

“No, we’ve never done anything like this before. First time.”

He offered me a reassuring smile.

“Well, don’t worry,” he said, picking up a bowling ball and getting ready to take his turn. “Nothing to be scared of. Remember, it’s just fun.”

He turned and walked up to take his turn.

“Just fun,” I repeated under my breath as I nervously chugged the rest of my beer and watched Chris hurl the rock with ease down the lane and get a strike.

“Just fun…” I said again as I watched Wendy celebrate with Chris.


8: It’s all happening

THE TWO HOURS of lane time whizzed by and before I knew it, it was do or die time. Chris was off using the restroom as Wendy sat on my lap waiting for him to return.

“So, are we really doing this?” I asked, feeling a little buzzed from the pitchers of beer we’d downed together.

She smiled and kissed me.

“I’m game if you still are,” she said, “and remember, this is about us. Not him. I love you.”

These words were, apparently, all the reassurance I needed.

“I love you too,” I said.

Wendy gazed over my shoulder and practically licked her lips with lust.

“Mmm, he’s so hot…” she said, “I can’t wait to play with him and you at the same time. Feel how wet I am.”

She grabbed my hand and shoved it down her pants.

“Wendy!” I protested, “There’s people around, families with kids.”

“Shhh!” she said, “I don’t care.”

I relaxed and felt her, briefly. But it was enough. She was gushing with juices between her legs. She was hot, bothered, and ready to go.

Chris arrived back to our spot and we both stood up.

Wendy cleared her throat and gave me a nudge.

“So uh, shall we?” I said to Chris

He raised an eyebrow.

“You guys sure?” he raked his eyes over Wendy’s body. “Because I am so totally down.”

“Oh, we’re sure,” Wendy said with a smile.

Then she took us each by the arm and allowed the two of us to escort her out of the bowling alley which drew more than a few curious looks from the other patrons in the establishment.

The three of us walked, linked together like that, down the three city blocks it took to get back to our hotel.

We went upstairs and that’s when the fun started.

All my inhibitions and misgivings, whichever ones remained, would simply have to be put to the side for later. There was no time for that now. No turning back.

It was all happening.

. . .

THINGS ESCALATED QUICKLY once the three of us were safely back inside our hotel room and the door clicked shut and locked behind us.

My natural instinct was to let the more experienced hands guide things and so I deferred to Wendy and Chris.

Thankfully, Wendy chose to walk over to me, rip off my shirt and then start making out with me while Chris got undressed on the other side of the room.

He stripped down to his boxer briefs and joined us. He started gripping Wendy’s ass cheeks with both hands and got down on his knees and started licking her pussy from behind.

My cock hardened to steel as I realized this was not at all unlike the story she’d told from her Wild Girls DVD days. This was almost exactly how that threesome began if I remembered correctly.

Two sets of hands…

As we made out, I took care to grip and caress her tits in my hands, tweaking and pinching her nipples to drive her wild with excitement.

She tilted her head back and let out a soft moan and reached down, grabbing a handful of Chris’s hair and using it to press his face harder into her pussy as he licked it.

I could hear his wet tongue lapping at her slit.

Just when I thought we were about to make her come, she pushed us both away and got down on her knees.

“Take those cocks out boys, I need you both in mouth,” she said, folding her hands in mock prayer.

Chris stood up as I dropped my trousers to the floor.

We each raced to haul out our logs and offer them to Wendy.

My cock was respectable, maybe average or a little above average with some healthy thickness to it.

Or so I thought.

But after Chris whipped his out, my barometer for respectableness was radically altered.

It had to be as thick as a soda can, long and with a curve that went up and to the right a little.

Wendy gasped when she saw it.

I couldn’t tell if she was scared or excited. Probably, it was a little of both.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. “Would you look at that?”

I already was of course, but I took her point.

She reached up and took each of us in one of her hands and began stroking us to life as she turned her gaze back and forth between our meaty, fleshy sticks.

“Mmm, I missed having two dicks to play with,” she said, opening her mouth wide, “it’s been too long.”

She placed her wet mouth on the head of my cock and began to suck and slurp as she stroked Chris off with her free hand.

“Damn,” Chris said, admiring her as she sucked my cock. “Head game is strong. You are one lucky man.”

Wendy looked up and smiled at him with my cock still in her mouth. Then she gently spat me out and took a deep breath.

“You’re about to be one lucky man too,” she said as she moved her head closer to his cock. She brought it to her lips with her hand and gave the bulbous, dark pink head a kiss. Then her tongue flicked out as she licked around it and along the underside of his shaft.

Then she was opening her mouth wide to take him inside. She practically had to unhinge her jaw to accommodate his obscene girth.

My eyes went wide with excitement as I watched my wife sucking another man’s cock. It was really happening right in front of my eyes. She was trying as hard as she could to get as much of his fat prick down her throat as possible. But she was only able to go about a quarter of the way down before she gagged and spat him back out, gasping for air.

She looked up at me and smiled.

“How was that?” she asked, grabbing Chris’s cock that was glistening with her spittle and saliva, preparing to try again.

I exhaled sharply as she continued stroking me with her other hand.

“You look so sexy,” I whispered. She smiled and winked and went back to sucking Chris’s dick.

This time she got about halfway before she had to tap out and spit him back out. It was admirable. Sexy. Hot. Depraved. All of the things.

My insides roiled with lust and jealousy as it seemed my cock would never be soft again.

She looked up just then and licked her lips.

“I want both of you in mouth at the same time,” she said.

Chris shrugged and gave me a look that said I’m game if you are. It’s your call man.

I thought it over. Our cocks would be touching, which made me a little uncomfortable. But then I imagined what Wendy would look like with both of us in her mouth at the same time and I relented.

I shrugged back.

“Open your mouth,” I said and both Chris and I grabbed our cocks and shoved them in her greedily little mouth.

“Mmmm,” she moaned as she started playing with herself while she sucked us.

After a while she went back to blowing us one at a time until she was so worked up she couldn’t take it anymore.

She stood up and pulled me over to the bed.

“Come on, Vick, I want you to fuck me with that hard, fat cock of yours while I suck him off,” she said.

She got down on our fours atop the bed and offered me her ass so I could fuck her from behind.

Chris knelt down in front of her head and she began blowing him while she waited for me to enter her dripping wet slit.

I licked my fingers and ran them along her pussy making sure it was slick and ready to receive me.

Then I grabbed my cock and shoved it right in.

There was no resistance whatsoever.

It was wet and warm. Like moist velvet.

I gritted my teeth as the sensations of her sex washed over my shaft and sent tingles up and down my spine.

“Fuck baby,” I whispered, “you’re so wet.”

Wendy could only moan in response as I watched her head bobbing up and down on Chris’s cock.

Within a few moments she was coming all over my cock and squirting a trickle of her juices all over the bedsheets.

I’d never made her gush like that before and must admit, I felt quite proud.

Why hadn’t we done something like this sooner?

I found myself wondering why in the world I had been so worried about this in the first place.

But in just a few moments, as Chris and I switched places, I would get a stark reminder why I was worried.

I watched with depraved excitement as his fat head split her right down the middle and made her gasp for air. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she was coming in seconds flat. She gushed for him. She squirted a literal geyser’s worth of juices as he pummeled and pounded her insides.

She screamed and wailed like a whore as Chris destroyed her with pleasure and pain.

“OH MY GOD!!!,” she roared as a second, earth-shattering orgasm overtook her. I watched, my depraved excitement reaching new heights, as she staggered around on the bed on all fours, dick-drunk and thoroughly fucked out.

She looked possessed. Out of it. Not all there.

But she looked up at me and smiled.

“This is fucking amazing,” she said, totally spent and out of breath. “Come get this pussy baby, come get this used fucking pussy. I want you to come in me while Chris comes right down my whore throat.”

It all came naturally to her, being the slut, playing the whore.

It shocked me to hear her speak like this, but it thrilled me to no end and we were both all too happy to oblige her request.

We switched places once more and I slipped back inside her used pussy.

Feeling how stretched she was from another man sent me over the edge with a jealous, raging, lust that made me fuck her harder than I’d every fucked anything in my life.

I got deeper and deeper with each stroke until I was unleashing a torrent of seed inside her belly.

She came as I came and then Chris exploded down her throat shortly after.

Wendy swallowed every last drop and licked her lips as she turned around to watch as my seed slowly spilled back out of her and trickled down her quivering legs and onto the bed sheets.

Within a few minutes, Chris and I were hard again and Wendy was begging for round two.

Of course, we were happy to grant her request.


9: Is this the end…or just the beginning?

A FLUKE FINDING led us to that point. But we didn’t end up stopping there. Later that week Wendy would make a confession to me: she never deleted the video of us fucking.

At first I was mad.

Then curious.

So, we watched it together.

This time, I watched more than three seconds and Wendy showered me with compliments.

It did get better.

In fact, it was hot.

We’ve watched it several times since and we’ve made a bunch more.

Maybe someday we’ll film some adventures with other people but for now, it’s just something we do between the two of us.

As for Devil’s threesomes?

We try to schedule at least one a month, sometimes two if we have the time.

This adventure we’ve been on has taken our relationship to new heights I never even imagined possible.

We’re closer and more in love than we’ve ever been and I don’t see us slowing down anytime soon.

Why would we want to?

I can’t believe I ever had trepidations about this.

The other day, Jeff asked me if I’d watched the video yet. I told him, nah. I threw it away. Not something I needed at my age and it was true.

I had Wendy. And her wild past was something we could share together, in real life, and while we were at it, we could make memories that we could look back on with just as much fondness.

A wild past of our own.

THE END
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1: 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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*

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It woke us up.

This is what we’d been missing?

It was exciting and fresh and new and sexy.

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

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

It was beautiful. But you already knew that.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Like I said, hangups. You know?

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

“Hey,” she said with a delicious smile.

“Hey,” I said back.

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

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

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

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

She was tight and toned.

Trim where it mattered and thick where it counted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready to go to the beach?”

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

*

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I just saw a weiner.”

I shook my head in confusion.

“I’m sorry, what?”

“A weiner. I just saw one.”

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

“Wait, a weiner?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Should we find another beach?” I offered.

She waved me off and finally regained her composure.

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

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

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

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

We said cheers and took long pulls.

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

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

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

“Isn’t it beautiful?” I said.

Melody took a deep inhale, and then exhaled sharply.

“It sure is,” she said breathlessly.

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

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

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


*

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

She turned toward me and her face turned bright red.

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

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

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

Funny how that works.

“I think you know…” I said.

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

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

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

“What is it?” I asked nervously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m sorry, who…what?”

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

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

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

“How can you be so sure?”

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

“I just am,” she said, breathlessly.

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

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

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

I smiled back smugly.

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

She sighed and rolled her eyes.

“Oh, I’m sure.”

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

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

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

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

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

What an idiot I was.

“Sorry,” I muttered. “You’re right.”

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

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

END OF PREVIEW
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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? 
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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).
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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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