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		THIS IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is accidental and pretty damned impressive.

		

		THIS WORK IS NOT FOR ANY PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18 OR OLDER, DEPENDING ON YOUR STATE OR COUNTRY.

		

		The hotwife genre appeals to me. These are the books I like to read and the stories I want to tell, so thank you to those who read my books.

		

		CONSIDER THIS A TRIGGER WARNING: There is sex in this book, lots of it. If reading about people having sex with others to whom they are not married offends you, please don’t read any further. If lesbian sex is repugnant to you, please do not buy this book. Close this page and step away from your computer. There is nothing for you to see here.

		

		But if you are looking for a fun and dirty read, this is it.

		

	
		

		Introduction

		

		The temperature had been below zero, and a foot of snow and strong winds had shut the town down when two couples and a female neighbor gathered around a roaring fireplace for the evening.

		Finally, tired, drunk, and worn out, they fell asleep the way they were. Caroline’s face was between Natasha’s thighs, smelling her lover’s pussy all night and dreaming of eating her. Kristen slept sandwiched between Trapper and her husband. In the morning, she’d wake to find her hand trying to wrap itself around Trapper’s morning wood, but her fingers weren’t long enough to touch. She wondered how she’d ever be able to return to her husband’s smaller cock.

		Kristen dearly loved her husband but knew she’d never be completely satisfied by him again, except for cunnilingus. Bill gave incredible head.

		She had to convince Caroline somehow to share her husband. Maybe she’d be willing to trade nights with Trapper for nights with Bill?

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		Even though it was near the end of winter, it had been such a nice day. The sun had been out, not a weak mid-winter one incapable of sending warmth, but a brilliant yellow orb that reminded Kristen of suntan lotion and sandy beaches.

		Kristen had dressed in cut-off shorts that showed off her long, toned legs coupled with a vee-neck sweater that allowed a hint of nipple to show. Whenever she bent forward, an observant man might see down her cleavage. Kristen thought her smallish breasts were handy in many ways; still, it would be nice to have jugs men drooled over.

		“Jugs!” Kristen thought. “I’m becoming more like my husband every day.”

		Oh well, she’d have to get by with a pretty face, long legs, and a pleasant personality. At least she hoped it was pleasant. Besides, her husband Bill never complained about her tits. However, he was certainly nice to Caroline, the tenant renting the upstairs apartment in the duplex they owned.

		Caroline, never Carol, was one of the nicest people Kristen had ever met. She had beautiful, naturally blonde hair and boobs out to here. Kristen thought, laughing inwardly, that she hated Caroline for her blonde hair and big jugs.

		Kristen and Bill had purchased the duplex with a lot of help from Bill’s father and rented out the upstairs unit, charging just enough rent to pay the mortgage every month. So far, so good. Adding the extra payments they could make every other month or so brought the balance down quickly. But not as quickly as Kristen would like because something always needed fixing.

		Kristen had been so busy doing the laundry and cleaning that she hadn’t paid much attention to the radio. She’d only had it on for company as she moved mechanically about her tasks and daydreamed about last weekend.

		Bill had been after her to try hotwifing. At first she’d resisted. The idea of letting another man do … that … to her in front of her husband had seemed so wrong. Thankfully, Bill hadn’t given up.

		While they lay in bed, he’d touched her the way she liked and told her story after made-up story of him watching, his hard cock drooling, as another man satisfied his wife in ways he couldn’t. Kristen went along with it because it so obviously turned him on, and she liked it when Bill was turned on.

		His cock would get so hard it poked her as he used his hands to caress her excitable bits. The more her husband’s erection poked her, the more excited Kristen became. He’d keep talking even after he penetrated her, pretending he was the other guy fucking her.

		Kristen admitted it was hot. Then he suggested they go out for a drink, not to pick up another guy, but for her to show him the guys she might go for, you know if they were hotwifing for real.

		They’d gone to a bar with a dance floor and a jukebox. Kristen had danced all night but never with her husband. It had been a lot of fun, particularly after each slow number when Bill would ask if the other guy had a hard-on. Kristen had nearly forgotten the thrill of feeling a man’s erection pressed against her and knowing she’d caused it.

		Late in the evening, after dancing a three-song set of slow tunes with the same man, Mark had been so hard he’d asked her to stay with him on the dancefloor until he “had the situation under control.” He never did get the situation under control because they were standing face-to-face, and he kept pressing his cock against her. He had no idea just how horny Kristen had become.

		Then, he asked her to go out to his car with him, saying he was really ‘into’ her and didn’t want the evening to end. Kristen had pointed toward Bill and told Mark she was married.

		“That’s okay,” Mark had said. “I don’t mind if your husband wants to watch.”

		Kristen had surprised herself by asking for his telephone number in case her husband wanted to call it a night. “I’ll never call, you know,” she’d said.

		“Probably, but then again, you just might,” and Mark kissed her on the lips. Kristen had seen her husband's huge, shit-eating grin when she’d turned toward the bar.

		But first, Kristen had hurried to the restroom only to find that her pussy was running like a faucet. “Good God,” she’d thought. “This has me so horny.”

		That night Bill enjoyed the best sex of his life. The next night, despite Kristen’s fear that they were moving much too fast, they’d called Mark, and now Kristen was a hotwife. Whenever she thought about being with another man while Bill watched and masturbated, her stomach would flutter, and she'd want to take her panties off to flash the world.

		That was when the same slow love song, now used as her ringtone, sounded on her iPhone and cut through her daydreams.

		

		[Bill] There’s a storm coming.

		

		[Kristen] It’s such a pretty day, Bill. That can’t be right. Besides, we’re supposed to go out tonight, so you can watch Mark fuck me again.

		

		[Bill] We’re closing the office now. We don’t want people stuck here when the blizzard hits. Mark’ll just have to wait.

		

		[Kristen] I’m not sure I can wait. Do you realize how horny I am? I’ve been thinking of using the vibrator on my clitty—I’m so horny.

		

		[Bill] Hang on, I’ll be home soon. But the first thing I’ve got to do is bring in more of our wood.

		

		As she hung up the phone, she heard a clap of thunder, and Kristen turned the radio’s volume higher just in time for the weather report.

		

		[Weather man] We expect temperatures to fall near or below zero within the next two hours. This will be accompanied by wind gusts of up to forty miles an hour, and heavy snowfall, perhaps mixed with freezing sleet.

		

		This will combine to bring visibility down to near zero.

		

		This storm is “no foolin’” serious, folks. You do not want to be trapped outside or in your car. Get someplace warm, and stay there.

		

		Kristen felt a chill, even though it was still a lovely day.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Snow was already accumulating an hour later when Kristen’s husband pulled into their garage. Bill looked like he belonged outdoors, with shaggy blonde hair and a bushy blonde beard and mustache. After kissing his wife, he started moving chopped wood inside.

		He’d almost made it out the rear door and into the mud room when something he’d seen stopped him. Turning back to his wife, he said, “I like your top.”

		Kristen, having finished with the kitchen, was wearing only her cut-offs. Looking from her breasts to her husband, she’d said, “You mean these old things? They’re easy to clean, and I’ve had them forever.”

		“What would happen if I were to play with them or maybe even suckle them? They look like they could use some suckle,” Bill said, pushing Kristen’s breasts together and against his face.

		“Perhaps you shouldn’t, dear,” Kristen answered in a mock upper-class British accent while sticking her chest out. “You have frightfully much to do, and you know how one thing can lead to,” big sigh, “another.”

		“Pwerrhwps yous wight,” Bill mumbled around the nipple in his mouth.

		Kristen could swear a nerve ran directly from her breast to her clitoris, and she shivered when Bill’s teeth lightly scraped her erect nipple. It felt so good that, for an instant, she wanted to forget the whole blizzard business and fuck her husband’s brains lose.

		Instead, she cradled Bill’s head against her breast for a long moment before pushing him away. “Get the wood, dear. I’d rather know we’re going to be warm before we fuck.”

		“I’m taking that as a promise.” Bill’s words drifted back to her on a gust of frigid air.

		“Why are we doing this?” Kristen asked, picking up as many pieces as she could in her gloved hands after slipping into the tee shirt she’d let drop earlier.

		“Two reasons,” Bill answered. “So I don’t have to go outside to get wood for the fireplace, and so the wood can thaw a little and perhaps burn better.”

		“Are you thinking of using the fireplace for romance or heat?”

		“Might be for both. I wouldn’t be surprised if sleet brings down some powerlines.”

		“Why Bill, you’re just a ray of fucking sunshine,” she said playfully.

		Kristen crossed her arms over her breasts when the frigid blast reached her from the open door. The cold air would have typically made her nipples hard, but Bill had been there first. Kristen drew one of Bill’s old grey sweatshirts over her head as the doorbell rang.

		Caroline stomped her feet on the front step and hugged herself through a light tee shirt. Kristen gathered her upstairs neighbor in her arms as she pulled the woman into her home. Caroline and her husband, Trapper, had been renting from them for almost two years, and the women had become friends.

		“Christ, my titties are cold,” Caroline shivered.

		"You've got a lot of titties to get cold, girl," Kristen pointed out, looking pointedly at Caroline's large breasts.

		“Yeah,” Caroline giggled, “Just how Trapper likes ‘em.”

		“I bet the boys follow you around hoping one will fall out for them to look at.”

		“Sometimes even girls follow me,” Caroline supplied with a shy smile.

		“No kidding?” Kristen was surprised. She wouldn’t have expected it.

		“Hi, Caroline,” Bill said, dropping a pile of split logs by the fireplace. “Did you come to borrow Kristen’s top?”

		“Bill!” Kristen said with a dirty look before turning to Caroline. “I was fixing the kitchen wearing only my cut-offs when he came home."

		Without missing a beat, Caroline said, “I’ll borrow Kristen’s top if you wear Trapper’s bottoms.”

		“Deal,” Bill said, raising his eyebrows at Caroline and earning another dirty look from his wife.

		The weather report on the radio was grim.

		

		[Weatherman] “State Troopers have closed interstates 5 and 90 due to, and I quote, ‘extremely poor’ winter driving conditions.

		

		There’s no sense in reading these pages of school and event closings, all schools have been closed, and every meeting or event worth going to has been canceled.

		

		Enough said—I’m going to throw away all this paper. [Sound of paper being wadded up.]

		

		If you cannot pick up your student, don’t worry. I’ve been told that the schools are converting the gymnasiums and classrooms for their overnight guests. Since the teachers can’t get home either, they should be well chaperoned.

		

		Bill slapped his hands together to warm them and judged the fire burning on the grate. “We have electric heat,” he said, almost to himself. “but, I expect the power to go out.”

		“What about us, Bill?” Caroline said, sounding a little panicked. “We don’t have a fireplace upstairs.”

		“You can stay with us,” Kristen offered, opening the door for Trapper as the electricity failed for the first time.

		“Well, shit,” Kristen blurted. A minute later it flickered back on.

		Kristen and Caroline cooked for the next two hours while the electricity lasted and found extra blankets while the guys moved wood and rounded up extra kindling. While the women were at it, they made last-minute preparations and closed off the living room as much as possible to conserve heat.

		The four had just settled down when the phone rang, and the power flickered for the last time and finally died.

		Everyone could hear the tinny-sounding voice on Kristen’s iPhone.

		

		[Natasha] “You’ve got to help me, Kristen.”

		

		“It’s Natasha from next door,” Kristen said unnecessarily with her hand over the receiver and a look at Caroline. The guys just smiled to themselves.

		

		[Natasha] “Carl’s stuck downtown, the power’s out, and it's going to get cold in here.”

		

		Shaking her head, Caroline whispered, “She’ll just want to fuck the guys. Tell her no.”

		Bill joked, “You make it sound like a bad thing.” Earning himself a dirty look from both women.

		

		[Kristen] “Of course, Natashia, come over here. The more, the merrier.”

		

		After hanging up, Kristen turned to the others, “Well, what was I going to say? ‘Go ahead, freeze your ass off; it’s what you get for being the neighborhood nympho?’”

		“You think she’s a real nympho…” Trapper managed to get out before Caroline kicked him in the shin.

		“You’ll never find out, Mr. Trapper, so just keep your dirty thoughts to yourself.”

		Natasha frantically pounded on the front door while Bill and Trapper pulled and pushed against doors already sealed by snow, ice, and the howling wind. When they had them open enough Natasha rushed in, and Bill went to work closing up again while Trapper stared at the new arrival.

		Standing as close to the fire as she could, Natasha faced the group and shivered. Her long legs were bare, and the top of her breasts could be seen wobbling as she shook.

		Kristen put a blanket over her shoulders, to Trapper’s disappointment. At the same time, Caroline poured one of their special hot totties for her. Holding the steaming drink with both hands, Natasha asked, “This is good. What’s in it?”

		“About half the liquor we had in the house. Then mixed with this and that, and brought to a boil,” Kristen answered. “It may not protect you from the cold, but if you drink enough, you won’t care.”

		“I think I can feel it working. Oh, hi Trapper,” Natasha smiled, and Caroline glared at her husband, who hadn’t taken his eyes off the new guest's breasts.

		“So Carl’s stuck downtown?” Kristen said to break the tension.

		“Isn’t this horrible? At least you have a fireplace. I thought I was going to freeze to death.”

		“I’m sure you could have found someone to cuddle up with,” Caroline suggested with an icy smile.

		“I could have, but the men are over here. Maybe I could borrow them long enough to get warm,” Natasha said, smiling back at Caroline.

		“Do you need both?”

		“Better safe than sorry.”

		"Okay, girls," Kristen broke in. "There are enough guys to go around.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		They drank for two hours while converting the living room into one giant bed. First moving the furniture against the walls as extra insulation before spreading blankets over the floor. They drank Kristen’s hot concoction as they worked.

		“Tell me again,” Caroline was beginning to slur her words. “What’s in this?”

		“Well,” Kristen tried to remember. “I know there’s rum and vodka, plus I think I emptied the Kahlua bottle into it and added about a pound of sugar.”

		“Don’t forget the brandy and Jack,” Bill added helpfully. “Oh, and all the old codeine cough suppressant.”

		“I’ve always envied you,” Caroline said, feeling no pain as she put her arm around Natasha’s neck. “I wish I could be just like you.”

		“Do you think her boobs are real?” Trapper whispered to Bill.

		“Are Caroline’s real?” Bill whispered back.

		“Yeah, but I don’t get to play with them as much as I want.” Trapper had been drinking beer, but the cans were making his hands cold. Switching to the hot drink was probably a mistake he’d feel in the morning.

		“Why have you envied me?” Natasha had turned so Caroline’s one-arm hug became a full-body face-to-face embrace.

		Caroline answered, her cheeks pink in embarrassment and her body swaying a little from side to side, “’Cause you’re proud of who you are. I love that about you, even though you scare me.”

		“How do I scare you, Caroline?” Natasha’s lips were very close to Caroline’s, although the younger woman hadn’t yet noticed.

		“I can feel your breasts,” Caroline said, looking down. “They’re really big.”

		“Not like yours,” Natasha moved her body from side to side as each took another drink.

		"Wanta bet? I say you've got the best and biggest boobies on the block," Caroline slurred, obviously getting drunker.

		“Okay, we’ll bet. We’ll take off our tops and your bra and let Kristen decide.”

		“Hey, how did I get involved in this?” Kristen asked.

		“Cause you gots those cute little titties, that’s why,” Caroline said. “No offense, and what are we betting?”

		"Trapper. Whichever one of us wins gets to spend the night with Trapper."

		“Do I get a say in this?” Trapper asked.

		“No,” the two women answered in unison.

		“I’ve got a better idea,” Bill interjected.

		“We’re not playing strip poker,” Kristen said, stirring the liquor pot.

		“Not strip poker, but nearly as dirty.”

		“Oh, I like the sound of that,” Natasha said, still holding Caroline in a close embrace. “Is this a game where everybody gets naked?”

		“Yes, probably,” Bill began.

		“Are you going to kiss me?” Caroline asked just above a whisper while looking into Natasha’s eyes. “Because I’m too drunk to stop you.”

		“Do you want me to kiss you?”

		“Yes, but you scare me.”

		“How about a little kiss while Bill tells us about his game?”

		“Umm … ‘K.”

		Kristen had to nudge her husband to talk about the game. Trapper’s eyes went wide when his wife kissed another woman, and they grew even wider when it became obvious that their tongues were involved.

		“Here’s how it works,” Bill began again. “We’ll use the playing cards to select one woman to give instructions and tell us the dirtiest, sexiest thing that’s ever happened to her. The storytelling role will rotate, so each woman gets a chance, and the storyteller should be facing away.”

		“Meanwhile,” he continued. “The guys are paired with a woman who is not his wife.”

		“Hey,” Caroline spoke up. “I don’t know how I feel about Trapper being with another woman.”

		“You’ll feel fine about it, and do you want to know why?” Natasha asked, kissing Caroline’s sensitive throat. “Because you’ll be with another man.”

		After a moment, Bill continued. “The storyteller must give the couples explicit instructions.”

		“Instructions? Like what?” Trapper was carefully watching Natasha caress his wife’s large left breast.

		“Like fondle your partner's left breast.”

		“This game sounds like fun,” Natasha said. “But shouldn’t we take off our bras first?”

		Caroline, often a little shy, managed to remove her bra through the armhole of her shirt. Natasha took one of the hard nipples now protruding from the front of Caroline’s tee shirt between her lips while she looked down in surprise.

		“If you take your shirt off, I’ll make it even better,” Natasha said.

		Caroline answered while covering her nipples with her hands. “You scare me,” and smiled drunkenly at Natasha.

		They named Kristen’s boiling cauldron “Blizzard Buzz 23,” and nobody felt any pain. Kristen added whatever liquor, pills, or cough syrup she could find.

		Bill surveyed the crowd as the group worked out a system for selecting a storyteller and deciding which wife would be with which guy. Of course, he was intimately familiar with Kristen's body, and watching her fuck a stranger had been the sexual highlight of their marriage to date. His wife was tall and slender, with long dark hair and perky boobs. Her long legs and tight ass made her look like an expensive model.

		Bill also knew how much Kristen loved sex and having her pick of men. His wife was almost thirty, and her libido was on fire. The thought occurred to him that his wife might fuck every guy in the room before the night was over.

		He didn’t know much about Caroline except that he liked what he saw when Natasha kissed her. Bill had admired Caroline’s naturally blonde hair and large breasts since she and Trapper moved in upstairs. Like Trapper, he was mesmerized by the action with Natasha and hoped to see more of it.

		Which made him think of Natasha as he swung his eyes her way and considered her reputation. Bill wasn’t sure if Natasha was genuinely a nymphomaniac, but there was no question she was sexy. With shiny dark hair, olive skin, and breasts to equal Caroline’s, Natasha had been known to sunbathe topless in their backyard. Once, while sunbathing in much warmer weather, Bill watched her masturbate to a bucking orgasm.

		The sight had left him hard and looking for his wife. Afterward, he’d only just managed to talk Kristen out of going next door to thank Natasha for whatever she had done to excite Bill.

		The guys were a different story. Bill knew what he looked like—he should be living in the woods hunting bears. With his long hair and beard, Bill certainly looked the part. He knew that he seemed intense and not only looked strong but was strong. Bill's cock, on the other hand, was only average in size, meaning he’d develop excellent pussy eating skills.

		He knew almost nothing about Trapper except he worked in an office and appeared to be a little flabby. But Caroline seemed happy, so he must have something.

		“Okay,” Kristen called the room to order. “Here’s how we’re going to … um, go about this.”

		She paused to hold her hand over her mouth as she burped. “’Cuse me. Natasha is going to deal a poker hand to each of the women. The high hand is the first storyteller, the second best hand follows her, and the poorest hand is the third storyteller. We’ll keep the same order if we keep going.”

		“What about the guys?” Trapper asked, finishing another glass of B&B23.

		“You guys are easy,” Kristen said, and the other women giggled. “Of the two women not telling their story, one will be married to somebody, and you can’t be with your wife.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 4—Kristen

		

		A snowplow passed, and the light on top of the cab sent a revolving yellow glow into the living room. Bill opened the curtains just enough to report, "He's only trying to plow a single lane down the middle of the street, and he’s covering the parked cars in snow. It doesn't look like they're doing anything with the side streets."

		"How much snow has fallen, would you guess?" Kristen asked.

		“I can’t tell; maybe a foot?”

		“No shit,” Kristen joined Bill at the window. “We are so fucked. How much wood do we have?”

		“A lot. We’ll be able to stay warm.”

		Behind them Natasha had been murmuring to Caroline, who was idly shuffling a deck of playing cards. At one point, Caroline put down the deck, hugged Natasha, and returned the kiss to her throat before turning to hug her husband.

		“I love you guys,” Caroline said, wiping her eyes. “Trapper’s my boss, Natasha. I’ll do anything he says.”

		“Is that true, Trapper?” Natasha asked.

		“It is true.” Natasha nodded at Trapper’s answer as she speculated about them.

		When Kristen joined the other two women, Natasha dealt a hand of poker face up since there was no need to keep the cards hidden. Kristen had the best hand with three of a kind. Caroline was next with queen high, and Natasha last with no card greater than a nine.

		Caroline moved to a dark corner to sit next to Bill while Natasha picked a spot next to Trapper. Feeling brave after downing the remainder of her drink, Kristen sat cross-legged with one shoulder resting against the end of the couch and faced the wall.

		"First, everybody has to take off their pants," Kristen said. "Including me, and, oh yeah, I have a vibrator for our storyteller."

		“You don’t,” Caroline exclaimed. “I want it.”

		"You have men," Kristen picked up a second drink. "I'm going to tell you guys a deep dark secret while you start to kiss." Behind her was the sound of lowered zippers and cloth being dragged over legs. She recognized Caroline's giggle interrupted by kissing noises and felt a sudden flare of jealousy, wondering if her husband was touching Caroline's large breasts.

		There was no need to put it off. “Guys, start caressing her breasts,” more clothing rustled.

		“Here’s my secret—I’m a hotwife, which means Bill allows me to fuck other men while he watches.”

		“No, way. Is that true?” Caroline’s voice cut through the sudden silence.

		“Everything she says is the absolute truth. What she didn’t say is how much I love it,” Bill said, followed by the sound a mouth makes when sucking a nipple.

		“Your beard is so soft.”

		Natasha groaned for the first time.

		“Last weekend, we went dancing, and my husband challenged me to make a man’s cock hard. We were just dancing to records in a small bar, and one cute guy kept asking me to dance with him. I was getting hot and sweaty, so hot I asked Bill if I could fuck him, and my loving husband said ‘yes.’” Kristen's voice shook over the buzzing of the vibrator.

		Natasha groaned. "You're really big, Trapper."

		“I know, right?” Caroline said rolling to her back and pulling off her panties before putting Bill's cock in her mouth. The entire time Bill held onto the largest breast he'd felt in years.

		“Then the jukebox played three slow songs in a row. Oh, God,” Kristen continued. “I went to work rubbing against his hard-on, and I was dripping wet. I let him play with my tits, which is no big deal, but I even let him slide his hand down the front of my jeans to finger-fuck me.”

		The sound of the vibrator seemed to stop for a moment as Kristen pressed it against her clitoris. “He felt how wet I was; his finger was inside my pussy. A guy was finger fucking me on a dance floor in a bar. I was a married slut, and I’d never been so turned on.”

		“Put it inside me,” Natasha could be heard saying.

		“Nobody is allowed to cum,” Kristen said. “That’s the rule, for now.” Her voice trailed off along with the vibrator. Kristen cupped her pussy and panted. She’d been so close herself, and she wondered what was happening with her husband and Caroline.

		Caroline had never been eaten by a man with a soft beard before, and she marveled at how good Bill was with his tongue. He never once let go of her breasts.

		“When the songs ended he asked me to stay on the dance floor with him to hide his erection. Then … I’m so sorry, Bill. I never told you this part. Then I said we should go out to his car so I could give him a blow job because I wanted to feel him cum in my mouth.” The vibrator came on again. “I was so turned on I just wanted to suck his cock.”

		"Bill followed us out, but Mark—that was his name, didn't get a blow job. Instead, I bent over the hood of his truck and let him fuck me right there in the parking lot with my husband watching. After he came inside me, I got on my knees and used my mouth to make love to his dick."

		“Anyway, I was supposed to see him again this weekend. Well, now it’s Caroline’s turn.”

		Kristen stood, holding her discarded shorts tightly to her dripping pussy. “Trapper?”

		

		

		

		Chapter 5—Caroline

		

		"Trapper and I are into bondage," Caroline stated.

		"Wait, before I go on, you guys all need more practice eating pussy, so lay your partner on her back and get to work. I want to hear orgasms," Caroline finished another drink, and her words became even more garbled. She'd lost all her inhibitions. "That's it, spread her legs and dive in."

		Natasha ran her hands through Bill's hair as he spread her pussy and concentrated on her clitoris. When Natasha's moans filled the room, it was obvious Bill already had a lot of practice.

		Kristen held Trapper's head and directed him. She was initially disappointed in Trapper's skills but was determined to help him improve.

		Caroline went on with her story while even Kristen began to moan. "Trapper and I are into bondage," Caroline said again, causing both Natasha and Kristen to pay closer attention. "Not painful stuff, but I like to be tied up, and I guess it makes me feel like I have no control over the situation. Whatever happens can’t be my fault because I can’t even move."

		"This time,” she continued. “Trapper tied my calves to my thighs and then tied my thighs wide so my entire … self, was revealed."

		"You mean your pussy and your asshole?" Natasha managed to say.

		"Yes," Caroline answered loudly. "Also, he tied my arms over my head before licking my pussy, and my ass. He'd never licked my ass before, and I was just deciding I liked it when the doorbell rang."

		"I wanted him to untie me, but he said he'd only be a minute and left me like that. Then three or four of his friends came busting into the house."

		"There were five of them," Trapper said before Kristen pulled his head back to her pussy. For the first time, Bill caught sight of his wife on her back, and jealousy made his cock leak. Then he saw Trapper's enormous erection.

		"Suddenly, the light was switched on in the bedroom I was in," Caroline continued. "One of the guys had been looking for the bathroom but he found me instead. He called the whole group, 'Hey guys, look what I found.'"

		"They all came in to look at me. I'd never been so embarrassed until a strange thing happened. I became really turned on because there was nothing I could do. I couldn’t cover myself, and it wasn't my fault that all these guys saw me naked and were getting excited."

		Trapper interrupted her. "Unless you tell us to fuck her, baby, I'm going to cum on the floor."

		"Okay, guys. Fuck your woman but don't cum. If you think you're going to, pull out and rest."

		Kristen had never felt such a giant cock before. The way it stretched her hurt at first, even though Trapper was careful. She groaned at the intrusion while Bill's cock slipped into Natasha, meeting no resistance.

		Natasha had changed her position so Bill could watch Trapper's monster spreading his wife’s pussy. Kristen had her head back, and her mouth hung open. "Oh, my God, Trapper. Your cock is so big. You’re filling me up, baby."

		When his wife called Trapper ‘baby,’ Bill had to pull out of Natasha so he wouldn't cum too soon. As he watched Kristen, Natasha softly licked her essence from his erection.

		Caroline continued, "One of the guys asked Trapper if she was just for him, or could anyone fuck her, meaning me, and my loving husband said, 'go ahead guys, share and share alike.'"

		Caroline heard Kristen squealing and guessed the reason as she picked up the discarded vibrator. "I'd never pulled a train, and if I'd been asked, I'd have said I never would," Caroline ran the small vibrator over her swollen clitoris. "But it was incredible."

		"Oh, Trapper, you're going to make me cum … your cock is so fucking wonderful … I've never," Kristen's nails scratched Trapper's ass, but he didn't seem to notice.

		"It's okay if the girls cum; speaking of cum, as soon as the first guy finished inside me, another one climbed onboard while I was still cumming, and set me off again. Then I couldn't stop. I didn't even know which guy it was I just knew I couldn't stop … um, cumming. Other guys were playing with my tits, which made it even better."

		"I'm there … I'm there," Kristen yelled. "It's never been so fucking good," she cried, thinking only of herself as yet another orgasm overpowered her.

		Bill stroked his wife's hair and Trapper pounded her stretched pussy. Natasha caressed Trapper's ass.

		"Don't cum, Trapper. Please save it for me," Natasha said before crawling over to Caroline.

		"What are you doing, Natasha?" Caroline asked, surprised.

		"I'm going down on you. Now finish your story."

		Caroline leaned back against the side of the couch and spread her legs to allow Natasha to crawl between them. Her pussy was buzzing from the effects of the vibrator and remembering her train ride.

		"Then … then the last guy fucked me, and his cock was larger than my husband's. Oh, Natasha. What are you doing to me?"

		Kristen whimpered and had a final orgasm caused by Trapper slowly pulling the length of his fat cock from her pussy. Then Kristen rolled into a tight ball, holding her spasming twat as Trapper crawled across the blanket-covered floor to watch Natasha eating his wife.

		Caroline loved oral sex, but her husband, with his fat cock, only wanted to fuck. Now Natasha, who was very good with a pussy, was giving her all the pleasure she could handle.

		For a long while Bill held Kristen as she shivered in his arms before finally coming around. “I’ve never cum like that, honey. I’m sorry, but I’ve never been stretched.”

		“Maybe we should only look for guys with big cocks,” Bill suggested.

		Whispering into her husband’s ear, Kristen said, “Maybe we could work a deal upstairs.”

		Bill silently looked toward Trapper as he considered what it would be like living in the duplex under his wife’s lover.

		Trapper studied Natasha's nearly perfect ass for a time but decided he was more interested in Kristen. After all, she was gorgeous and appreciated his cock.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6—Natasha

		

		The group rested as Bill and Trapper attended to the fire, carefully, since both were naked and still nearly hard. Caroline and Kristen also brought the liquor cauldron closer to the fire to reheat the contents, and Natasha talked to her husband, sending him pictures of Caroline eating her pussy.

		"Tell me you didn't send him pictures," Caroline tried to snatch the phone out of Natasha's hands.

		"I want to send him a picture of your 'O-face. It's still your turn to go down on me," Natasha pointed out.

		"How can I do that? You're the next storyteller."

		"I'll show you."

		Caroline was supposed to be with Bill while Kristen returned to Trapper. "I'm a little sore, Trapper, and I'm not sure I can take your size," Kristen told him.

		Natasha interrupted her. "Caroline will be with me, so maybe Bill could help your soreness. You know, while you and Trapper get to know each other better."

		Natasha leaned back against the sofa and broke the rules by watching Trapper and Kristen kissing while Bill went down on his wife. After a while, Natasha lost track of the others, and Caroline learned how to please a pussy that wasn't her own.

		When Kristen took the head of Trapper's cock in her mouth, Natasha started her story. "I was alone, my husband was on a business trip, and I was very horny. I was so horny I'd tried just about everything, but that damn tickle wouldn't go away. I didn't want to get picked up, believe it or not. I just wanted to cum."

		"I would have helped you," Caroline said from between her legs.

		"I know you would have, baby." Natasha ran her fingers through Caroline's fine blonde hair.

		Trapper's cock was straining; it felt so hard and full he didn't understand why he hadn't cum. Kristen was a spectacular-looking woman alternating between sucking the head of his cock, then licking and kissing the long fat shaft, and finishing by sucking his aching balls. He found it hard to believe he could watch this perfectly gorgeous woman worship his cock without cumming.

		At times he also watched his wife make love to Natasha's pussy, something he'd never thought he'd see. It was all so hot, and yet he was able to control his orgasm better than he ever had before. Maybe it was because he’d switched from beer to Kristen's all-liquor and cough syrup totties?

		"I was so horny I did something I'd never done before or since," Natasha continued. "I used my largest, fattest dildo, and when I'd fucked myself with it and had it buried inside my pussy, I turned on the vacuum cleaner and used my new cleaning wand on my clit."

		"You didn't," Caroline said, but Natasha gently pushed her head back between her legs.

		Kristen, her face and upper chest bright red, threw her leg over Trapper's lap and lined up her pussy with his massive cock. Bill watched his wife from only inches away and moved his lower body, so his cock rubbed against the heavy blanket on the floor.

		"I did, and with that huge dildo inside me, I let the vacuum cleaner suck my clit. I kept breaking contact with it so I wouldn't cum too fast. My clitoris was getting stretched and swollen from the suction," Natasha continued.

		"Oh … shit, Trapper. Fuck me, baby," Kristen held Trapper's head with both hands as she frantically kissed him and lowered her pussy on his cock.

		Caroline would have been beside herself with jealousy and rage at any other time. But now she was only aware of Natasha's sweet, sweet pussy.

		"It's impossible to describe how wonderful that vacuum cleaner felt. It was as though it were sucking the orgasm out of my entire body through my pussy," Natasha humped Caroline's face. "I wanted to cum so badly, but I wouldn't let myself. I hung there on the edge, perfectly balanced."

		Natasha paused to kiss and lick her nectar from Caroline's face. Across the room, Kristen was using her feet to push her body to the top of Trapper's cock, before dropping down on him and screaming with pleasure.

		Caroline had never fucked Trapper like Kristen was fucking him. He'd always had to do all the work with his wife, and here was Kristen fucking him with her entire body. When Kristen began to cum her orgasms wouldn't quit. They rolled into each other as her stomach sucked in and her toes curled. Each orgasm was better than the one before.

		Bill felt himself erupt uselessly into the blanket beneath him. At the same time, a supremely relaxed Natasha captured Caroline between her thighs and coated her face as she squirted for the first time in her life. The blinding orgasm provided a kind of full-body release—a release she badly needed.

		Kristen triggered Trapper's orgasm, sending powerful throbbing jets of sperm deep inside her pussy. By then, Kristen had already passed out.

		Caroline, her face dripping, looked around frantically for someone to satisfy her, and saw the neglected vibrator. Bill pushed away from his wife and got between Caroline's legs. He was good with his tongue, and he knew it. After a few minutes, Caroline knew it, too.

		For a long time, the five of them lay on the blankets listening to the lack of noise. The heavy snowfall had created a deep silence outside as nothing else could, and anything that could make noise was coated in a heavy blanket of sound-deadening snow. Nobody moved except Kristen, who had recovered and was now slowly and lovingly licking Trapper's cock and balls clean.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7—Carl

		

		When his phone buzzed with an incoming message, Natasha’s husband had been trying to find a comfortable position on the floor of his office. Carl had been awake anyway. Not only was he uncomfortable, but outside his office, the party had only grown louder. Drawers and cabinets had been raided, and a lot of alcohol had been found.

		The young administrative assistants, paralegals and the not-much older first-year attorneys were getting to know each other. One couple had already made the mistake of opening Carl’s office door, hoping to find a quiet place to fuck.

		The incoming message so surprised Carl that he sat bolt upright. He knew Natasha was spending the night with their neighbors, Kristen and Bill, because of their fireplace and wood pile. But the picture he’d just received was a shot down the length of Natasha’s naked body and showed a blonde woman eating his wife’s pussy.

		The blonde looked familiar, but Carl couldn’t readily place her. Perhaps she was part of the couple renting Kristen and Bill’s upstairs apartment?

		“Wow, Carl,” a voice said over his shoulder. “It looks like your wife made a new friend tonight.”

		Carl turned to see Mary, one of the equity partners squatting behind him. Her short skirt was stretched tight between her well-toned thighs, giving him an inviting view of her color-coordinated panties.

		“I was hoping you’d be in here. Where can I find a friend like that?”

		“Sorry, Mary. If I knew who she was, I’d introduce you,” Carl answered. “How come you aren’t busy being seduced?”

		“Isn’t that your job?” Mary asked.

		“I’m not much of a seducer,” Carl said. “I think I’ll get some rest because for the next few weeks,” he gestured out his office window, “management is going to be busy with the fallout from tonight.”

		“You’re thinking complaints,” Mary said.

		Carl speculated, “By tomorrow or the day after, half the office will be filing sexual harassment complaints against the other half.”

		“Then I think,” Mary rearranged her face to appear thoughtful. “Our job is clear; we should tour the offices and collect eyewitness evidence to provide board management with objective information. Luckily,” she said, holding up a yellow legal-sized notepad. “I can take notes.” Carl realized Mary had been drinking more than he’d first guessed as the two stood to tour the offices.

		The overall layout was typical. Private offices lined the outside walls and surrounded a cubical farm used by the various assistants and paralegals. The first years were at the bottom of an internal stairway.

		Carl stopped to send a message to Natasha.

		

		[Carl] Mary wants to know who your new friend is. I think she’d like to trade places with you.

		

		[Natasha] Caroline from upstairs. Tell Mary to find her own blonde.

		

		Carl showed Mary the message, who studied the picture again before saying, “Let’s go find me a blonde.”

		“What about the complaints?”

		“I won’t complain if she’s any good.”

		In the third office they came to, April, an experienced assistant was fighting off a baby-faced first-year. She’d been happy to play ‘suck my face,’ but she hadn’t wanted to be fucked by the younger man.

		“Excuse me,” Carl said without knocking. “Young man, if you have nothing better to do, I have several boxes of files in my office needing to be reviewed by someone with your experience.”

		“I’ll do them, sir,” April said, straightening her skirt.

		“Thank you, April, but I think those boxes call for the skills of a highly-educated young lawyer. Please wait for me outside, and we’ll get started in a few minutes.”

		“Yes, um, sir. You do realize that it’s the middle of the night. Sir?”

		“Is that a problem?” Carl asked.

		“No, sir.”

		When he was gone, Carl turned to April.

		“I’m a witness if you wish to file a complaint against … Oh, shit. What’s his name?”

		“Dennis, sir. Dennis Wellhouse.”

		“Yes, that’s right. Young Dennis Wellhouse.”

		“No, sir, he’s just not my type.”

		Taking Carl’s phone, Mary stood next to April and showed her the picture. “Is this your type?”

		April’s face grew bright red, and she stammered. “Who are they?”

		“The picture arrived a few minutes ago, and I’m looking for the blonde woman,” Mary explained, leaning into April.

		“Why?”

		“Because I want her, and seeing as how you’re blonde …”

		April glanced at Carl, who was looking through the window having spotted one of his partners vigorously fucking a married third-year associate.

		“I guess …”

		“You guess you could be?” Mary asked, and April nodded, her face and upper chest so red they glowed.

		“Carl, April, and I will be using your office. Do you mind?” Mary asked.

		“What about Donald, or Dan, or whatever the fuck his name was?”

		April looked outside the office door. “He’s disappeared, sir.”

		After a lonely tour of the offices, Carl returned to his own office only to find April and Mary with most of their clothing gone. April was sitting in his leather chair while Mary knelt between her legs.

		“I thought the plan was for April to service you,” Carl observed, pulling up one of the guest chairs.

		“Are you going to criticize, or can you watch in silence?” Mary asked.

		“I’m happy to watch in silence as long as you don’t mind if I practice self-abuse,” Carl answered.

		“We don’t mind,” they answered in unison.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8—Kristen

		

		The weather report was grim.

		

		[Weatherman] As many of you know, the airport has been closed for several hours, and we have reports of people sleeping wherever they can find room.

		

		The baggage handlers have done heroic work bringing up already checked luggage as well as finding pillows and blankets.

		

		Radar reports show the trailing edge of this system should be over us, which means we can expect the snow to end within the next few hours.

		

		The bad news is that the snow will be followed by even more freezing rain.

		

		Unless we get some unanticipated warm air, it will take at least two days before the major roads are passable.

		

		"How much wood do we have?" Kristen asked one more time.

		"It'll be close," Bill answered as Kristen and Caroline used the diminishing fire to heat food.

		Trapper wolfed down a midnight snack of eggs and toast as Kristen put her head in his lap to gently stroke his cock and talk to it. Bill couldn't hear what she was saying, only that his wife would stop periodically to kiss Trapper's mammoth weapon.

		Stroking his wife's ass, Bill asked Kristen what she was saying.

		"It's kind of private, honey."

		"Even from your loving husband?"

		"I'm telling Trapper's cock that I love how he makes me feel," Kristen said before making her long, pink tongue flat so she could lick Trapper's cock from his balls to the head.

		"Trapper, if your wife doesn't mind, I'd like you to cum in my mouth sometime," Kristen said. Bill was surprised to hear his wife admit that this wasn't a one-night thing for her. "I think feeling your cock shoot its hot sperm down my throat would be exciting.”

		Natasha spoke up, "I hate to break it to you, but I'm with Trapper now while you tell us a true story."

		Kristen slowly drew the head of Trapper's cock from her mouth and said, "Do you want to trade? Natasha quit pulling on my leg. Oh, okay. You can have his big old cock for now."

		Kristen crawled away from Trapper as if in a huff as Caroline cuddled up with Bill. "I really like your big soft beard."

		"I like your big soft titties."

		"I love your big hard cock," Natasha said to Trapper.

		"What about me?" Kristen moaned. "All I've got is the story about the first time I was fucked by a black guy."

		The sky had lightened enough that Kristen could see Trapper sliding his erection along Natasha's slit. He started at her clitoris and ran the head of his huge cock over her vagina and down to her asshole. Natasha moaned with his every movement.

		Kristen knew it was ridiculous for her to feel such jealousy. She had a wonderful husband, and Trapper was married to her friend. But still, she thought as she squeezed her legs together, Trapper's big cock had given her more and better orgasms than she'd ever experienced; better even than using her vibrator. Now she was jealous of Natasha.

		Starting her story, Kristen said, "It was only the second time I was ever fucked by another man in front of my husband, and it hadn't been planned at all."

		"I'd been waiting for Bill to come home from work, and I was horny. I mean, really turned on. My pussy was slick, and I couldn’t stop playing with myself. I wore an old pair of grey sweatpants with drawstrings, so I could easily stick my hand down the front. Anyway, I closed my eyes and made up a story about being kidnapped and fucked by hillbillys while I masturbated, and I was right there. You girls know what I mean. I was right fucking there … when the front door opened, and Bill came in with his buddy James."

		"I couldn't stop what I was doing. Instead of jumping up, or at least taking my hand out of my pants, I just looked at James and kept diddling myself."

		"Now, Bill had talked about James, but he'd never said that James was black or six foot five with the body of a Greek god. I just looked at James and started to orgasm. I couldn't help myself, and I sure as hell couldn't stop."

		"Bill tried to keep it together. He introduced us, and James took my hand like he was going to shake it, but instead, he licked my finger, and it was coated with … well, with me, I suppose. I went from wildly turned on to insane."

		"I slid off the couch, this couch right here. Well, it was over there where it was supposed to be, and I started working on James’s pants. I could already see a big lump in the front, and I wanted that lump. I didn't even bother to look at Bill. I wanted his friend to fuck me. I was shameless."

		"My husband said, 'James, you might as well take your pants off and get this done, or we won't be eating until midnight.' James just gave my husband a look and took off his pants, and this big black cock popped out and right into my mouth."

		“I’d never seen a black cock before, and I’d certainly never had one in my face. I can tell you it didn’t taste like chocolate,” and Natasha laughed. “James was big, about like Trapper, but he never got completely hard.”

		Feeling a hand on her back, Kristen turned to see Trapper, and her face lit up. “But you’re supposed to be with Natasha.”

		“My date stood me up.”

		Kristen looked over to see Bill playing with himself as Caroline and Natasha used the scissors position to rub their pussies together. Bill split his time between watching them and watching his wife.

		“Tell them what happened,” Bill insisted.

		“I think I’d rather show you,” and she gestured for Bill to join them.

		“I didn’t want to leave my husband out, but I truly wanted James’s big cock. My pussy was drooling, so I pushed James on his back,” Kristen did the same with Trapper, and his mammoth cock pointed back toward his face.

		“How did James like that?” Bill asked, already knowing the answer.

		“He wasn’t pleased. He thought he was in charge, and he was going to tell this white girl what to do,” Kristen laughed. “But I had a plan.”

		“Then what happened?” Bill asked, kissing her neck.

		“Well, I lined up my pussy on his big cock, like this. But, before I took it in, I moved his cock around my cheating cunt to get it good and wet like this.”

		“You rubbed his big cock on your cunt?”

		“I was feeling as dirty and nasty as a married woman can get, and I was thinking with my cunt.”

		“What did you do when you had him wet enough?” Bill asked, licking her asshole.

		“I pushed him inside me, I’m a little swollen now, but then again, I was swollen when it happened.” Trapper’s fat, trembling cock slowly disappeared inside Kristen’s pussy.

		“Oh, Trapper. I love your fat cock.”

		Across the room, Caroline looked up, but Natasha wouldn’t stop moving against her pussy and Caroline went back to concentrating on being scissored.

		“Then I fucked him, and when everything was nice and juicy, I bent way over him and reached back like this to spread my ass cheeks apart. I hoped my husband would know what to do.”

		Bill dripped a lot of lubrication on his cock and spread what was left in his hands on his wife’s rear entrance. “With James’s cock in your pussy, your asshole was squeezed very small, like it is now. So, I have to use a lot of lubrication to get inside.”

		“I’m being fucked by two cocks!”

		“I can feel his big cock inside you, and we’re rubbing against each other. There’s almost nothing between us,” Bill said.

		“It’s so good when you both fuck me. Some part of me is gripped between you. But even better, my pussy lips are being pulled by Trapper’s big cock and the nerves in my asshole are going crazy from feeling my husband. It’s so fucking good.”

		Kristen was crying as they got their rhythm right. “I’ve never felt so good. I love both of you,” tears ran down her cheeks. For a long time, Kristen was caught between Trapper's massive cock in her pussy and Bill's smaller one in her ass. Bill added more lubrication from time to time until his wife began to buck.

		Natasha pressed her face between Kristen and Trapper’s bodies to lick Kristen’s swollen clitoris. The extra stimulation proved to be too much, and Kristen didn’t know what was happening to her, only that it was huge.

		Every muscle in her body began to tighten; her thighs quivered, and then her entire body shook. Sweat covered every inch of Kristen, and it felt like a faucet had been turned on inside her. She was melting when a total body wave washed over her. The feelings were so good they hurt, but she wanted more, and she wanted it to stop at the same time. She was shaking when her orgasm crossed the line and consumed her. Her husband exploded in her ass, and his hot, burning cum filled her only seconds before Trapper sent scalding bursts deep inside her cervix.

		Bill’s cock had never been long enough to cum as deep in her vagina as Trapper, and the sensation of his red-hot cum made Kristen shriek her final release. Her last thought as she collapsed on Trapper’s chest was, “I hope I’m pregnant.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 9—Next Morning

		

		They fell asleep the way they lay. Caroline’s face was between Natasha’s thighs, surrounded by the aroma of her lover’s pussy, as she dreamt of eating a wet, aroused cunt. Kristen slept sandwiched between Trapper and her husband. In the morning, she woke to find her hand wrapping around Trapper’s morning wood, but her fingers weren’t long enough to touch. She wondered how she’d ever be able to return to Bill’s smaller cock.

		She dearly loved her husband but knew she’d never be completely satisfied by him again. Except for cunnilingus, of course.

		

		[Weatherman] Well, I’ve been here with you all night—that was some storm, wasn’t it? The official count is fifteen inches of snow, and I can tell it was a significant snowfall just by looking out the window.

		

		The police are busy responding to emergency calls. We have reports that several people have died due to the storm, and we’ll have more information for you as soon as we can get it.

		

		Traffic is light, no surprise there. City buses have been chained, so a few are operating on a significantly reduced schedule. If you need the bus, my advice is to be patient, and maybe it’ll be along. What can I tell you?

		

		Schools are closed, but some businesses are open. If you have a job in a grocery store, you should probably head to work.

		

		There are a lot of stalled cars and trucks on the roads, and many of them have been buried under the snow and aren’t visible, so be careful.

		

		“We should walk down to the store,” Kristen was surprised to hear Bill’s voice from behind her.

		“Get ready, Bill. I’ll be along in a few minutes.” Trapper’s cock was growing harder, and Kristen wasn’t about to get up until she knew how he felt about having a piece of ass for breakfast.

		They heated water over the fire so Bill and Natasha could clean up. The noise they made covered the sound of Kristen taking Trapper’s cock in her mouth, thinking, “I should be ashamed of myself, but I need this cock.”

		“I don’t feel like we’re done, at least not until the electricity comes back up,” she heard Bill say casually as he moved away from the window.

		Taking Trapper’s erection from her mouth, Kristen asked, “What do you want to do?

		“You want to fuck Trapper, Caroline wants me to eat her, and Caroline, in turn, wants to eat Natasha,” Bill answered. “So that settles it—Natasha gets on her back while Caroline gets between her legs, and I eat Caroline from behind.”

		“And Trapper,” Trapper adds. “Fucks the shit out of Kristen.”

		Two hours later, everyone was hungry for actual food. Bill was finishing a breakfast of scorched toast when Kristen crawled out from under the blankets. “You been fucking Trapper?’ He asks.

		“Yes, I can’t help myself. I’m sorry, Bill.”

		“How does Caroline feel about you taking over her husband?’

		“I can’t ask her—she’s had her head in Natasha’s pussy all morning. How do we clean this up, Bill?”

		“You have to talk with her. Just you two, wife to wife. There’s no other way that I can see.”

		Long minutes later Kristen and Caroline stood just outside the back door, bundled as though about to head over the ice to the Pole. The sun reflecting off the hard crust of snow was so bright it hurt their eyes.

		“I have a confession to make,” Kristen started. Her head was pounding from the combination of liquors she’d consumed the night before.

		“You want to take Trapper away from me,” Caroline guessed. Her eyes would have teared up, but it was too cold. “He’s my husband, Kristen, and I love him very much. But, after last night, I’m not sure he loves me.”

		Kristen looked at her friend in alarm and moved to hug her. But Caroline stepped further away.

		Kristen said emphatically, “I don’t want to take Trapper away from you.”

		“Then what do you want?” Caroline sounded as though she couldn’t trust what Kristen said.

		“I don’t want to fall in love with him, and I certainly don’t want him to fall in love with me. I want to borrow him, or to be correct, borrow his cock from time to time.”

		“How do you see this working, Kristen?” Caroline faced her friend looking unhappy. “You get him for a week, and I get him for the next week?”

		“Nothing like that, but I’m unsure how the details would work. Let me ask you, do you have an interest in occasionally trading your husband for mine?”

		The question caught Caroline off guard.

		“Because,” Kristen continued. “Natasha and Bill would like to spend more time with you.”

		“Really?” Caroline answered in surprise. “What about Natasha’s husband?”

		“Apparently he’s only interested in watching Natasha with other people. From what she told me, he no longer wants to have actual sex.”

		“You’ve been busy this morning,” Caroline commented. “All so you can fuck my husband.”

		“Please tell me you’ll think about it so we can go in before I freeze my ass off,” Kristen stamped her feet on the ice-covered steps.

		“I’ll think about it.” Caroline made no move toward the back door as Kristen waited impatiently for her. “Your husband and Natasha really know how to please a woman.”

		“Yes, they do.”

		“Trapper’s cock is too big for me, and sometimes I need a break from him,” Caroline was thinking out loud and looking toward the blue sky but with her eyes closed. “Okay, Kristen, you have a deal. How often do we make the switch?”

		“How about every other weekend?”

		Caroline nodded slowly before turning to Kristen with a smile. “Now you can hug me.”

		“One more thing,” Kristen said. “I might be pregnant.”

		

		

		

		Other Hotwife Books

		by Thomas Roberts

		

		My Shameless Pornstar Hotwife

		

		Melanie might have retired from being a hot in-demand pornography actress, but she still knows how to have spicy no-holds-barred fun with her husband. Then she’s recognized by a powerful, black cop who wants to possess her. He has the one thing she needs more than anything else. Will she return to Paul, or will he lose her to a BBC alpha-male stud with a badge?

		

		Awakening The Horny Bride

		

		Bridget is sexy, lusty...and poor. She jumps at the chance to marry a billionaire's son, but there's a catch: She has to provide him with an heir, which means being faithful to her new husband. Temptation and someone irresistible seem to be stalking her. Can the horny hotwife leave her exciting, no-holds-barred lifestyle behind?

		

		I’m Cheating On You!

		

		"I'm cheating on you." David should have realized it already. The clues had been right there to see if he'd only paid attention! Now shocked outrage is warring with his lusty curiosity as he stares at his gorgeous young hotwife. "Tell me about the men you've been seeing," he demands before his courage fails. "One at a time." His whole world changes when she doesn't only tell him...she shows him!
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