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    Chapter 1 
 
    Whoever invented open floorplan offices should have been burned at the stake, I thought for the 100th time that day, bringing my hand up to run my fingers through my short brown hair in frustration. The horrible, flickering illumination cast by the bank of bluish fluorescent bulbs above, the constant tick of the neighboring keyboards churning out whatever mindless drivel their owners had been tasked with, and the nearly total lack of privacy made every second more unbearable than the last. And hanging above it all like a threadbare tapestry of discordant sound, the incessant ringing of dozens of individual telephones, each of which had a ringtone more annoying than its fellow. 
 
    Leaning back in my padded chair with an irritated sigh, I locked my fingers behind my head, letting my eyes roam over the tiny, depressing cubicle that made up my workday world. A flickering computer screen formed the centerpiece of a low Formica-topped work surface, with a small desk lamp standing guard beside it and a tangle of multi-colored wires drooping off the back to disappear into the stygian darkness beneath.  
 
    A streaked whiteboard to my left bore a list of menial daily tasks I had yet to accomplish, while the right-hand wall bristled with a hodge-podge collection of personal photographs pinned to the cork that lined the wall of the cubicle, most of them showing my lovely wife Erica posing next to one landmark or another that we had visited on one of our annual vacations. 
 
    Swiveling in my chair, I leaned forward and ran my index finger pensively along the edge of my favorite photograph. It was a picture that I had taken of my wife while we were vacationing in the Bahamas three years ago for our two-year anniversary. In it, Erica, radiant as usual, was leaning against a gnarled palm tree on the beach, showing off her succulent, long legs in a jet-black bikini that contrasted starkly with her pale body. Her shoulder-length blonde hair was pulled back into a cute ponytail and a large pair of dark sunglasses perched jauntily on her small, upturned nose, making her look like a Hollywood starlet.  
 
    Erica had complained about her lily-white skin the whole trip, casting an envious gaze at the other women on the beach, with their deep, bronze tans. She burned easily, seemingly unable to tan, a legacy of her Irish grandparents, but that was fine with me. I liked her porcelain-white skin. It somehow fit her. And from the looks she had gotten from many of the muscular black men on the beach, I wasn’t the only one who found her attractive. 
 
    As I gazed at the picture, remembering, I noted again just how revealing that swimsuit had been. The small black triangles of fabric that covered her nipples left the sides of her magnificent, large breasts almost totally uncovered. And I recalled with fondness how she had asked me to help her shave so that no stray hairs would extend beyond the edges of the tiny suit bottom. 
 
    That had been a memorable vacation on many different levels: the beach, the waves, snorkeling, dancing, margaritas… We had had a grand time. But this, the swimsuit in the picture was the thing that most stuck in my memory. Never before and certainly never since had my wife ever worn anything so revealing in public. It hadn’t been the peak of the tourist season, and the Bahamian beaches had been fairly empty, but still, my wife had been practically naked! It was a thought that I still found wildly exciting, even three years later. 
 
    My recollections were suddenly cut short by the jarring ring of a telephone to my left. Snapping out of my reverie, I glanced around to see if I had been caught daydreaming, then turned back toward my keyboard and once again began to input another sequence of mind-numbingly inconsequential figures into the computer. As my fingers worked, I couldn’t help but overhear my best friend Steve, talking quietly into the telephone in the next cubicle. 
 
    “Hey Baby! What’s up?” 
 
    His wife, Alice, I thought. 
 
    “Tonight? But you just saw him last night!” 
 
    Saw? Saw who? I rose cautiously to my feet and peeked over the edge of the cubicle, my curiosity getting the better of me. 
 
    “Sure! No, I don’t mind,” he said. After a moment’s pause, he cupped his hand around his cell phone and said quietly, “Why don’t you invite him to the house? I mean, it’s not like he doesn’t know you have a husband! The videos from last night were hot, but I want to watch this time!” 
 
    Watch? What the fuck?! Was he talking about what I thought he was talking about?  
 
    I sat down quickly, so that he wouldn’t see that I had been eavesdropping but, as luck would have it, plopping down in my seat caused it to creak loudly and, when I glanced toward Steve’s cubicle, I saw him peering around the edge at me, a knowing look in his eye. Dammit! I was busted! 
 
    “Alright, then, I’ll see you tonight!” he said into the phone, his voice even and controlled, his green eyes never leaving mine. My face burned with shame. 
 
    As he brought the phone down from his ear and pressed the screen to disconnect the call, he rolled his office chair back out of his cubicle, facing me. 
 
    I raised my hands apologetically, “I’m sorry, man! I didn’t mean to listen in!” Shit, I was embarrassed! 
 
    “No biggie! You’re probably wondering…” 
 
    I shook my head, cutting him off, “Listen, Steve, we’ve been friends a long time. You don’t have to explain anything!” 
 
    “I know. I know. But if you’d give me the chance, I’d kind of like to,” he pressed. 
 
    I stared at him for a moment, unsure what to do. Shit! Any way you sliced it, this was bound to be an uncomfortable conversation. But, he had caught me eavesdropping and, if he wanted to explain himself, I at least owed him that. Who knows, maybe Steve needed somebody to talk to. And, there was definitely no denying the fact that I was curious as hell! 
 
    “All right,” I sighed, grinning at Steve. “If you want to tell me about it, go ahead.” 
 
    “Not here. After work. We’ll go to O’Malley’s.” 
 
    “Okay. Sounds good!” 
 
    Steve nodded, satisfied, and then rolled himself back into his cubicle. Seconds later, I heard the sound of his fingers flying over the keys and turned my attention back to my own work. 
 
      
 
    O’Malley’s was your typical Irish pub, decorated in dark green and burgundy. A positively massive oak bar ran along one wall, complete with a brass foot rail, a set of ornate taps, and a matching back bar with lighted rows of assorted liquors. Antique Irish beer advertisements and large, darkly painted hunt scenes in oil adorned the walls. 
 
    When I reached the front door, I paused, taking a deep breath. God, I hoped this wouldn’t be too awkward! Steeling myself for whatever was to come, I gave the thick wrought iron door handle a tug, swinging the heavy wooden door open, and stepped inside. 
 
    Steve was waiting for me when I walked in, gesturing to get my attention from a small table in the back. 
 
    “Hey man!” he said, rising to take my hand. “Thanks for meeting me!” 
 
    “No problem. And, again, I’m really sorry about earlier!” I realized I was avoiding his eyes and forced myself to look at him. 
 
    He waved his hand. “Don’t worry about it. I should have been more careful.” He gestured toward the chair opposite his. “Why don’t you have a seat,” he said, “and I’ll grab us a couple of beers.” 
 
    With that, he pushed his chair back and crossed the room to the bar. He was too far away for me to hear, but I watched him hold up two fingers to a barrel-chested, mustachioed man behind the bar, who looked like he had stepped out of a 19th century tintype. Steve counted out several crisp one-dollar bills on the bar while the bartender poured, then picked up the two glasses and, with a nod of thanks, returned to our table, placing a beer before each of us. 
 
    “Thanks,” I nodded, struggling to decide where to look. 
 
    “No problem,” he said, taking his seat. 
 
    I took a sip of my beer, my eyes nervously roaming the pub. There were only a handful of other patrons, scattered throughout the room, talking quietly over their tables or sitting at the bar. I knew from experience that the place would be packed in a couple of hours, with music so loud you could scarcely hear yourself think, but the evening crowd hadn’t yet showed up and so, we were able to sit and enjoy our drinks in relative quiet. 
 
    “About earlier,” Steve began, wiping the beer foam from his lips with the back of his hand, “I suppose you’ve guessed that I was talking to Allie.” 
 
    I nodded cautiously, waiting for him to continue. 
 
    “Well,” he looked around to make sure he wouldn’t be overheard, “Alice and I have what you might call an arrangement. With regard to sex, I mean.” 
 
    “Does that mean that you’re swingers?” I asked in a low voice, glancing over my shoulder.  
 
    Steve shook his head, frowning, “No, not really.” He took another sip of his beer. “Tell me, John,” he said, turning the glass in his hands and studying the lines of tiny bubbles racing each other toward the top of the reddish amber liquid within, “do you know what a hotwife is?” 
 
    I pondered his question for a moment, racking my brain. A hotwife? “No,” I admitted, shaking my head, “I don’t think I’ve ever heard the word.” 
 
    “Most people haven’t,” he nodded, setting his glass down on the table and leaning in toward me. “A hotwife is a married woman who has sex with men other than her husband. But she doesn’t cheat; her husband knows about it.” 
 
    “Oh!” I said, my mouth frozen in the shape of an ‘O’. 
 
    Steve snorted, smiling at my shock, “Yeah, I know! It sounds crazy, doesn’t it? I felt the same way the first time I heard of it.” 
 
    “So,” I stammered, “so, Alice… she’s one of these ‘hotwives’?” I picked up my glass, my throat suddenly parched. 
 
    Steve nodded, “That’s right.” 
 
    “And, you’re okay with her… with her…” 
 
    “Sleeping with other men,” Steve completed my sentence. “Yes. I am. I encourage it, in fact.” 
 
    I took another deep draft from my glass, trying to process what he was telling me. I had to admit, my curiosity was slowly overcoming my trepidation. This conversation was nowhere near as awkward as I’d envisioned. In fact, it was downright fascinating! But, I still didn’t understand. 
 
    “When a husband and wife are swingers,” explained Steve, obviously picking up on my confusion, “both the husband and wife have other sexual partners. But, in a hotwife relationship, only the woman plays.” 
 
    “So, you don’t have sex with other women, but Alice has sex with other men, right?” I asked. Steve nodded. That hardly seems fair, I mused. I took another sip of beer, buying time to think. “Then, no offense,” I grinned, “but just what do you get out of it?” 
 
    Steve laughed, grinning broadly, “Good question! And not one I can answer with just a couple of words.” He tipped his glass back and drank off the rest of his beer. “Why don’t you get us another round while I go take a leak, and then I’ll try to explain it!” He handed me his glass and got up, headed for the restroom in the rear of the pub. 
 
    By the time I returned with two new red ales, Steve was seated in his chair once more. I handed him his beer and took my own seat. “Okay,” I said, “the question was ‘what do you get out of it?’” I looked at him expectantly as I tried to take a sip from my freshly poured beer without getting foam all over my nose. 
 
    “Well,” he began, taking a deep breath, “for starters, our sex life has never been better.” 
 
    “‘Our’ sex life, or ‘her’ sex life?” I grinned and raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Sex between Alice and me. I can’t explain it, but giving her the freedom to explore her desires has really improved things between us. She’s more aggressive and passionate in bed and she’s usually the one who initiates things now. Before, we maybe had sex 2 or 3 times a month. Now, it’s more like 12 or 15!” 
 
    I whistled appreciatively through my teeth. “Okay,” I nodded, “so, Alice likes sex more than she did before. I get that. But, what about you? I mean, don’t you get jealous? I can’t even imagine another man putting his hands on my wife!” 
 
    “I know! Believe me, I felt exactly the same way!” He shook his head, looking down at his glass. “And yeah!” he nodded, his eyes meeting mine, “I get jealous. Sure, I get jealous! Insanely jealous sometimes! But the weird thing is, I think that’s part of what makes it so exciting. I mean, when she’s been with another man, I want her more than ever. It drives me crazy! It’s like I have this physical need to fuck her!” 
 
    “Wow!” I whispered, surprised at the intensity in his voice. I pondered what he had told me, slowly sipping my beer as the wheels turned inside my head. I suddenly realized that I was no longer nervous at all. Steve’s frank and open discussion of this heretofore unimagined world had put me totally at ease and the more I thought about it, the more questions I had for him. I hungered for more details, insight into this lifestyle that was so unfamiliar to me.  
 
    Bringing my eyes up to meet his, I asked, “How does it work? I mean, does Alice have a ‘boyfriend’ or does she go out with different guys?” 
 
    “Another good question! Some hotwives do have boyfriends, and Alice might, too, someday, but for now she’s kind of seeing what’s out there. Exploring, I guess you’d say! She’s had 4, no I guess it’s 5 now, new lovers since we started.” 
 
    “You guys haven’t been doing this for long?” 
 
    “No,” he shook his head. “Just for the last three months.” 
 
    Remembering the conversation I had overheard earlier, I debated asking, then thought, What the hell! He already knows I listened in! “So, she sends you videos… when she’s with these other guys?” 
 
    “Sometimes,” Steve nodded. “I actually prefer to be there, to watch. But,” he grinned and gave me a wink, “some guys are a little hesitant to fuck a married woman in front of her husband, if you know what I mean!” 
 
    Unfortunately, I had chosen that moment to take a big gulp of my beer, and Steve’s statement made me laugh so hard that it sprayed out my nose, drenching the table in front of me. “Shit, dude!” I grinned as I reached for a handful of napkins to clean up the mess I had made, “you almost killed me!” 
 
    “Sorry, man! But, you did ask!” Steve chuckled. He tipped up his class and finished off his beer, then set the empty glass down on the table and looked at his watch. “Hey, listen man,” he said, “I’d love to stay and chat some more, but I told Alice I’d be home soon. We’ve got big ‘plans’ tonight!” He winked at me. 
 
    I chugged the last of my beer and stood up with him. “No problem! I understand! And hey! Thanks for telling me all of this. It’s been… educational!” I laughed, offering him my hand. 
 
    “Any time,” he said, shaking my hand, “but, John? Let’s keep this ‘hotwife’ thing between us, okay?” 
 
    “Erica?” I raised an eyebrow. 
 
    Steve shrugged. Erica and Alice were best friends, much like Steve and I. We were constantly going to concerts and ballgames together, and all four of us got along swimmingly. “Sure, I don’t mind if you tell Erica. Heck, now that I think about it, Alice may have already told her all about it! I just don’t want it to get around at the office!”  
 
    “No problem! Mum’s the word!” 
 
    “Thanks for being so cool about all this! I know it’s a lot to take in!”  
 
    “Not at all, man! I actually find it fascinating!” I said honestly.  
 
    “Cool,” he grinned. “Well, I gotta go! Don’t want to miss my bus. Guess I’ll see you at work tomorrow.”  
 
    “All right, have fun!” 
 
    He grinned widely, then slipped through the door and was gone. I started to follow him, intending to go home, then thought better of it and ordered myself another beer. Hell, I reasoned, my bus won’t be here for another ten minutes yet and I have some thinking to do!  
 
    Taking my beer, I sat back down at the table I had shared with Steve and rehashed all that he had told me, glad for the chance to be alone with my own thoughts.  
 
    It was like another world, an alternate universe that I had never imagined. And it was fascinating! Men who got off on watching their wives have sex with other men! How insane! It was difficult to wrap my mind around such a thing. 
 
    It suddenly occurred to me that right now, at this very instant, as I sat in this pub, musing over my beer, Steve might be watching Alice have sex with another man. God, what a crazy thought! And, I had to admit, a strangely exciting one! I wondered briefly if he would tell me about it tomorrow, and realized that I very much hoped he would. 
 
    I wondered what Erica would think of all this. Erica! I looked at my watch. Dammit! I had missed my bus and the next one wasn’t due for another 15 minutes. It was getting late and my wife would be wondering where I was. Best to bite the bullet, skip the bus, and just take a taxi. It would cost me an arm and a leg, but at least it would shave about 30 minutes off my travel time.  
 
    I typed out a quick text message, telling her that I would be a little late, then tipped up my glass and swallowed the last of my beer. Placing the empty glass on the table, I went outside to find a cab in the waning light of the late spring evening. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    It was dark by the time the taxi pulled up to the run-down building in which Erica and I were currently renting an apartment. On the outskirts of the city, it was close enough to our jobs to be practical and cheap enough for us to put away a good portion of our wages each month. If things kept going as they were, we would be able to afford a house of our own in the suburbs in about 3-5 years. 
 
    As expected, Erica was waiting for me; fretting, no doubt. I saw her pretty face peeking at me from around the curtains in the upstairs apartment we shared while I paid the taxi driver. 
 
    She opened the door of the apartment building for me as I mounted the stairs, a deluge of light spilling out through the gap to flow down the steps, silhouetting her flawless figure. “Hey there!” she smiled, her brow creased with a mixture of curiosity and concern. “I was starting to get worried.”  
 
    She had changed out of her work attire, now wearing her favorite pink sweater and a tight-fitting pair of blue jeans that were molded to her glorious ass. Her slightly damp hair betrayed the fact that she was fresh from the shower, having washed away the grime of a long workday. 
 
    “Sorry! Steve needed to talk to me after work.” I squeezed past her into the dingy foyer, placing my battered, leather briefcase on the tiled floor next to the imposing bank of tarnished mailboxes that lined the wall, each one bearing the number of a corresponding apartment, then turned toward her and leaned in for a hug. 
 
    “Ugh!” she groaned, smelling the beer on my breath and pushing me away with a giggle. “I guess that explains why you took a taxi! So just what was so important that Steve had to drag you to O’Malley’s?” She knows you too well, John, old man, I thought with a grin. 
 
    “Let’s go upstairs and I’ll tell you all about it!”  
 
    I reached for my briefcase and then started up the worn, wooden stairs after her, thinking again what a lucky man I was as eyed her shapely form. Just before we reached the first landing, I playfully pinched her cute denim-clad butt, swaying sensually back and forth in front of me as she ascended the steps. 
 
    “Hey!” she screeched in a shrill, surprised voice, spinning around to swat my hand away with a giggle. “You keep your hands to yourself, Mister!” 
 
    When we reached the door of our apartment, she fished a keyring from the pocket of her jeans and let us in. We stepped inside and Erica bolted the heavy door behind us, sliding the chain into place while I took off my shoes and arranged them along the wall. 
 
    “Are you hungry?” Erica asked over her shoulder, her blond ponytail bouncing fetchingly as she headed for the kitchen. The smell of food seemed to permeate the whole apartment; spaghetti, if I wasn’t mistaken. My stomach rumbled at the thought. God, I was starved! I honestly hadn’t realized it until just now. 
 
    “Yes. Famished!” I nodded. “Just give me a second to freshen up.” 
 
    With that, I darted into the bathroom and stripped off my clothes, throwing them into the hamper behind the door before jumping into the steaming shower and rapidly scrubbing myself. 10 minutes later, I was pulling on a clean T-shirt as I made my way toward the kitchen. 
 
    Our apartment was small and cramped with peeling paint and banging pipes. It had a vague film noir feel about it that I had always found strangely appealing. The kind of place a rundown private detective might call home! Anyway, that’s what I had always told myself. 
 
    Naturally, there was no dining room per se. Instead, we had a small, narrow table nestled along one wall of the kitchen, where we took breakfast and supper together; and lunch, as well, on weekends. 
 
    There were two empty, white, ceramic plates on the table when I entered the kitchen, sitting next to mismatched silverware on a pair of blue placemats, one for each of us. Erica turned from the stove with a large, steaming pot of spaghetti, which she placed on a potholder in the center of the table. 
 
    “Could you grab us a couple of glasses of water?” she smiled, turning back to the counter to retrieve the big glass salad bowl that was waiting next to the stove. 
 
    I opened the cabinet above the sink and took out two tall glasses, putting a handful of ice cubes in each from the antique refrigerator in the corner and then filling them with water from the faucet. I leaned across the table to place one glass in front of Erica’s plate and took a sip from my own as I sat down. 
 
    “So,” said Erica as she ladled a heaping pile of pasta onto my plate, “what’s the story with Steve?”  
 
    I laughed softly and shook my head. “I think maybe you’d better sit down before we get into that! It’s kind of a crazy story!” 
 
    “Oooh! Now I really am curious! Some sort of juicy gossip, I hope!” Her eyes lit up in anticipation as she took her seat. 
 
    I took a bite of my spaghetti, savoring the earthy flavor of the marinara sauce as I chewed. How to begin? I was dying to talk to her about this but, at the same time, I didn’t want Erica to think that Steve and Alice were some kind of freaks. 
 
    “Well?!” she pressed, raising her eyebrows in exasperation.  
 
    “Well what?” I blinked at her, feigning ignorance as I calmly took another bite of spaghetti. 
 
    “John! Tell me! What did you guys talk about?” 
 
    “Oh!” I chuckled. “You want to know what Steve had to say!” 
 
    She stuck out her lip like a petulant child, giving me her best pouty face. God, she was adorable! 
 
    “Okay! Okay!” I held up my hands in surrender. Then, I leaned forward, looking her in the eye, “But this is just between us. I mean it, Erica! You can’t tell anyone what I’m about to tell you!” 
 
    She held up two fingers in mock solemnity. “Scout’s honor!” 
 
    I glared at her. “I’m serious, dammit!” 
 
    “All right, fine!” she rolled her eyes. “I won’t tell anyone! I promise. Now, what is it that I’m not allowed to tell?” 
 
    “Alice hasn’t said anything to you, has she?” I asked. “About Steve’s and her new hobby?” 
 
    Her brow wrinkled in confusion, her blond ponytail tossing from side to side as she shook her head. “Hobby?” she repeated. “You mean like windsurfing or stamp collecting…?” 
 
    I shook my head, smiling, and took a deep breath. “Okay,” I started, “have you ever heard of a ‘hotwife’?” 
 
    “Oh my God!” gasped Erica immediately, both of her hands shooting up to cover her mouth.  
 
    She did know what a hotwife was! The realization shocked me. How is that my wife knows about this, I wondered. Until a couple of hours ago, I had never heard of such a thing! 
 
    “I’ll take that as a yes,” I said rhetorically. 
 
    Erica nodded, her crystal-blue eyes still wide as she brought her hands back down to rest on the tabletop. “Oh my God, John! Alice?” she whispered, leaning forward as though afraid that someone might hear her. “She never said anything to me! Wow! Alice is a hotwife?!!” She slumped back in her seat, staring at me with her mouth open. 
 
    “Apparently!” I replied. “I overheard Steve talking with her on the phone today. And when he realized it, he took me out for a beer so he could explain the whole thing to me.” I stopped. “And why do you seem to know so much about ‘hotwives’? I had honestly never heard of any of this until Steve explained it to me, but you seem to be pretty well informed!” 
 
    A devious smile came across my wife’s gorgeous face. “I don’t know, Baby,” she cooed seductively, biting her lip and running her bare foot up the inside of my leg underneath the table. “Maybe I’m leading a secret, double life that you know nothing about!” 
 
    I stared at her in disbelief, my fork hanging loosely from my motionless fingers. What in the world was she saying? I could feel the blood pounding through my veins as I swallowed, not knowing how to react. 
 
    Erica burst out laughing at the shock on my face. “Oh, for Pete’s sake, John!” she rolled her eyes at me. “About two years ago, a woman came into the travel agency wanting to book a vacation at some swanky, adults-only resort in Jamaica. Well, when I was setting up the trip for her, we started talking and it turns out she and her husband are into the whole ‘hotwifing’ scene!” 
 
    “She told you about it?!!” I asked in wide-eyed amazement. 
 
    “Yeah!” snorted Erica. “She told me all about it! Apparently, this woman thought T.M.I. stands for ‘Tell More Information’! Anyway, by the time I had her booking finished, I knew more about hotwives and kinky extramarital sex than I ever could have imagined!” 
 
    “And this trip she had you book for her?” 
 
    “Apparently for ‘like-minded individuals’! It’s a whole resort that caters to sexual fantasies. She told me that she and her husband went there every year to ‘have a little fun’.” She looked at me and grinned, “I’m telling you, this was one naughty girl!” 
 
    “It sure sounds like it! Why did you never mention any of this before?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she shrugged, absently putting another forkful of spaghetti in her mouth. “‘Travel agent/client privilege’, I guess!”  
 
    “Right!” I laughed. “What was I thinking? I guess I forgot about that inviolable concept!” 
 
    “Actually, I guess I was a little embarrassed by it all. It took me a while to process. Then, I just didn’t know what to say. Women aren’t like men, you know.” 
 
    “I’m aware. And it’s a fact for which I am daily grateful,” I said solemnly, causing my eyebrows to bounce in my best Groucho Marx impression. 
 
    “That’s not what I’m talking about!” she giggled. “It’s just… I don’t know… we’re more private. We don’t talk about stuff like that as much. At least, not the way guys do.” 
 
    “Except for this weirdo who booked a sex vacation…” I offered. 
 
    “I never said she was a weirdo,” Erica corrected me, her eyes flashing to mine over the top of her water glass. “Her name was Beth and she was actually quite nice. I was just a little shocked by her openness. That’s what I’m talking about. Most women don’t share intimate details of their sex lives like that. It was really intense and… how should I put it? A little frightening.” 
 
    “Frightening? In what way?” 
 
    She took a sip of her water, now suddenly nervous. “Well,” she continued hesitantly, “as shocking as the things Beth told me were…” She stopped, meeting my eyes, wanting to continue, but unsure if she should.  
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “Well, they were also fascinating and, in a weird sort of way… exciting! Like in a taboo sort of “WTF” way. I could see how someone could fall in and become obsessed with all that kinkiness. And that kind of scared me. Does that make any sense?” 
 
    I nodded. It did make sense. In fact, my wife had pretty much summed up my reaction to Steve’s revelation earlier this evening. Fascinated, excited, hesitant… yep, sounded exactly like how I had felt! 
 
    Neither of us spoke for a few minutes. We ate in silence, both lost in our own thoughts. When my plate was empty, I looked up to find that my wife was also finished, her blue eyes now studying me intently. 
 
    “So, Alice?” Erica shook her head, reaching for her water glass again. “I still can’t believe it! And Steve? He’s okay with it?” 
 
    I nodded, “Yeah! In fact, he seemed pretty excited about the whole thing. Apparently, he likes to watch!” 
 
    “Beth said her husband was the same way! God! Can you imagine a husband watching another man have sex with his wife?” She looked at me, her pupils dilated, her breathing rapid, “It’s so crazy!” She got up and took her plate to the sink. 
 
    “I know! But,” I rose to clear away my own plate, coming up behind her, “like you said, it’s also fascinating!” I reached around her and put my dirty dishes on top of hers in the sink. “To tell you the truth,” I said as I wrapped my arms around her trim waist, “I’m actually looking forward to tomorrow.”  
 
    “Why’s that?” She asked softly, folding her hands on top of mine and leaning her head back against my chest. 
 
    “Well,” now it was my turn to be hesitant, “I’m kind of curious about tonight. You know, what happened with Steve and Alice and… whatever the guy’s name is… I don’t know if Steve ever told me.” I shrugged. “Anyway, I’m hoping Steve will feel like sharing.” 
 
    She was silent for a moment, thinking. “You really think he’ll tell you?” Erica whispered. Her breathing was quicker than before. I apparently wasn’t the only one curious about what our friends were doing. 
 
    “I don’t know. Damn, I hope so! God! I know it’s strange, but I can’t stop thinking about it!” 
 
    “Yeah!” she sighed. “I know what you mean!” 
 
    She wriggled out of my arms, turning to face me, her back now to the sink. Standing on her tiptoes, she mashed herself against me and kissed my lips. “Maybe you just need something to take your mind off it,” she grinned, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “Maybe you’re right! Do you have any ideas?” I smiled at her expectantly, leaning forward to kiss her lips once more. I ran my fingers down her back, enjoying the soft feel of her fluffy sweater. 
 
    “A few!” She slipped away from me, stopping in the doorway to flash me a seductive smile, “Why don’t you meet me in the bedroom, and we’ll discuss them!” With a wink, she was gone. I finished clearing away the table, then switched off the light in the kitchen and set out after her, tugging my white T-shirt over my head as I walked. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    Erica had left a trail of discarded clothing through the entire apartment. I nearly tripped over her pink sweater on the floor as I exited the kitchen. Just a couple of feet away, as I was slipping out of my shirt, my eyes were drawn to her lacy bra lying in the center of the living room. Her jeans lay in a rumpled pile just outside the bedroom door. 
 
    I got to the bedroom and walked inside just in time to see her slide her panties down her long legs. Standing nude now in the soft glow of the small lamp on the bedside table, she was a vision of beauty. Erica had a classic hourglass shape, wide hips and a narrow waist, curvy without being fat, with large, heavy breasts that sagged ever so slightly and lent her a delightfully top-heavy look. Her belly was flat and toned; her butt full and rounded, yet tightly muscular. 
 
    With her eyes closed, Erica shook out her ponytail and let the elastic band that had restrained it fall to the floor, the soft locks of her silky hair tumbling sensuously down onto her shoulders. She looked at me with a cute little smirk as I fumbled with my belt buckle, then turned to the bed and pulled back the comforter and sheets. With a smooth, catlike ease, she crawled onto the bed and slid beneath the sheets. 
 
    Stripping off my slacks, I draped them across the arm of the single chair that stood in the corner of our bedroom, then turned back toward Erica and our bed. 
 
    “Good night!” she chirped, stretching her slender arms demonstratively above her head and feigning a yawn. 
 
    “Bull shit!” I growled, leaping onto the soft bed next to her. 
 
    Erica giggled in delight, her arms encircling me as I struggled to pull my boxer shorts down over my hard cock. “Poor baby!” she teased, tracing her fingernails down my bare chest. “You took so long in the kitchen, I was starting to think maybe you weren’t interested!” 
 
    “Oh, I’m interested!” I grinned as I deftly rolled on top of her soft body. “I’m very, very interested!” 
 
    Lying on top of her, I could feel the warmth radiating from her crotch as I bent to kiss her lips passionately. The head of my erect cock bumped the swollen lips of her pussy, and I was surprised to feel her already wet and slick with arousal. She’s just as turned on as I am, I thought. 
 
    I kissed my way down her long neck, nuzzling her collarbone before descending on her big tits. Erica had sensitive breasts and she liked having them played with, a fact I now used to my full advantage. I sucked first one nipple then the other between my lips, swirling my tongue over the hard, little nubs. Erica sighed with pleasure, her fingers finding the back of my head, stroking my scalp as I feasted on her tits. For just a moment longer, I tarried at her breasts, kissing and stroking the ripe, tender flesh before moving on down her flat belly. 
 
    I planted a series of kisses along her abs, pausing briefly to flick her cute little belly button with the tip of my tongue, causing her to gasp in surprise. She giggled like a schoolgirl as I resumed my course, kissing my way inexorably downward. I felt her weight shift on the bed as she spread her slender thighs for me, letting me in, inviting me to taste her most intimate treasure. 
 
    My searching lips found the small triangular patch of pubic hair that Erica maintained just above her opening. I nipped playfully at the short, curly hairs, tugging them with my lips before suddenly darting lower to flick my tongue across the hood of her clit without warning. 
 
    Erica gasped loudly, sitting half upright in shock. Her hands shot to the back of my head as I just as suddenly abandoned her hard, little clit, delving lower to split her pussy lips with the tip of my tongue, probing deep inside her, tasting her arousal. “Oh God!” she hissed, hunching her pelvis up against my mouth unconsciously. 
 
    Pulling back, I licked all around her opening, caressing the puffy lips with my mouth, nibbling at the sensitive flesh, teasing her mercilessly. Then, I drove my tongue once more into her moist center, darting in and out, causing her to moan in arousal. 
 
    With my wife grinding her hips against my mouth, I moved up and found the hard nub of her swollen clit. Sucking it gently between my teeth, I lashed back and forth across it with the tip of my tongue, and was instantly rewarded with Erica’s shuddering orgasm. 
 
    I released her overstimulated clitoris, moving back down to kiss her spasming pussy as I allowed her to recover. Once her breathing had returned to some semblance of normalcy, it was my turn!  
 
    Crawling up onto my still-trembling wife, I wrapped my hands over the top of her slender shoulders and bent to kiss her. As our lips met, I felt the sensitive head of my steely cock once more bump her opening, now insanely wet after the tongue lashing I had given her. Unwilling to wait any longer, I pulled her toward me and levering forward, pressed myself firmly up into her soaking pussy. She moaned, a deep, throaty sound, as her swollen lips blossomed around the head of my invading shaft. 
 
    “Oh yes!” she hissed, feeling me begin to penetrate her. Her grasping fingers found my ass, her nails biting into my flesh as she pulled, urging me further inside. 
 
    I thrust forward an inch, then retreated once more, only to return my cock to her waiting warmth with another solid thrust. A few seconds later, I was in her to the hilt, our crotches bumping against one another. I groaned in satisfaction, feeling my swollen testicles kiss her beautiful ass. 
 
    Burying my face in her soft, blonde hair, I could smell the delicate scent of her perfume on the back of her long neck. I began to move in and out of her, slowly at first, then picking up speed, utilizing the full length of my cock to stroke her. As I did so, a thought sprang unbidden into my mind: I wonder if Steve is watching Alice have sex right now. My God! What would that be like? 
 
    The thought caused me to shiver. Why was I thinking about that right now? I forced myself to concentrate on what I was doing. 
 
    Erica arched her back, her pendulous tits jiggling delightfully against her slender ribcage. I bent my head and sucked a pert nipple between my lips, gently nibbling as I slowly worked my cock in and out of her. Her skin tasted of soap. “Mmm!” she sighed and brought her hands to the back of my head, winding her fingers in my hair as I suckled her gorgeous tit. 
 
    Her legs came up along my sides, their silky smoothness caressing my straining sides while I fucked her. With her hoarse panting roaring like the ocean in my ears, I reached beneath her and palmed a round ass cheek in each hand, pulling her to me with each mighty thrust of my hips.  
 
    “Ooooh!” she moaned excitedly, her hands moving down to the taut muscles of my back, her nails causing goosepimples along my neck. Suddenly, Erica went stiff beneath me, clinging to me desperately as she came hard on my pumping cock. 
 
    I held still inside her, letting her recover. I bent my head to kiss her breathless lips and then her fluttering eyelids as the waves of pleasure subsided. Then, without pulling out, I rolled onto my back, holding her slim waist in an iron grip and taking her with me. 
 
    I had always loved the way Erica’s big tits bounced when she was on top, had loved the visual stimulation of her beautiful body, and tonight was certainly no exception. She rode me with abandon, her hips a blur of frantic motion, and each movement caused the heavy orbs of her breasts to sway and bobble with a seductive, hypnotic motion that drew my eyes like an erotic magnet, exciting me even more. This is why Steve likes to watch, I suddenly realized. Shit! Steve and Alice again? 
 
    I shook the thought from my head, now actively thrusting up into Erica’s steamy wetness, clutching her shapely hips as I worked my cock in and out of her. Her efforts had done the trick. I was close. That familiar tingling in my balls had grown to an insistent burn that encompassed my entire groin. From her rapid breathing and the faraway look in her eyes, I knew that she was, too. Releasing my hold on her hips, I slid my hands up her damp back to her shoulder blades and pulled her down onto me, her magnificent tits mashed flat against my chest. 
 
    Now, I began to hammer her pussy in earnest. I hugged her tightly against me, feeling her body ripple with each of my savage thrusts. 
 
    “Aaah!” she mewed in my ear. “Oh God, yes! John! Oh! Fuck meee!” 
 
    I felt her stiffen and shudder, felt her get wetter and hotter around me as her orgasm began. My hands flew to her jiggling ass, my iron fingers clamping down on her flesh, holding her tightly against me as my own climax overtook me. 
 
    I bucked up into her, as though trying to stuff my entire body inside her. My churning balls drew up tight against my shaft and I exploded, my cock pulsing fiercely as my white-hot semen boiled over, rocketing up and out of me, cascading into her clutching, spasming pussy. I groaned loudly, the intensity almost too much to bear, with my spurting cock wedged deeply inside her.  
 
    Erica ground her hips on me while I pulsed again and again, as if milking me for every last drop. Finally, when I had no more to give, she lay heavily atop me, limp and spent, panting against my chest like a long-distance runner. 
 
    As I fought for air beneath her, my mind once again turned to Steve and Alice. Would Steve be willing to talk about his night’s experience with me tomorrow? And, if so, what tale would he have to share? Damn, I could scarcely wait to find out! 
 
    Erica dismounted, sliding off me to lie at my side, snuggling close in under my arm. “Do you think he’ll tell you about what happened?” she asked in a shy, quiet voice. “Steve, I mean?” How in the hell does she know what I am thinking about?! I thought. Then, it hit me. I wasn’t the only one preoccupied with our friends’ secret lives. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I replied, turning my face toward her. “I was actually just wondering that myself.” 
 
    “Yeah,” she whispered softly. “It’s hard not to think about it.” She was silent for a moment, thinking. “Did Steve know you were going to tell me?” 
 
    “Yes, actually,” I answered. “I asked him if he would mind, and he said it was fine by him.” 
 
    For several minutes, she said nothing, staring up at the ceiling, with our labored breathing the only sound in the tiny bedroom. Then, she looked at me and asked, “Do you think Alice would talk to me about it?” 
 
    I pondered her question briefly, then shrugged, “That’s something only you can answer! Like you said, women aren’t like men. But, if you don’t make her feel like you disapprove, I don’t see why not.” 
 
    “Hmm,” she hummed, considering my reply. “In that case, maybe I should invite her to lunch tomorrow. Who knows,” she grinned at me, “maybe we girls can have a little chat of our own…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    The next day was Friday; Friday at last, thank God! Just one more workday. And after that… the weekend! Two whole days of free time with my wife. And after last night’s romp, I was really looking forward to finally spending some quality time with Erica. Maybe I would take her out to eat; maybe go to a club and go dancing. Who knows? Maybe we’d just lock the door and spend the next two days in bed. I could think of a few things I’d like to try with her… 
 
    But first, I thought as I looked at my haggard reflection in the bathroom mirror, I needed to make it through Friday. With an exhausted sigh, I squeezed a large dollop of toothpaste onto the bristles of my toothbrush, then stuffed the half-empty tube back into the drawer on my right. I started to brush, up and down, back and forth, small circles, just like I did every morning. Then, I remembered Steve; Steve and Alice. 
 
    What had happened with them last night? Suddenly, the prospect of going to work no longer seemed so odious. In fact, as I hastily ran a comb through my hair, I found myself genuinely looking forward to my day. I finished up and, kissing my wife goodbye, rushed out the door. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The bus ride to work that day was easily the most miserable I can ever remember having taken. I’d gotten up early, eager to hear Steve’s account of last night’s activities. After a quick breakfast with Erica, I had hurried to the bus stop, two blocks away. With five minutes left until the bus was due to arrive, a cold, driving rain began to fall. 
 
    There wasn’t enough time to sprint home and retrieve my umbrella, so I huddled instead beneath the small overhanging tin roof that jutted out over the single concrete bench of the bus stop with a dozen other people, each of us hoping in vain to stay dry. The sound of the large droplets crashing against the roof was deafening, the rain falling so fast that you couldn’t see the other side of the street. The smell of the wet pavement mixed with that of the wet people, giving the stagnant air beneath the shelter a close, oppressive feel. 
 
    Finally, the bus arrived, and we all clambered aboard, soaked to the bone, one and all. Unsurprisingly, the bus was packed with a host of people in a similar state of soggy disarray. And, at every new stop, the situation worsened. I sat in the back next to the window, sandwiched tightly against the wall next to a very overweight elderly woman who smelled of French cheese and seemed convinced that I would be fascinated to hear first one, then another gripping tale involving the antics of her own personal herd of housecats. 
 
    I feigned interest, smiling and trying to be polite. The longer she talked, the harder it got. Just as I found myself praying for an aneurism, we reached her stop and, with an effusive handshake that left my fingers white and bloodless, she disembarked, leaving me at long last with a bit of welcome silence as I watched the dingy shopfronts pass by the rain-streaked bus window. 
 
    As I rode along in silence, my thoughts turned once again to Steve and Alice. Their “hotwife” arrangement was easily the most insane thing I had ever heard of. And I was utterly fascinated by it. Anytime there was a lull in my daily routine, I thought about our friends’ alternative lifestyle and tried to imagine the things they might do. 
 
    Oddly enough, every time I thought about it, I found myself picturing my own wife in the starring role, rather than Alice. In my mind’s eye, it was Erica in bed with another man, and not Steve watching, but me. It was just a way of trying to put myself in their shoes, I told myself, so that I could understand them better. It didn’t mean anything. But deep down, it made me a little uncomfortable. Especially because these little mental images invariably ended with me sporting an erection. 
 
    This time was no different. Staring with unseeing eyes out the bus window, I saw my wife lay back on a large bed and spread her long legs for a faceless man, a man who was willing and eager. Just as he was about to mount her, I felt the bus give a lurch as the driver applied the brakes, bringing me back to reality just in time. Blinking, I turned my head to see that we were approaching my stop. 
 
    Thankfully, when we reached the bus stop a block away from the imposing office building I worked in, the rain had let up a bit. Stepping down from the bus to the still-damp curb, I turned the soggy collar of my heavy black overcoat up against the wind and cast a wary glance at the steel-grey sky glowering down on me, airy wisps of detached cloud racing menacingly along just above the tops of the buildings, threatening at any moment to renew their aqueous assault.  
 
    An icy blast of wind whipped at my coattails as I crossed the street, dodging cars and picking my way carefully through the maze of oily puddles on the slippery asphalt while the angry heavens grumbled disapprovingly, the occasional deafening peal of thunder drowning out the noise of the city traffic. The sidewalk on the other side was crowded with people, jostling one another thoughtlessly as they scurried toward their destinations, hoping to make it inside before the deluge resumed. 
 
    On the wide stained concrete steps before the main doors, I took off my overcoat and shook what water I could from the heavy woolen fabric, before laying it over my arm and opening the right of the pair of large glass doors. No sooner had the door closed behind me, than I heard a fresh volley of raindrops begin to hammer the glass, causing the cavernous foyer to reverberate deafeningly. 
 
    My footsteps rang on the polished marble floor as I made my way toward the row of elevators on the back wall, scarcely audible over the din of the storm raging outside. I pushed the button and stood waiting. Just as the bell dinged and the doors began to slide open, I felt someone come up behind me.  
 
    “Hey, John!” Steve said, clapping me on the shoulder. “How do you like the weather we’re having?” 
 
    We stepped into the empty elevator and I turned toward him, smiling. “Oh, it’s great,” I quipped, “a real ‘toad strangler’!” 
 
    He shot me a puzzled look. 
 
    “My grandmother was from Louisiana,” I explained. “That’s what she always called a heavy rain like this.” 
 
    He regarded me for a moment, then nodded. “Gully washer,” he said simply. “That’s what my father always called it.” 
 
    The elevator stopped at the second floor and a rather severe-looking woman with her silver-streaked hair pulled back tightly into a small bun got in, giving us both a perfunctory nod. We rode in silence until she got off on the fourth floor. As soon as the doors closed and we were alone again, I turned to Steve and opened my mouth to ask him about last night. 
 
    As if reading my thoughts, he raised his hand, “I know what you’re going to ask, John, and I’ll tell you all about it, but not here. Not right now. Trust me, there’s not enough time to do this in the elevator. Tell you what, we’ll go to O’Malley’s again after work, sound good?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I shrugged, “sounds good.” 
 
    “Great,” he smiled. “Oh, that reminds me, did you tell Erica?” 
 
    I nodded, “Yes.” 
 
    “Good,” Steve said, turning to face the elevator doors. “Alice is dying to have somebody to talk to about this!” 
 
    The elevator lurched to a bumpy stop and I realized we had reached our floor. The doors slid open and Steve stepped out into the hallway and strode to his desk without another word. 
 
    I spent the day at my desk, glancing repeatedly at the little clock in the lower right hand corner of my screen, willing the time to pass more quickly. At some point, midmorning, I dashed off a text to Erica, telling her that I would be late again tonight. 
 
      
 
    When five o’clock finally came around, Steve appeared at the edge of my cubicle just as I was logging off. “You ready?” he asked, his coat slung nonchalantly over his shoulder. 
 
    “Yeah,” I muttered, waiting for the computer to run down. “There we go! Let’s get outa here!” I hopped up and rolled my chair back underneath my workstation, grabbing my own, now thankfully dry, coat from its hook behind me. I gestured toward the hallway that led to the elevators. “After you,” I said. 
 
    Steve and I made small talk in the elevator and on the short walk to the pub, both of us judiciously avoiding the topic of his wife’s sexual adventures until we were firmly seated in the back of O’Malley’s with a pint of beer in our hands. Once again, we had the place almost to ourselves. 
 
    “All right,” said Steve after a quick look around the pub, “you want to know what happened last night.” 
 
    I nodded, taking a sip of beer. 
 
    “Dude!” he blurted, his eyes lighting up, “it was awesome! The guy had a cock like a donkey!” 
 
    Just like last time, I choked on my beer and wound up with suds coming out of my nose. When I had recovered enough to talk, I looked at him and asked, “Really? So, then I guess you got to watch?” 
 
    “Yeah. He agreed to come over to our place and I got to watch them do the deed. It was something to see, let me tell you!” 
 
    I immediately had a mental image of Steve welcoming some unknown stranger into his house, shaking hands with him, offering him a drink, making small talk… and watching him fuck his wife! How humiliating, intimidating! Good Lord! It was almost more than I could process!  
 
    “So,” I started, “wasn’t it awkward, meeting this guy. I mean, knowing why he was there and all? That he was going to have sex with your wife?” 
 
    “Well, you have to remember that it’s been several months since we first started down this road. This isn’t the first new lover Alice has introduced me to.” He paused, thinking back. “But, the first time…” he shook his head, chuckling. “Yeah! It was pretty fucking awkward!” 
 
    “I can only imagine!” I snorted. What I can’t imagine is ever getting past it! I thought. “Anyway, you say this guy last night was pretty big?” 
 
    Steve put his glass on the table and leaned back in his chair. His hands came up in front of him, palms facing inward, and he positioned them about 9 inches apart. “About this fucking long!” he declared. “And man, did he know how to use that thing! Alice loved it!” 
 
    I felt a shiver run down my spine at the mention of his wife’s enthusiasm for her well-hung lover. Somehow, I hadn’t even considered the possibility that the other guy might have a larger cock. Especially not one like what Steve was indicating with his hands! “Wow!” I said, shaking my head in disbelief.  
 
    “Yeah! It was intense!” Steve grinned at me. 
 
    “So, your place… they did it in your bed? The one you share with Alice?” 
 
    He looked at me, then smirked, “No. They used the bed in the butler’s room! Of course, they used our bed! You’ve been to our apartment. Just how many bedrooms do you remember us having?” 
 
    “Sorry! Sorry! Stupid question!” I muttered, shrugging apologetically. “It just seems so intimate, you know?” 
 
    “Intimate?! Like, more intimate than another dude sticking his cock up your girl?” he laughed, taking another swallow from his glass. “Our bed, his bed, the floor, the backseat of a car… I really don’t think the venue is the main issue here, do you?” He grinned at me. 
 
    “No,” I conceded. “I guess not!” I tipped up my glass and finished the last of my beer. 
 
    He was right. Of course, he was right. It really didn’t matter where they did it. That was just a question of the setting. The fact was, Steve’s wife was getting it from another guy and, for some crazy reason that I had yet to fully wrap my mind around, he was totally into it! But even crazier and more inexplicable for me was the way it fascinated me! 
 
    Standing, I reached for Steve’s now-empty glass. “Another round?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure. Thanks!” 
 
    As I stood at the bar, waiting for the bartender to finish serving the two college guys watching the game on the television at the far end, I glanced back at Steve, trying for the millionth time to imagine what it must be like, watching another guy fuck your wife. God! I thought with a shudder, what if it were Erica? What if I were the one watching? How would that make me feel? 
 
    Before I could come to an answer, the bartender appeared in front of me. “Two more Irish reds, please,” I smiled, fumbling for my wallet. I paid for the drinks and then returned to our table. 
 
    “So, tell me honestly,” I said in a low voice as I took my seat, “what’s it like? Watching Alice with another man, I mean. You said last time that it made you jealous, but it must also turn you on, right? Otherwise, you guys wouldn’t be doing this.” 
 
    A look of surprise came across Steve’s face as he looked up at me, taking his glass. “Oh, definitely!” he nodded. “It’s a massive turn-on for both of us. But, for me… well, it’s hard to explain.” He paused for a moment, searching for the right words. “We’re guys, so we’re all pretty much hardwired to look at women, right? Man equals voyeur, know what I mean?” 
 
    I nodded, “Sure! I can’t argue with that! God knows I like to look!” 
 
    “Well, when Alice is with another guy, I get to watch her in a way that I never can when I’m the one having sex with her. I’m just too close; the angle’s all wrong; and, to be honest, I’m busy doing other things!” 
 
    “Okay, I guess that makes sense.” 
 
    “Think about it: what kind of face does your wife make when you’re doing it doggy style?” 
 
    I shrugged, “Yeah! I have no idea!” I chuckled at the thought. I’d never really considered it before. 
 
    “Ah! But, I know exactly what Alice’s face looks like when she’s getting it from behind!” he grinned like a Cheshire cat. “In fact, I have a ton of photos and videos of it!” 
 
    I sat forward, surprised, and blurted, “She lets you take pictures?!” If I was interested before, Steve now had my undivided attention. 
 
    Steve’s head swiveled furtively back and forth, checking to make sure that no one was near. “Want to see?” he whispered. He reached into his pocket and brought out his smartphone. After a few seconds of swiping, he announced, “Here we go!” and turned the screen towards me. 
 
    I instantly recognized Steve and Alice’s bedroom. The image was out of focus for a minute, then quickly resolved to show Alice on all fours on the bed, waggling her hips playfully as she smiled expectantly into the camera and batted her beautiful blue eyes. 
 
    My breath caught in my throat. I had never seen Alice naked before. She was beautiful, stunning even. Her breasts were smallish, maybe B-cup, with long pointy nipples. She had a long, slim back with a thin waist that flared into a pair of slender hips and a beautiful ass, neither too big nor too small. Her legs were long and lean.  
 
    Like Erica, she had long blonde hair, which drooped down over her shoulders now in two pigtails, tied in little red ribbons. In spite of her nakedness, it gave her an innocent, almost schoolgirl-like appearance, heartbreakingly sweet, yet maddeningly sexy. 
 
    As my eyes strayed once more to her boobs, a figure wearing nothing but boxer shorts appeared in the image, stepping up behind Alice. A man. A large, muscular man. A black man! My eyes shot up to Steve’s. 
 
    “Oh yeah!” Steve nodded and winked, reading my mind. 
 
    I looked back down at the phone, just in time to see the man pull down his underwear. I gasped when his cock sprang into view. If anything, Steve had understated his size. He wasn’t big, he was massive! His cock honestly looked like something that belonged on a farm animal, rather than a human being. It was long and thick, curving menacingly upwards, with a heavy pair of oversized testicles swinging beneath it. 
 
    I looked at Steve once more. “I told you!” he grinned, nodding at the screen in front of me. 
 
    The man on the screen stepped forward and placed a huge black hand on each of Alice’s petite hips, his enormous cock now hidden behind her gorgeous ass. From this angle, it was impossible to see the actual moment of penetration itself, but the look on Alice’s face spoke volumes. 
 
    Her eyes shot open, pupils dilated, her mouth falling open with a gasp. “Ooooh!” she moaned, staring pleadingly into the camera. “Oh God! Oh God, Baby! He’s so big!” She pushed her hips back at him, groaning with desire, her face distorted into an aroused snarl. Demure little Alice, always so shy and proper, now looked like a wild animal, fierce and out of control. It was the most exciting, erotic thing I had ever seen. 
 
    As I watched, I tried to picture Erica in Alice’s place, grunting on the muscular man’s big, black cock. It was surprisingly easy to do and the thought of my innocent young wife being fucked by this ebony sex god made the boner that was already tenting my trousers even stiffer. Fuck, that thought turned me on! 
 
    Blinking away the mental image, I returned my attention to the smartphone and marveled at Alice’s athletic, pale body, her schoolgirl’s pigtails tossing back and forth as her ebony lover fucked her soundly. Then, just as things began to get interesting, the video was over, the screen going black once more. Steve reached across the table and retrieved his phone. “What do you think?” he asked. 
 
    “God, Steve!” I exclaimed, shifting in my chair to make room for my raging boner. “It’s… it’s amazing!” My mouth suddenly dry, I reached for my beer and took a sip. “So, Alice’s… ‘new friend’ is black?” I asked. 
 
    “Man, John! You really don’t miss a thing, do you?” Steve laughed, shaking his head. “Yes, he is. His name is Aaron, and he’s a programmer for one of the telecom giants. Last night was his third time with Alice.” He gave me a wink, “I think she kinda likes him!” 
 
    “Doesn’t that make you nervous? I mean, what if she falls in love with him?” 
 
    “Actually,” he shrugged, “that really doesn’t make me nervous at all. This isn’t something that we’re doing because of problems in our relationship, it’s something we do to enhance our relationship. Alice and I have actually never been closer.”  
 
    He saw the confusion on my face. “Think of it like going out to a nice restaurant. Just because you occasionally like to get all dressed up and go eat a filet mignon by candlelight doesn’t mean you’re going to suddenly decide you don’t like to eat hot dogs with mustard in the backyard. Does that make any sense?” 
 
    “Yeah! I can see that,” I nodded. “I guess everyone likes a little variety!” 
 
    “Exactly!” 
 
    “Aaron, you say?” I asked. 
 
    Steve nodded.  
 
    “How did you meet him? I mean, how does one go about meeting other people who are into this… lifestyle?” 
 
    “I’ll show you,” he said, taking the phone back out of his pocket. He tapped a few times on the screen then handed it to me. Up popped an online dating site with a profile featuring Alice, looking resplendent in a little black dress and pearls, her hair piled elegantly atop her head. 
 
    “Online dating?” I shook my head. “Do the guys that respond know she’s married?” 
 
    “Sure, they know! Her profile is totally upfront about her marital status and just what it is we’re looking for. In fact, this particular site caters specifically to the hotwife crowd. You’d be surprised how many guys are into it. Hell, half the guys on these sites are looking for an uncomplicated, no-commitment booty call anyway. If the woman is married and her husband is okay with it, they can be pretty sure she’s not going to get too attached. It’s what you might call a win/win situation for all parties!” 
 
    I whistled under my breath. I had to admit, it was a brilliant solution to what I had thought would be an insurmountable obstacle. The guys who responded to her profile knew from the get-go about Alice’s status as a hotwife and they were totally on board! 
 
    “Makes sense,” I handed the phone back to him. “A heck of a lot less awkward than the bar scene, I would imagine.” 
 
    “You’ve got that right!” he smiled. “Plus, it gives us the opportunity to vet them a little. When we get a message, we can exchange photos and kind of assess the potential talent beforehand, if you know what I mean!” 
 
    “Well, I can see where you’d want to pick out an attractive guy.” 
 
    “Yes, looks are part of it,” Steve glanced around again, then leaned forward, “but I was actually talking about the size of their equipment.” He raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Oh. Right,” I muttered, embarrassed at not having understood him. 
 
    “Let’s face it, I can give her all the average-sized cock she wants! So, when it comes time to choose a new ‘friend’, we’re looking for someone who can provide a little something more!” he winked. 
 
    “Alice likes them big?” 
 
    “Yes. She likes them big. That didn’t really surprise me,” Steve nodded, taking a long drink of the bubbly red ale. His eyes studied me over the rim of the glass as he swallowed. He leaned back and put the half-full glass back down on the table before him. “But I never really expected it to be so important to me!”  
 
    “You?!” I gasped. 
 
    He saw the look of shock on my face and shook his head, “That’s not what I mean! To each his own,” he chuckled, “but I’m strictly into women!” He made an hourglass motion in the air in front of him with his hands. “I’m talking about watching her with a guy who’s bigger than me… I don’t know, man!” Leaning back in his chair, he blew out a lungful of air, running his fingers through his hair. “Something about that just really gets me going! It’s the hottest thing ever! You really should try it!” 
 
    I ignored Steve’s last remark, steering the conversation back toward the logistics of their online dating exchanges. “So, these guys, they send you pictures of their…” 
 
    “Their cocks!” Steve completed, nodding vigorously. “Yep! Most of them include those kinds of pics in their profiles. And that’s how we met Aaron! Hell, you saw him! He’s fucking huge!” 
 
    “Yeah. You can say that again!” 
 
    “He’s the first black guy she’s been with,” he volunteered. “She had always been curious, so once we started doing this, we both thought ‘why not!’ Then Alice saw his profile, and… the rest is history!” He looked over his shoulder, as if making sure no one was standing behind him, then leaned over the table toward me. “To tell you the truth, I think it turns me on more that Aaron is black!” 
 
    I blinked, not understanding. “Why is that?” 
 
    “It’s not a race thing. Not really. It’s more the visual contrast. She’s so white and his skin is so dark. There’s just something about that that gets me going! They look amazing together!” 
 
    “Yeah,” I admitted, “they sure do.” 
 
    “Alice has been talking about being exclusive with him.” My eyes shot up to meet his and he read the shock on my face. “I mean with regard to other guys,” he explained, raising his hands from the table. “No way am I going to give up fucking my own wife!” he chuckled. “But there’s something about the idea of him being her ‘boyfriend’ that really turns my crank!”               
 
    Before I could reply, Steve’s phone rang in his hand. He looked at the number. “It’s Alice,” he said with a sly grin. He held up a finger, “Just a sec!” He tapped the screen and then held the phone up to his ear. “Hello!... uh huh… Yeah, he’s here with me right now!” He winked at me. “Oh, really?... All right… Okay then, we’re almost done here anyway… I’ll see you soon!... Love you!” 
 
    He tapped the screen again, ending the call, and laid the phone down on the table. “The little lady wants me to hurry home.” He laughed and chugged the remainder of his beer. “Oh, and just so you know, our wives apparently had lunch today. My little Alice wound up spilling the beans to Erica, so I’m sure you two will also have plenty to talk about when you get home!” He winked. 
 
    As if on cue, I felt my phone buzz in my pocket. I fished it out and saw that I had a text from Erica. “Speak of the devil!” I announced, tapping on the screen. 
 
    My wife had written me only two lines, two fragments of sentences, but all caps: TALKED TO ALICE! NEED YOU 2 COME HOME AND FUCK ME RIGHT NOW! Apparently, Steve had been right. The wife and I were going to have plenty to “talk” about! 
 
    I knew she had intended the text for my eyes only, but after all that Steve had shared with me tonight, not showing him seemed somehow rude. With a smirk, I turned the screen around and let him read my wife’s message. He shook his head, “Wow! Duty calls, John!” 
 
    I finished my own beer and then stood, pushing my chair in and offering Steve my hand. “Well, I guess we’d better call it a day. Thanks for the…” I paused, “enlightening conversation!” 
 
    “Anytime! Anytime!” Steve beamed, shaking my hand. “It’s actually kind of nice to have someone to talk to about all this!” 
 
    “Well, I can’t say it’s not a fascinating!” I smiled, nodding at the cell phone in his other hand. “Especially with the ‘visual aids’!” 
 
    Steve laughed as we started for the door, “Yeah! I didn’t really ask her if it was okay to show you that, but knowing my kinky little wife like I do, it would probably turn her on!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    Erica was sitting on the couch in the living room when I got home. Hearing me enter, she rose and came to the door, wrapping her arms around me in a warm hug as I hung my coat on its hook. “Hey Baby!” She murmured, kissing my shoulder. “How was your day?” 
 
    “My day was good. Although, it started out a little wet!” Turning around, I bent to kiss her lips, my arms encircling her slender waist and drawing her body against me. “How about yours? I hear you had an interesting lunch.” 
 
    Erica blushed, her eyes shining with excitement. “Yeah!” she admitted with a sheepish nod. “I guess ‘interesting’ is one way of putting it!” 
 
    I released her and stepped back, sitting down on the bench along the wall to take off my shoes. “So, what did Alice have to say?” I asked. 
 
    “A lot!” Erica laughed. “A whole lot! But, I really don’t think we should talk about it now.” 
 
    “Oh?” I looked up at her. 
 
    “Yeah!” she said. “I think we should eat and shower first. I really think we should be in the bedroom when I tell you about the things Alice and I discussed!” With a wicked grin, she turned on her heel and went to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Erica and I had barely spoken during supper, each of us intent on eating our food as quickly as possible. Supper had been nothing fancy, just a couple of sandwiches and some potato chips, but that was fine with me. Erica had made it quite clear that she had other plans tonight. After wolfing down her meal, she had hastily crammed her plate and silverware into the sink and skipped off toward the bathroom, leaving me to finish my ham sandwich alone.  
 
    When I had turned from the sink after clearing away my own dishes, I had been surprised to catch a glimpse of her scurrying from the bathroom to our bedroom with her towel wrapped tightly around her midsection. Damn, somebody’s in a hurry! I thought. It usually takes her 20 minutes to take a shower! 
 
    Now, as I briskly toweled myself off in front of the mirror, I couldn’t help but smile. Whatever Alice had told Erica, it had definitely left her horny, and I was about to become the beneficiary of that! Finished, I slung my damp towel over the shower curtain rod and, not bothering to put on any clothes, stalked off toward the bedroom, where I knew Erica would be waiting impatiently for me. 
 
    As soon as I entered the bedroom, I saw Erica standing next to the bed, the soft glow from the lamp on my nightstand gently illuminating her towel-clad form. With a huge smile, she dropped her towel and pounced on me, pushing me backward onto the bed and crawling on top of me, her full tits dragging along my skin as her lips found mine. Her searching hand glided down my belly, delving between my legs, and found my cock, which grew rapidly under her touch. 
 
    “Somebody’s eager tonight!” I smiled between kisses. Her lips tasted like ripe peaches. 
 
    “God, Baby! You have no idea!” she moaned, rolling onto her side. Her warm hand still caressed my cock, which was now erect and throbbing in her hand. “Ever since my lunch with Alice, I’ve been so horny I could scream!” 
 
    “What did you and little Miss Alice discuss?” I asked innocently, reaching to brush the hair from her face. Meeting her crystal blue eyes, I grinned, “As if I couldn’t guess!” 
 
    “God!” she swallowed. “This thing that she does, that they do… it’s so… so…” 
 
    “Crazy?” I offered with a crooked grin. 
 
    “Yeah! It is crazy,” she murmured. “It’s definitely crazy! But it’s also fascinating! The more she told me, the more I wanted to hear! This hotwife thing… I don’t know… it’s kinda hot! Do you know what I mean?” There was concern in her wide eyes as she searched mine, fearing that her excitement would somehow offend me. 
 
    “Yes, I agree,” I nodded, reaching out to run a fingertip along the underside of one of her large breasts. She shivered in response to my touch. “It is hot! Steve showed me a video after work today. ‘Hot’ doesn’t really do it justice!” 
 
    “Oh my God!” her hand flew to her mouth. “You saw her?! Saw them?!” 
 
    “Mm hmm!” I nodded. “Alice and a man named Aaron.” 
 
    In one lithe motion, Erica slid from the bed to kneel between my knees. She reached for my erection and leaned forward planting a kiss on the sensitive tip of my cock. Her soft blonde hair tickled the insides of my thighs. “Yeah,” she smiled up at me sweetly, “Alice told me about Aaron.”  
 
    Opening wide, she engulfed my cock, bobbing up and down my shaft a few times before coming up for air. “Alice says he’s really big,” she said, meeting my eyes. The look on her face turned the statement into a question. 
 
    “Yeah,” I nodded. “He’s big.” I gasped as her warm mouth once again found my throbbing cock, her eyes never leaving mine as she fellated me. “Steve says Alice likes them big!” I smiled crookedly at her. 
 
    She let me slip from her mouth with a soft, wet plop and nodded her head. “That’s what she told me, too,” she said, thinking. “In fact, I think she even referred to herself as a ‘size queen’ at one point! Apparently, size does matter!” She winked at me, taking the head of my cock into her warm mouth once more.  
 
    “She’s not the only one who thinks it matters,” I offered. Erica’s eyes rose to meet mine, her brow furrowed in confusion as she continued to suck me. “Steve likes it when the guys are bigger than he is!” 
 
    She rose off my cock and straightened up, staring at me in shock. “He told you that?” Erica whispered, her sapphire eyes wide. 
 
    “Yeah,” I chuckled, shaking my head. “I guess he gets off on the thought of the other guy giving her more than he can.” 
 
    “Oh my God, that’s hot!” she murmured, her voice hoarse with excitement. She bent forward to lick the underside of my cock from my balls to the now purple head, then opened wide to capture my iron-hard cock and bobbed ferociously on me, sucking like a woman possessed. Our conversation was obviously exciting her.  
 
    After a few minutes, she came up for air again. “That’s so sexy,” she murmured, biting her lip as she thought about what I had told her, “but I can’t believe Steve likes watching his wife with a guy who’s bigger than he is!” She looked up at me. “I mean, doesn’t that intimidate him? Isn’t he worried? Just a little?” 
 
    “Worried?” 
 
    “You know,” she said, stopping mid-sentence to run her hot tongue teasingly across the tip of my cock, “worried that Alice will leave him for some well-hung stud!” She winked and then once more wrapped her lips around my dick and began to suck me in earnest. 
 
    I laughed at her little joke, but to tell the truth, the thought of Alice leaving Steve for one of her lovers had occurred to me as well. In fact, it was among the very first things I thought of when Steve had initially begun to relate their adventures to me. But in the interim, I had had given the matter a great deal of thought and I had ultimately come to the conclusion that it was unlikely. 
 
    From everything Steve had told me, this “hotwife” thing wasn’t about his inability to satisfy his own wife. It was about adding a little spice, and it was something that they were both into. And, apparently, their extramarital adventures had actually strengthened the bond between them. By his account, Alice was even more affectionate than she had been before. 
 
    I groaned with pleasure, Erica’s ministrations disrupting my train of thought. My hands moved to the back of my wife’s head, softly holding her blonde locks as she moved up and down me. I was hard as glass in her mouth, my cock pulsing with excitement. 
 
    I found myself wondering if Alice had sucked her black lover like this. God! How sexy it would have been to see her on her knees before him, worshipping his oversized penis. I closed my eyes and thought back to the video Steve had shown me. 
 
    Alice really was beautiful, slim and feminine with luxuriant, golden hair, and the contrast between her pale skin and that of her ebony lover had been breathtaking. I remembered how her small tits had jiggled delightfully as he thrust into her from behind and suddenly imagined Erica in her place, her large, pendulous breasts swaying beneath her as a muscular black man pulled her hips back toward him as he forced his enormous cock  into my wife. 
 
    Oh my God! My eyes snapped open, glancing guiltily down at Erica. She still sucked me avidly, her eyes closed in concentration, oblivious to the perverse image that had come crashing, unbidden, into my brain. Shit! What was wrong with me?! 
 
    I’d just been listening to too much of Steve’s stories, I told myself, that was all! It was just a harmless, impulsive thought. It didn’t mean anything. It’s not like I would ever consider doing anything like that with Erica… not really… What was it Steve had said? “You really should try it!” 
 
    My cock jumped involuntarily in my wife’s mouth, causing her to open her eyes. Letting me slip from her lips, she flashed a huge smile. “Enjoying yourself?” she asked rhetorically, peering up from between my legs as she lazily pumped my steely dick with one hand. 
 
    “Oh yeah!” I nodded enthusiastically. “Awesome!” Damn it! What would she think if she knew that I had been fantasizing about her being fucked by another man? 
 
    She leaned back, sitting on her heels and studied my prick as if sizing me up for the first time. “Was he much bigger than you?” she asked, lifting her gaze from my cock to meet my eyes. 
 
    “What? Who?” I frowned, not understanding. 
 
    “Aaron,” she explained. “Alice says he’s big. I just wondered what ‘big’ means in this case.” 
 
    I swallowed. “Yeah,” I admitted, “his is bigger.” I could feel myself blushing. It suddenly felt awkward, talking to my wife about another man’s cock. Probably because I had just been fantasizing about Aaron using that ebony monster on Erica! I thought with a wry smile. “Quite a bit bigger.” 
 
    “Like this?” Erica queried, holding her right hand about an inch above the wet tip of my dick. 
 
    I shook my head. “Bigger.” 
 
    She moved her hand up another inch and looked at me quizzically. 
 
    I leaned forward and gently took her wrist, pulling her hand up until she was about four inches above my cock. “About like this,” I muttered. 
 
    “Wow!” she said, staring at my cock and her hand hovering in midair above it. Her face flushed bright crimson, her breathing now rapid as she imagined a cock that size. She shook her head and looked up at me, “I’ve never seen one that big before!” 
 
    “I hadn’t either!” I shrugged, smiling sheepishly. “It was…” My voice trailed off. I didn’t know how to put into words what I was thinking. 
 
    “Impressive?” she offered quietly, resuming her pumping of my straining cock. 
 
    “Intimidating,” I said after a moment’s reflection. 
 
    “I can imagine!” she nodded her understanding, measuring my average-sized cock with her eyes. 
 
    Erica gave my dick a few more lazy pumps, then her eyes darted up to meet mine. She bit her lip for a moment, before opening her mouth to speak, then quickly closed it again, swallowing hard. It was obvious that she wanted to say something, but she was nervous. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked, reaching out to stroke her cheek with the back of my fingers. “Whatever it is, you can tell me, Erica.” 
 
    She took a deep breath, then suddenly blurted, “Alice says it’s amazing!” 
 
    “Amazing? Alice says what’s amazing?” 
 
    “When a guy is… you know… big. Like Aaron!” 
 
    “Oh. You mean,” I snorted, “when the guy has a big cock.” 
 
    Erica nodded sheepishly, her hand pausing on my now-throbbing cock. “Alice says it’s different, more intense, more pleasurable.” 
 
    “I suppose that’s true! It certainly looked like she was enjoying it!” 
 
    “Hmm. I wonder what it’s like… with a really big one.”  
 
    I didn’t reply. I didn’t know what to say. My heart pounded in my chest as I listened to her words. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing! My innocent wife, my sweet Erica had just admitted to me that she was curious about sex with a well-hung lover! My mouth felt as dry as cotton. 
 
    My wife’s slow, leisurely handjob resumed. She stared at my cock, pulsing excitedly in her little hands as she stroked me. “Alice said I should try it for myself,” she said in a small, quiet voice. 
 
    “What?!” I gasped, my head spinning. I leaned forward and took her wrists in my hands. I was suddenly desperate to free myself from her grasp before I came. “What did you say?! I mean… did you… Is that something you’d want?” Steve’s words echoed in my brain again, “You really should try it!” 
 
    Erica shook her head softly, avoiding my eyes. “I’m a married woman, John,” she whispered. 
 
    “That’s not what I asked.” 
 
    She shrugged and smiled, “Let’s talk about it later.” 
 
    Nodding, I released her hands and she gave me a dozen rapid strokes. Then, she bent forward to lash at the head of my cock with her hot tongue. My whole body tensed as bolts of hot lightning shot through my crotch. 
 
    Satisfied that she had me ready for action, Erica quickly hopped to her feet and reached out her hands to me. I pulled her to me, dragging her on to my chest as I laid back on the bed. My hand strayed down her slender back to knead her lovely butt as our lips met. Our kiss was fiery and passionate, both of us obviously excited by our discussion of Alice’s lover. 
 
    Breaking our kiss, Erica propped herself up on her elbows and gave me a mischievous grin, “I wonder if Alice would loan Aaron to me…?” 
 
    I stared at her, speechless, with my mouth hanging open. In five years of marriage, Erica had never shown even the slightest interest in talking dirty during sex, at least not until now. And while I knew that she was only teasing me, the fact that she could even have such a naughty thought vibrated through my brain like a struck chord. My wife was thinking about another man’s big cock! 
 
    “Oh well,” she quipped, shrugging her narrow little shoulders and reaching down between us to find my cock, “I guess I’ll just have to make do with this one for now!” 
 
    I groaned as she pressed the head of my cock into her sopping folds and then rapidly sat down on me, taking my full length in one motion. Instinctively, I reached for her ass, my fingers digging into the tender flesh of her cheeks as I pulled her down hard against my pelvis, relishing the feeling of her snug warmth engulfing me, her wiry little patch of pubic hair rasping against my skin. God! Her tight little pussy was as hot as an oven! 
 
    Grabbing my wrists, she pulled my hands away, raising them over my head and pinning them to the mattress. This was new! Erica was usually the passive partner when we made love, but if she wanted to take charge, I definitely was not going to complain! I relaxed, laying back and letting her set the pace. 
 
    Slowly, tortuously, she rose up my shaft, higher and higher until only the tip of my penis remained inside her, before once more lowering herself onto me. The feelings were exquisite: tight, warm, wet, slick, and buttery smooth. Her big tits wobbled seductively as she moved down me. No sooner had our crotches kissed than she repeated her ascent, up, up, up and then slowly down again. 
 
    She was killing me! I needed more… more speed, more friction… more fucking! And she knew it. She toyed with me, moving up and down on me for several minutes, tormenting me, building my anticipation to the breaking point.  
 
    Frustrated, I thrust insistently up toward her, trying to force her to go faster, but her hand came down to rest firmly on my belly, preventing me from gaining any more penetration. “Patience!” she said pointedly. 
 
    Finally, she relented, gradually increasing the pace of her hips. By the time she had completed another ten strokes, she was bouncing on me like a pogo stick, much to my delight. Her large breasts bounced outrageously, just scant inches from my face. Unable to resist the temptation, I craned my neck and sucked a pert nipple into my mouth. 
 
    Erica instantly sat up, pulling her nipple from my mouth and ceasing her up and down movement. She now began to slide to and fro on me, ratcheting her pelvis as she rode me. Her two slender hands she now placed on my pecs, supporting herself so that she could move more rapidly on me, her hips flying across me.  
 
    I could feel her juices soaking my crotch. Damn, she was wet! I honestly couldn’t remember the last time I had seen her so excited. 
 
    In her excitement, she slid forward, allowing my cock to slip out of her and fall flat against my stomach. Instead of stopping, she continued to slide back and forth, the underside of my penis splitting the lips of her pussy as her wet gash traveled up and down my cock from the sensitive head to my full balls.  
 
    “Oops!” she grinned at me, her eyes full of mischief as she ground her clit against my shaft. “Looks like this little guy slipped out. I’ll bet that never happens with Aaron!” My face burned with embarrassment at her naughty words. She curled her hips forward to slide up along the length of my trapped cock, then back again, taunting me, refusing to let me back inside her gloriously warm slit. “I’ll have to ask Alice about it!” she winked. 
 
    Alice! Erica was going to talk about my sexual performance with Alice?! Alice, who was suggesting that my wife take a well-hung lover! It was a horrifying thought, and yet somehow exciting at the same time. My dick twitched against the wet folds of pussy. Naturally, she felt it. 
 
    She leaned forward, her big warm tits flattening against my chest as her lips found my ear. “Feels like somebody likes the idea of me talking to Alice!” Her sultry whisper so close to my ear caused a little shiver of erotic tension to run down my spine. “Or maybe you like the idea of me with Aaron…!” she teased. 
 
    The image of Aaron’s dark body settling between Erica’s beautiful, spread legs flashed in my mind, unbearably erotic. Growling with lust, I brought my hands up to grasp her slender ribcage. Erica squealed in surprise. I pulled her warm body tightly to me and rolled us both swiftly over, pinning her to the sheets beneath me. I rose up onto my hands and, pulling my hips back slightly, plunged my aching cock into her sopping pussy to the hilt in a single, savage motion. 
 
    “Ungh!” Erica grunted in surprise, arching her back in response to my sudden penetration. “Oh God!” she gasped. A shudder ran through her frame.  
 
    I gave her no chance to recover, pulling back and then ramming forward again, sawing my engorged cock rapidly in and out of her soft, pliant body. My bloated balls slapped noisily against her round ass with each pitiless, punishing thrust of my rock-hard dick. As though they had a mind of their own, her long, smooth legs rose to caress my pounding hips as I fucked her like a madman.  
 
    “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?!” I hissed, battering her swollen pussy. “You’d like Aaron to fuck you with that big black cock of his!” God! What was I saying? Turned on like never before by Erica’s uncharacteristic teasing, I was no longer thinking clearly, saying anything and everything that came into my head. “Maybe you really should give Alice a call,” I taunted, slamming into her. 
 
    Her eyes clenched tightly closed, Erica moaned loudly, her head tossing back and forth in the tangled sheets as she teetered on the edge of orgasm. Her small hands slid up my straining back to clutch my shoulders, her red nails biting into the skin in her excitement.  
 
    Witnessing the dramatic effect that my words had on her, I continued to push. I lowered myself down onto Erica, my lips scant inches from her ear. “Maybe Steve and Alice are right,” I whispered, increasing the speed of my thrusts, “maybe we should find a big cock for you to fuck!” 
 
    It was like a bomb going off inside her. Her whole body went stiff, her back arching up off the mattress as she came. Her mouth fell open, my words rattling around inside her pretty head. She screamed, “YES!! OH MY GOD! JOHN!!”  
 
    Throwing her head back into the wrinkled sheets, Erica shook and shuddered against me like a dry leaf in a sandstorm. She clawed my back, oblivious to my grimace, lost in the waves of ecstasy that coursed through her gorgeous body. 
 
    I slowed my pace, stroking leisurely in and out of her clutching wetness, allowing her to catch her breath. When I bent to kiss her trembling lips, her eyes fluttered open, unfocused at first, then quickly righting themselves, staring deeply into mine. Her brow was creased with concern. 
 
    “John,” she whispered, “I… I…” 
 
    “Shhh,” I stopped her lips with another kiss. “It’s all right, Baby! Just go with it.”  
 
    I pulled out and, moving off her, I grasped her hip, rolling her onto her side next to me. Settling in behind her, I shuffled forward until I made contact with her shapely ass. Then, I reached down and took my raging cock and, hunching my hips forward, pressed it back into her weeping slit.  
 
    The heat of her wet pussy was shocking after the relative coolness of the bedroom. It was like sticking my dick into a bowl of melted butter. Erica sighed contentedly as I spooned her, my arm reaching around to run my fingers playfully through the raspy little patch of fur above her slit. 
 
    Lying on my side, spooning her, I began to fuck my wife once more, slowly at first. Craning my head forward, I planted a soft kiss on the nape of her neck, pleased to see a row of goosebumps pop up on her pale skin. She shivered, murmuring happily at the feel of my hot breath. 
 
    For a while, I was silent, turning things over in my head as I slowly fucked her in the dim light cast by the bedside lamp. I’d said what I’d said to get her going, payback for teasing me about the size of my spectacularly average penis. And it had worked. Erica had popped like a firecracker when I mentioned her fucking another dude. All that was true… but it wasn’t the whole truth. 
 
    Nuzzling her blond hair, I breathed in the floral scent of her shampoo and let my hand stray upwards along her flat belly, up over her ribs to cup one of her plump tits, feeling it wobble heavily in my fingers as I fucked her. No, I was forced to admit, there was more to it than simply pushing my wife’s buttons, teasing her to get her excited. Somewhere, there was a grain of truth in what I had said. I really was starting to warm to the idea. 
 
    For days now, ever since I’d overheard Steve’s telephone call with Alice really, I’d been thinking about it, imagining Erica with another man. At first, I’d made every effort to drive those thoughts from my head. After all, no normal man would even consider such a thing. And yet, as the days wore on, my thoughts kept returning to those haunting, illicit fantasies. 
 
    Now, I had actually gone so far as to speak the words. And, instead of recoiling in horror, my wife had taken the same tack, playing along with my perverse whims. What did that mean for us, for our marriage? I had no idea, but I found myself unable to shake the feeling that something was about to change. And, there was a pretty good chance that that “something” was going to come in the form of a new lover for my wife! Possibly Aaron… 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” My wife’s soft whisper tore me out of my reverie. 
 
    “Um,” I stuttered, trying to think of something innocuous to say. Anything to avoid admitting to my wife that I was once again daydreaming about her with another man. But then I decided, What the hell! In for a penny, in for a pound! “You,” I said truthfully. “You… and Aaron. In bed together.” 
 
    “Yeah,” she murmured quietly, “me, too.” 
 
    My dick jumped inside her, causing her to giggle. “You like that, huh?” she asked. 
 
    In answer, I gently pushed her away from me, rolling her onto her stomach. Rising onto my arms, I moved over her and mounted her once more from behind. God! She was right, I thought, as I began to pound into her, I did like that. 
 
    There was no point in trying to stave off my orgasm. There was no way I was going to last much longer; not after all this. Our naughty pillow talk had me far too excited! Resigning myself to my fate, I fucked her quickly now, hard and deep, ramming my hard cock into her with reckless abandon, enjoying the feel of my flat belly bouncing off her upturned ass with each stroke. 
 
    Erica mewed in response, obviously liking the increased pace and the added friction it brought. I could tell from her breathing that her orgasm was building, too. 
 
    “That’s it, Baby!” she cooed, arching her butt and peering back over her shoulder at me. “Fuck that pussy while it’s still yours!” She shot me an evil grin. 
 
    That was it. That one nasty thought was the straw that broke the camel’s back, searing itself into my consciousness like a bolt of brilliant lightning. With a final savage thrust, I forced my cock as deeply inside her as I could as my orgasm overtook me. Seeing stars, I bellowed hoarsely, my whole body going rigid with the painfully intense pleasure that surged up from my balls like lava to spew forth from my pulsating shaft. Clutching Erica’s thin waist, I pulled her round little ass tight against my crotch, as though to prevent her escape as I gave her bolt after bolt of my white-hot semen. 
 
    Erica felt me begin to pulse inside her, and the knowledge that I was cumming inside her sent her hurtling over the edge with me. Closing her eyes tightly, she threw back her head, her golden tresses splashing across her slender back, her mouth torn open in a silent scream as her own orgasm washed over her trembling frame.  
 
    As I continued to grind my spasming cock deep inside her, she found her voice once more, emitting a series of ragged, animalistic, scream-like moans that heightened my own excitement. She came so hard I thought she would pass out, collapsing beneath me at the end to lie twitching in the damp sheets. 
 
    We lay there, panting in the afterglow of the best sex we had ever had, both of us thinking about the things we had said in the heat of passion, neither of us daring to speak. A million thoughts ran through my brain at that moment. I was afraid of what she would think of me, mortified by the glimpse I had given her into the secret workings of my mind. Then, suddenly, it occurred to me; she had done the same!  
 
    Each of my insane, perverted taunts had been met by one of hers. No, not met… not simply countered. She had done me one better each time, taking it further than I had dared! Just how much truth had there been to her teasing? I wondered. For that matter, how much truth had there been to mine?  
 
    Finally, my breathing having returned to normal, I could stand the silence no longer.  “Does this mean we won’t be needing Aaron’s help?” I rolled onto my side next to my wife and arched my eyebrow, trying unsuccessfully to keep a grin from my face. 
 
    Erica blushed furiously, bringing her hands up to cover her face. Opening her fingers, she peeked adorably at me. “Oh my God, John!” she croaked. I can’t believe I… we…” Lowering her hands, she looked into my eyes, her face suddenly serious. “You know I’d never… I mean, those things I said…” She bit her lip. “Baby, you know I was just saying that to get you going, right?” She looked at me pleadingly. 
 
    “Sure,” I nodded. “Same here! I was just fooling around! It’s not like I really want you to…” 
 
    “I know, right?” 
 
    But, when she got up to go to the bathroom, I lay alone on the bed, staring up at the ceiling and I couldn’t help but wonder… had it all really been just teasing? Or, was my wife really turned on by the thought of spreading her legs for another man? 
 
    In my case, I had to admit, there was something about this whole “hotwife” thing that fascinated me. It was like a siren song of debauchery, drawing my thoughts like a magnet anytime I let my guard down. More and more, I found myself fantasizing about what it would be like to be in Steve’s shoes, to watch my naughty wife with someone else.  
 
    And despite her most recent words, I got the distinct impression that Erica had given the matter more than a little thought. The more I considered it, the more likely it seemed to me that she, too, had hidden fantasies of her own. But just what were they? Were they tame and vanilla, or shocking and dirty? 
 
    As I pondered these questions, I could feel myself drifting into the warm, delicious drowsiness that preceded a deep and satisfying sleep. With my last conscious thought, I realized that my musings had given me another erection. Then, the darkness closed in around me and I slipped into a fitful sleep, dreaming ‘til dawn of naked, writhing bodies, with my wife always in their sweaty midst. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Dawn broke clear and bright on Saturday morning, with a thousand birds heralding the return of springtime weather. The overcast skies and chilly winds of the previous day seemed like a distant, unpleasant memory in the glaring warmth of the sun, now rapidly burning away the last of the puddles from the city sidewalks. 
 
    When the warm rays streaming in through the east-facing window reached my bare back, I awoke, face down in the cotton sheets. Rolling onto my back, I stretched, raising my arms high above my head and groaning softly as the tension left my muscles. Erica murmured beside me, lifting her head from the pillow and smiling lazily at me. “G’morning,” she mumbled. Her blonde hair fell in long, disheveled locks across her eyes, making her look like a sheepdog. (A thought that I had the presence of mind to keep to myself!). 
 
    “Hey there. Sleep well?” I leaned forward and brushed her hair away, smiling at the sight of her blue eyes blinking in the harsh sunlight that flooded the bedroom. 
 
    “Like a cadaver!” she answered groggily, sitting up. She swung her legs over the side, affording me but the briefest flash of her skimpy panties before her night shirt slipped back down to cover her. “How about some fresh pancakes for breakfast?” she asked as she stood up. 
 
    “Mmm! That sounds awesome!” 
 
    “All right then,” she said, leaning across the bed to give me a kiss, “why don’t you go make them while I take a quick shower!” Sticking out her tongue and giggling, she hopped back from the edge of the bed before I could grab her and skipped merrily out of the room, obviously pleased with her little joke. 
 
    I threw my head back onto the pillow and chuckled, hearing the water start in the apartment’s tiny bathroom. God, I love that woman! I thought, shaking my head. Then, I got up and went to the dresser along the wall to grab a pair of sweatpants before making my way to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
      
 
    We actually got through breakfast without once talking about Steve and Alice. But, the small talk we made as we ate our pancakes was oddly halting and forced, with a distinctly artificial feel that I at first found hard to define. We talked about work, the weather, what color to paint the bathroom. 
 
    Bit by bit, it dawned on me that both Erica and I were purposely avoiding any mention of what had happened last night. We were trying desperately to steer the conversation away from the thing that was actually on both of our minds, like a third presence sitting there at the table with us: Erica and I had included another man in our pillow talk last night, and we’d both gotten off on it! 
 
    Once the meal was done, there was a lull in the conversation. I lifted my steaming hot cup of coffee to my lips, cradling it between my hands to blow on the hot liquid. In reality, I was buying time, trying to think of something to say. Across from me, Erica, still wearing her bathrobe, was nervously playing with her hair, twisting her straw-colored locks tightly around her index finger as she studied the tablecloth in front of her. 
 
    This is ridiculous! I thought. Here we are, two mature adults who had shared a naughty fantasy with each other and enjoyed it! Why in the world are we so nervous about it now?! I took a sip of the scalding coffee and made up my mind: enough is enough!  
 
    I returned my cup to the table and opened my mouth to speak, but before I could get a word out, Erica’s eyes suddenly darted up to meet mine, and she blurted, “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Sorry? What do you have to be sorry for?” 
 
    “I’m sorry about last night! It was… I don’t know! It was…” 
 
    “It was hot!” I finished her sentence. “That’s what it was! Hot as hell!” I felt my face flush, embarrassed by my own candidness. But, it was the truth. 
 
    She stared at me a second, her eyes narrowed doubtfully as though unsure whether or not I was serious. She opened her mouth to speak, then closed it again, looking down at the table and shaking her head. Finally, she raised her eyes to mine and grinned. “Yeah,” she said, her voice scarcely above a whisper, “it definitely was that!” 
 
    She reached across the table and took my hand. “I was kind of afraid I might have hurt your feelings,” she said. “You know, teasing you about Aaron, and all.” 
 
    At the mention of his name, my cock immediately responded, stiffening in my pants. I swallowed and shook my head. “No,” I muttered. “Like I said, it was hot! It really turned me on!” 
 
    “I’m so glad to hear you say that!” she sighed. “After things calmed down and I had a chance to think about the things I said, I was sort of freaking out! I was such a complete slut! I mean, I know that some couples like to talk dirty in bed, but you and I… Well, we’d never done that, and I guess I was worried that you’d think I was terrible.” 
 
    “Not a chance, Erica!” I said, squeezing her hands. “Last night was perfect. When I say it was ‘hot’, what I mean is that it was the hottest sex we’ve ever had! I liked the fact that you were naughty! I even liked the way you teased me about Aaron! I don’t know,” I shrugged, “I guess I like having a wife who’s a slut.” 
 
    “Oh really?” she chuckled, rolling her eyes. Her eyes returned to mine and she tucked her bottom lip under her front teeth, her eyes gleaming precociously. “So… You wouldn’t mind if I wanted to talk dirty from time to time?” 
 
    “No. Hell no!” I returned her naughty grin. “Anytime you feel like!” 
 
    “How about right now?” She released my hand and got to her feet, smiling over her shoulder at me as she paused in the doorway, untying the sash of her bathrobe. “You know what they say,” she said seductively, “practice makes perfect!” With a wink, she shrugged her shoulders, letting the robe slip down her slender back to pool about her ankles on the floor. For the briefest instant, I had a tantalizing view of her glorious ass as she disappeared, heading toward our bedroom. 
 
    I nearly overturned my chair as I lurched to my feet and set off in pursuit of my beautiful, horny wife, my rock-hard prick leading the way. 
 
      
 
    I lost track of how many times Erica and I made love that weekend. We never left the apartment. In fact, we barely left the bedroom!  
 
    And, true to her word, my pretty little wife got plenty of practice talking dirty. This was something new for us. Our sex life before this had consisted of standard, vanilla, married people sex once or twice a week. It was enjoyable, but not terribly imaginative. Erica’s dirty talk turned our lovemaking into something else entirely and, at the time, it felt very naughty and kinky, which made it a whole hell of a lot of fun. 
 
    Her teasing at that point was halting and timid and, in the grand scheme of things, pretty mild, just a few playful taunts whispered in my ear in the throes of passion. But it was very exciting for both of us and, by the time Monday rolled around, I could tell that Erica was beginning to relax a little and feel more comfortable with this newfound kink of ours. 
 
      
 
    The next two weeks were something of a blur. We were coming to the end of a big project, with a presentation to be made to a potential client that would likely determine the fate of the entire company. Needless to say, the whole office was in an uproar, with the various department heads screaming for updates and sending out memos. It seemed we were all too busy to even make small talk around the water cooler.  
 
    Even though his cubicle was right next to mine, I scarcely spoke to Steve during those two weeks, our interaction limited to brief exchanges in the hallway, coming and going, in between staff meetings, never alone. He was constantly on the phone and I was stuck running down figures, making sure everything was in order. 
 
    I was dying to talk to him, to hear more about Alice’s adventures, but both he and I found ourselves working late each night, then leaving the office with a mound of paperwork. It was obvious to both of us that there was no way we would be able to meet for a beer at O’Malley’s until this damned project was finished. I grudgingly resigned myself to having to wait until next week and threw myself into my work. 
 
      
 
    With Steve and me working such long hours, Erica and Alice took the opportunity to spend some time together. While we were slaving away at the office or sitting at home, poring over reams of paper, neglecting them, they went shopping, caught the opening of a new art gallery downtown, sampled a Thai restaurant I had been promising to take Erica to for six months, but had somehow never found the time… and, above all, they talked. They talked a lot. 
 
    Emboldened by Alice’s brash frankness and openness, Erica had overcome her own reticence and begun to ask about her friend’s lifestyle. And Lord, had Alice given her an earful! Looking back, it now seems clear to me that Alice had been in need of just such a confidant. After all, this wasn’t the sort of thing one could discuss with just anybody!  
 
    But in Erica, she had found an attentive, fascinated listener, a rapt pupil who hung on each perverted word. So, she told her everything, the plain, unvarnished truth about all the crazy things she and Steve had done in the past three months and with whom. From the first inkling of Steve’s and her shared fantasy to their initial search for just the right man to their recent decision to share her exclusively with the handsome, ebony-skinned Aaron, Alice had laid her soul bare. 
 
    Though she was shocked at first, Erica simply could not get enough of Alice’s stories. By the time those two weeks came to an end, my wife’s fascination had given way to obsession. Alice and her big, black lover were all she talked about! 
 
    Far from swearing my wife to secrecy, Alice had encouraged Erica to come home and tell me all about it. And that she did, coming home each night in a frenzy of lust to drag me away from my paperwork and practically rape me as she related her friend’s erotic adventures, intermingled with her own slutty little fantasies.  
 
    As interesting as Alice’s escapades with her boyfriend Aaron were, it was Erica’s dirty stories about herself that made my cock so hard it hurt! My formerly innocent wife seemed to grow bolder with each passing day, pushing the envelope. Once she realized just how much she was turning me on, she didn’t hold anything back, whispering a steady stream of debauchery into my eager ear as we fucked like newlyweds. 
 
    The scenarios she created and the images she described in ever-increasing detail drove me absolutely crazy with lust. In my mind’s eye, I could vividly see the things she whispered to me there in the dark. The white-hot images of sex that flashed into my mind were almost too much to bear; Erica on her back, spreading her gloriously long, pale legs, inviting a new lover to mount her as I watched, me sharing a kiss with her while another man fucked my wife! The naughtier her pillow talk was, the more it excited me, and the more excited I got, the more it excited her.  
 
    I began to notice certain common themes in her fantasies. She was invariably being fucked by another man, sometimes a stranger, but usually Aaron, and I, her husband, was always there watching. In almost every case, the man between her legs was handsome, muscular, and black. 
 
    Not to be outdone by Erica’s newly discovered sluttiness, I teased her right back, ratcheting up the scenarios she created, taking them to a new level of forbidden kink. It became a game of sorts, teasing and taunting one another with ever crazier scenes of carnal excess. 
 
    In my versions, it was no longer a single strange man, but two, or perhaps three. And the men were hung, huge, always bigger than me, stretching my petite wife like I could never hope to do. In graphic detail, I began to pour out every fantasy I had ever had, and the effect on my wife was staggering. She loved it, ate it up, orgasming like a woman possessed with my insane words burning themselves indelibly into her brain. It was a self-perpetuating cycle of eroticism, with both of us feeding off the insane arousal of the other. 
 
    It was all harmless fun, I told myself. It wasn’t as though we were going to pursue these little fantasies! We were just pretending, getting off by imagining ourselves in the shoes of our bolder, more perverted friends. No harm in that! But, there were times when I wasn’t so sure… 
 
    Only during my long bus commute to and from the office did I have time to ponder these matters in any depth. With our looming deadline, my time at work was occupied completely with the company project. And at home… Well, when Erica got home in the evening from her little excursions with Alice, she wasn’t exactly leaving me much time for deep thought! 
 
    In so many ways, the dirty little stories that Erica had been whispering into my ear during our lovemaking mirrored the daydreams I had been having about her since overhearing Steve on the phone with Alice. But it soon became apparent that my wife’s fantasies were more detailed, more developed. She seemed to have given this an awful lot of thought. Suddenly, it dawned on me: this wasn’t a new fantasy for Erica! These were secret thoughts she’d harbored for some time, but never shared with me! 
 
    The more I thought about it, the more sense it made. After all, Erica had immediately known what the word “hotwife” meant, as soon as I said it. Thanks to Beth. Beth! Of course! It had been Beth who had planted the seeds of this idea in her mind. From everything Erica had told me, Beth had provided her with more than enough detail about her hotwife lifestyle to start the cogs turning inside my wife’s pretty little head. 
 
    It was only natural that she would be curious about such an out-of-the-ordinary marital arrangement. Hell, Steve’s confession had been absolutely impossible to get out of my head! But, now I found myself wondering just how long Erica had been fantasizing about these things. Had she given serious consideration to having sex with another man? The idea was disconcerting, but I couldn’t help noticing that my cock got as hard as an iron rod! 
 
    Then, I had another, shocking thought, one that disturbed me even more. What about the things I had been saying to her? Were they really just made-up fantasies, something to get Erica hot and bothered, to add a little spice to our marriage? Or was there something more going on? Was I letting my subconscious desires surface in the heat of passion? Did I actually want to see her taken by another man? I shook these thoughts from my head, burying them deep. No! I told myself. It was all make-believe! 
 
      
 
    The night before our company’s project was due, I was working frantically, putting the finishing touches on a few of the minor documents, sitting at the kitchen table with a jumble of papers spread out around me like the nest of some giant bird. That night, for the first time in our marriage, I actually turned Erica down when she tried to lure me to the bedroom. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Baby, but I have to get this work done!” I said, shrugging sadly as I glanced up at her. 
 
    “That’s all right. I understand,” she said. She gave me a reassuring smile, but I could see the disappointment in her eyes. “I guess I’ll just go read in bed. Don’t stay up too late!” She bent down and kissed me on the cheek, then went to the bedroom, closing the door behind her. 
 
    Two hours later, finally satisfied that I had done everything humanly possible to make the project a success, I gathered the papers together and put them neatly in my briefcase. With a sigh, I pushed back from the table and, standing, took my briefcase with me into the living room, where I placed it in front of the door. I wanted to make sure that there was no way I could forget it tomorrow morning. Then, I made my way to the bathroom and quietly got ready for bed. I tiptoed down the hall and silently turned the doorknob, easing the door open so that I wouldn’t wake Erica up. I needn’t have bothered… 
 
    Erica wasn’t asleep. In fact, she was sitting upright in bed with her laptop on her knees, so engrossed with the image on the screen that she didn’t notice my entrance until I spoke. “What you looking at?” I asked softly. 
 
    Erica jumped like she’d just touched a bare electrical wire. Her eyes flashed up from the screen to meet mine. “Um… Nothing!” she squeaked, snapping the laptop shut guiltily. 
 
    Now, I was curious! For someone who was looking at “nothing”, she sure seemed eager to keep me from seeing it. “Come on, Erica,” I said, plopping down on the bed next to her, “show me what you’re looking at.” 
 
    She looked at me for just a second, blushing, then shrugged and opened the laptop again. “It’s just something Alice told me about,” she explained. “It’s the website she and Steve used to meet Aaron.” 
 
    “You mean the online dating site?” I asked. “Steve was telling me about it, too.” 
 
    The screen flickered to life to reveal the homepage of an online dating site. It took only a glance for me to recognize it is the same site Steve had shown me, the one that catered to the hotwife scene. “I was just curious about it,” Erica offered. “After all of Alice’s stories, I thought it might be kind of nice to finally see just what Aaron looks like. You know, to be able to put a face to him.” 
 
    “And? What does he look like?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Erica. “Apparently, you have to register an account in order to view the member profiles.” 
 
    “So, register an account,” I suggested. “It says right there that registration is free.” 
 
    “John! I couldn’t!” Erica protested, flushing bright red in the dim light given off by the screen. “I just wanted to peek inside. I’m not looking for… for… for a boyfriend!” 
 
    I laughed and put my arm around her. “Baby, I’m not suggesting that! People join websites all the time just to look at the content. That’s why you always read posts with people referring to themselves as a ‘longtime lurker’. Just pick a username that doesn’t give away your real identity, and no one will ever know! Besides,” I nodded toward the screen, “now, I’m kind of curious, too!” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she muttered. “It just seems wrong!” 
 
    “Well, give it some thought,” I said as I scooted away from her and slipped under the comforter. “Right now, I’ve got to get some sleep. Tomorrow is ‘make or break’!”  
 
    As I drifted off to sleep, I was vaguely aware of the fact that Erica was still staring at the screen of the laptop. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    The company’s pitch was a resounding success. The client had been so impressed with the thoroughness of the presentation and the ideas presented therein that he had immediately committed to a three-year, multimillion dollar deal, signing the contract on the spot.  
 
    Needless to say, everyone was relieved beyond words and the company management was ecstatic. In fact, in an uncharacteristic show of gratitude, the president had announced that a celebration party would be held Saturday night in the lobby of our building. Each of us was invited to bring two guests and we were assured that there would be enough champagne to go around! 
 
    I texted Erica, telling her not to make any plans for Saturday night. 60 seconds later, my phone buzzed. I glanced at the screen to see that Erica had replied: “Sounds good! Congrats!” I was just about to put the phone back in my pocket when it suddenly buzzed again with another message from my wife. “Took UR advice. Registered as ‘KinkE1’. Hurry home!” 
 
    I smiled to myself, knowing immediately what she was talking about. Erica had registered an account with the hotwife dating site she’d been looking at last night! I felt a little thrill of excitement run up my spine at the thought of her perusing the profiles of all those eligible men. Looking at my watch, I made up my mind to take a cab home. I suddenly had absolutely no desire to waste an hour sitting in a bus! 
 
      
 
    When I walked through the front door, Erica’s voice called out from the kitchen, “John? I’m in here!” 
 
    I quickly hung up my jacket and stepped out of my shoes, before heading in that direction. Pushing open the kitchen door, I found her sitting at the table with her laptop in front of her. “Hi there, KinkE1!” I smirked. 
 
    “Have a seat,” she said, blushing and pulling out a chair next to her. “You have to see this!” Her crystal-blue eyes glowed with a feverish excitement. And I soon saw why. 
 
    As I had expected, she was on the hotwife dating site, looking at member profiles, no real surprise there. But, as for the profiles themselves, I couldn’t really say the same… 
 
    My breath caught in my throat when I saw the first profile pop up on the screen. I had fully expected the profiles to contain a description of the respective man or woman. I had also assumed that most of them would include a photograph or two. However, I had somehow forgotten what Steve had told me about the members including nude photographs of themselves. 
 
    Now I remembered, though! And I felt like a fool for being surprised. After all, this was a website that catered to couples looking for some extramarital sex and the host of single men ready and waiting to provide it. Of course, there were going to be naked pictures! And there were plenty of naked pictures to go around! 
 
    As I took my seat, Erica began showing me one profile after another, her face flushed with excitement as she pointed out various men she found interesting and attractive. Some of them were married men, looking for partners for their wives, but the vast majority were single and, in the words of one particularly eloquent young man, they were there to “round up all the married pussy [they] could get [their] hands on.”  
 
    I was surprised to see that she had also opened the profiles of several married women. Sensing my confusion, she said, “I was just curious about what sort of things they put in their profiles.” Once she mentioned it, so was I. After reading a few of them, I realized that I would have to rethink a few of my preconceived notions about the sort of women who would frequent such a site. These were not the desperate, unsatisfied weirdos I had expected, but rather seemingly well-balanced, happily married women looking to inject a bit of excitement into their marriages.  
 
    After letting me read for a bit, Erica grinned at me and asked, “Want to see some of my favorites?”  
 
    “Sure!” I nodded, a little surprised that she had picked “favorites”.  
 
    Biting her lip excitedly, she began to open one tab after another, taking particular delight in showing me a series of freakishly well-endowed young men, most of whom were black.  
 
    It made me instantly hard, knowing that my wife was turned on by these men, that she had read all their personal data and studied their pictures, evaluated their bodies. It was also somewhat unsettling. In a strange way, this felt more dangerous than our secret, whispered scenarios in bed, more real.  
 
    There had always been a sense of safety to our pillow talk. It was all in our heads, fictitious men who did only what we allowed them to do. These, on the other hand, were real men, men who were actively offering to fulfill just the sort of fantasies we had been teasing each other with. One click of the mouse and any one of them would come running, eager and willing to bed my gorgeous, blonde wife. That thought caused a shudder to streak down my spine, but at the moment, I couldn’t say whether it was from dread or excitement. 
 
    “So, which one’s Aaron?” I asked after 10 minutes or so of looking at the profiles. It suddenly occurred to me that getting a look at Alice’s new lover was what had brought us to this site in the first place, and I still hadn’t seen him. 
 
    “Oh,” she giggled delightedly, “I’ve saved the best for last!” With a sidelong glance at me, she clicked on the last tab, bringing up a picture of Alice’s boyfriend. 
 
    From the clip on I had seen on Steve’s phone, I already knew that Aaron was handsome and athletic and well-hung, but the screen had been too small to make out much in the way of detail. Now, seeing his profile pics displayed on a 17-inch screen, I was left staring in wide-eyed amazement.  
 
    The picture that Erica pulled up was a headshot that showed a strikingly handsome black man in his late twenties. He had thick, closely cropped hair and prominent eyebrows above intelligent brown eyes that seemed to stare into your soul. A confident smile revealed a row of perfectly even, ivory-white teeth. Everything about him had an air of quiet masculinity. 
 
    With a click of the mouse, Erica opened another picture, this one showing Aaron posing nude in front of what looked to be a bedroom mirror. My breath caught as the image flashed onto the screen. His shoulders were broad and muscular, topped by deltoids that looked like softballs encased in smooth black skin. His broad pecs loomed ominously over washboard abs like chiseled onyx, his waist tapering dramatically as it descended to his narrow hips. 
 
    But his physique was not the most awe-inspiring thing about the big man in the photo, for not only did he have the bulging, defined muscles of a Greek god, he had a penis that looked like it belonged on a farm animal! Thick and long, it snaked halfway down his thigh to end in a plum-sized, purplish head. What would that thing look like erect? I wondered. This man was enormous! 
 
    “Wow!” I muttered, my mouth hanging open in astonishment. 
 
    “I know! Right??!!” 
 
    “No wonder Alice likes him so much!” I said. “Although, I have to say, I’m actually surprised she can take all that!” 
 
    “She couldn’t at first,” Erica breathed, staring at Aaron’s ebony cock on the screen before us. “She says it wasn’t until their third date that she was able to take him up to his balls,” she said matter-of-factly. Then, she suddenly realized what she had said and shot me an embarrassed look. 
 
    “Sounds like she’s told you all about him!” I laughed. 
 
    “Yeah,” she nodded. “Alice has talked quite a bit about him. Sometimes I feel like I’ve already met him.” 
 
    “Already?” I asked, picking up on the word.  
 
    Erica forged onward, ignoring the question in my voice. “He got tested this week,” she said quietly, her eyes still locked firmly on his naked body on the screen before her. 
 
    “Tested?” 
 
    “A blood test. You know, tested for STDs.” She turned her head to look at me. “So they don’t need to use condoms anymore. Alice texted me earlier to say that the results came back today and everything is as it should be. From now on, they’ll go bareback.” 
 
    “Oh…” I said, feeling stupid. I had no idea our friends were even considering something like that. With the insane workload of the past two weeks, Steve and I hadn’t had a chance to talk. The secondhand reports Erica had been providing me from her almost daily outings with Alice had been my sole source of information about their hotwife adventures. “Is Steve okay with that?” I asked. 
 
    “I guess,” Erica shrugged. “She’s on the pill, so it’s not like he can get her pregnant. According to her, it’s just a matter of convenience.” 
 
    “‘According to her’… So, you think there’s more to it than that?” 
 
    “Well, the whole ‘convenience’ argument does make sense. That is a real consideration. After all,” she smiled, “not having to mess with condoms was the main reason I started taking the pill. But with Alice and Aaron… I don’t know. I can’t help but feel that this is another step in their little ‘game’.” 
 
    “How so?” I asked. 
 
    “Think about it. First, she sleeps with another guy, then a couple more. Then, Steve suggests she should get more serious with Aaron, referring to him as her ‘boyfriend’ and…” 
 
    “Steve suggested it?!” I blurted, interrupting her. This little tidbit of information came as a surprise to me. Somehow, I’d assumed that that particular development had been Alice’s idea. 
 
    “Oh yeah!!” Erica smiled. “And now, Steve says it would be more ‘convenient’ if Alice didn’t have to worry about condoms when she’s with Aaron.” She gave me a wink. “Something tells me Steve just gets off on the thought of watching Alice’s boyfriend cum inside her!” 
 
    I turned my eyes back to the screen, swallowing hard as I let that thought sink in. Steve’s idea! I mulled that over in my head, thinking back on our barroom talks. Steve had definitely given me the impression that he was into the whole idea of Alice having a boyfriend, but he hadn’t told me that it was his idea in the first place. If that were the case, maybe Erica’s theory about the condoms wasn’t so farfetched.  
 
    “I guess that would be kinda hot,” I offered. My cock throbbed in my pants, as hard as it had ever been, forcing me to shift uncomfortably in my seat. 
 
    “Hot!” snorted Erica, rolling her eyes. “I still don’t understand this kink. Not really!” she giggled, her nose wrinkling adorably. “I mean, why would any man want to watch his wife have sex with another man? Shouldn’t that thought fill him with jealousy? What’s hot about watching the woman you love being fucked by another? 
 
    “Take Steve and Alice, for example. I can totally see what she gets out of it. Variety, hot sex, well-hung lovers. Sure! I can see that! Hell, what’s not to like? But Steve? Why does it turn him on to watch Aaron with his wife?  It makes no sense to me. 
 
    “And you! You get so excited when I tease you with the idea of me being unfaithful. Frankly, I think that part excites you more than the actual sex! Explain that to me!” She minimized to the browser and leaned back in her chair, looking at me expectantly. 
 
    “I… I don’t know,” I shrugged. “I honestly can’t explain it. To tell you the truth, I don’t even really understand it myself. There’s just something about the idea…” My voice faltered. 
 
    “The idea of me being fucked by another man?” she asked, arching her eyebrow. I nodded, embarrassed by her sudden directness. The silence between us drew out, becoming awkward. The tip of her pink tongue touched her front teeth as she considered my words. Her eyes flashed up to meet mine. “Is that something you think about often, me with someone else? When we’re not role-playing, I mean. Do you fantasize about your wife being naughty?” 
 
    “Not until recently.” 
 
    “You mean, not until your little talk with Steve?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I shrugged. “Before that, I’d never even considered such a thing!” 
 
    “And now? Now that Steve has told you all about their adventures? Now that you’ve seen the video of Alice being fucked by Aaron? Now you think about it, don’t you? And not just when we’re playing around in bed. You actually wonder what it would be like, if it were your wife, don’t you?” 
 
    I was silent, unsure how to answer. What would she think of me if I told her the truth? We’d done enough dirty talking recently for her to know that I’d fantasized about her with other men, and it had become obvious to me that she was having similar thoughts. Still, I sincerely doubted she had any idea just how often these images played out in my mind. And if I told her, then what? Was I about to cross the proverbial Rubicon? 
 
    At that moment, I realized just how much the line between fantasy and reality was beginning to blur for us. I mean, here I was sitting at the kitchen table, looking at dating profiles with my wife, while we talked about her being fucked by another man! It hit me for the first time that this kink of ours, all the secret pillow talk we shared, was an actual possibility. It was something that could actually happen. But I didn’t want that… did I? I was conflicted, uncertain, but God was I turned on!  
 
    “Do you, Baby?” she pressed. She brought a hand up to caress my arm and leaned closer to me, her lips scant inches from my ear. Her voice was smooth as honey, oozing sensuality, the voice she used when she wanted to tease me. “Do you think about me with another man?” 
 
    What the hell, I thought. Don’t they always say honesty is the best course? I took a deep breath and said, “Okay! Fine! Maybe I do wonder sometimes, but you have to admit, you’re partly to blame for that. All the dirty little fantasies you’ve been whispering in my ear for the past two weeks have me thinking all sorts of thoughts! I can’t seem to get it out of my head!” 
 
    “Poor baby!” she breathed. Her hand strayed below the table and began to caress the inside of my thigh. Higher and higher her hand roamed, until she made contact with the sizable bulge now straining against my zipper. “Oh my!” she feigned surprise, “what do we have here?”  
 
    Her nimble little fingers unzipped my fly and extracted my painfully hard cock. I gasped softly as the cool air hit the sensitive skin, raising goosebumps along my spine. She began to languidly stroke me under the table with her right hand. Her left hand found the mouse and, with a deft click, she once more brought up the profile picture of Alice’s boyfriend, Aaron.  
 
    I couldn’t help but stare at him, his toned muscles rippling beneath his ebony skin. And his long, thick cock, ominous and threatening even in its flaccid state. In that instance, an image of him mounting my Erica flashed through my brain, causing me to groan quietly. 
 
    Erica heard me and bit her lips mischievously as she pumped my aching cock a little faster. With a knowing smile, she cooed, “You know John, I’d have to ask Alice first, but I’ll bet Aaron here would be more than happy to come over and help you fulfill some of those dirty fantasies you have about me.” 
 
    My cock twitched excitedly in her hand. Realizing just how much she was getting to me, Erica intensified her efforts, stroking me faster yet. “And don’t worry,” she taunted, breathing the words sensually into my ear, “Alice says he’s more than happy to let the husband watch. In fact, he apparently gets off on that!” 
 
    I felt my inner thighs begin to tremble. Damn! I hadn’t realized just how excited I had gotten! Between my wife’s hand pumping insistently in my lap and the wicked words she was whispering into my brain, I was getting dangerously close to blowing my load.  
 
    “Erica!” I croaked, placing a hand on hers, trying to stop her. 
 
    She brushed my hand away and redoubled her efforts. “You know,” she teased, “now that I have a dating profile…” she let the words trail off, her hand a blur as she jacked my sensitive cock. I could feel my pelvis tilting involuntarily, trying to hump her soft hand as the intensity began to overwhelm me. “…it would be so easy to respond to one of these guys! To set up a meeting.” 
 
    I gasped at her words, unable to reply. I gripped the sides of my chair with both hands and tensed my whole body as I tried desperately not to cum. I felt light-headed, dizzy with arousal. 
 
    “Maybe that’s why you wanted me to register,” she said. “Maybe you’re hoping I’ll find a boyfriend like Alice did!” 
 
    “Oh God!” I grunted, my butt coming up off the chair, thrusting my cock upwards as I began to paint her hand and wrist with my hot seed. I jerked and moaned, twitching and spurting powerfully for some time as she continued to knead my dick.  
 
    When I finally stopped, she tucked my sticky, softening cock back into my trousers without a word and placed an affectionate kiss on my cheek as I slouched in my chair panting and spent, trying to catch my breath as my world continued to spin. 
 
    Rising to her feet, Erica carefully closed the laptop on the table before me and walked to the sink, where she washed her hands. After she had dried them, she walked to the door, then paused in the threshold, as if remembering something, and glanced over her shoulder at me. 
 
    “He’ll be there tomorrow night, you know,” she said simply, the corner of her mouth curling upwards in a sly little smile. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Aaron,” Erica explained. “Steve and Alice are bringing him as their ‘plus one’.” Then, she gave me a wink before turning on her heel and disappearing through the door. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    The office party Saturday night was off the hook. I was speechless at the effort to which the management had gone. The usually sterile and spotless lobby had been transformed as if by magic, decorated to the hilt, with balloons and paper garlands festooning the walls. It was nice. It was really nice! I looked around me in rapt amazement as I walked in with Erica on my arm. 
 
    As promised, there was an open bar along one wall with loads of champagne, being served in actual glass flutes by uniformed waiters. A surprisingly talented local band was playing live music on a small stage that had been erected next to the bar. And it was actually music that a person could dance to and at a volume that made conversation possible, I noted with satisfaction.  
 
    The folding tables that were usually crammed in the utility room in the basement had been brought up, dusted off, and arranged in a semicircle around a makeshift dance floor, as yet devoid of dancers. It was still too early in the evening, I thought. But, knowing my coworkers, I was certain that the dance floor would see plenty of action once they had drunk enough champagne. 
 
    Each of the small, round, folding tables bore a festive centerpiece of balloons and artificial flowers. I led Erica to a table against the wall in the back and pulled out a chair for her. Then, I headed toward the bar to fetch us a couple of flutes of champagne. 
 
    Standing in line, waiting to be served, I allowed my eyes to roam over the crowd, searching for Steve and Alice. They didn’t appear to be there, which was no great surprise. After all, we were fairly early and not everyone had arrived yet. Failing to find our friends, I glanced once more at the table where Erica sat waiting for me. 
 
    She was easily the most beautiful woman in the room. She wore a red mini dress, a somewhat impractical affair she had bought on impulse a few months back and never had occasion to wear. It was strapless and tight, and it stopped midthigh, short enough to provide a tantalizing glimpse at the black lace tops of the fishnet stockings that hugged her impossibly long legs. She had her hair up tonight, showcasing her gorgeous, long neck, encircled by a simple black choker that matched her stockings and contrasted starkly with her pale skin. 
 
    “May I help you, sir?” asked a voice behind me, tearing me away from my admiration of my wife’s attire. 
 
    I turned around to face the bartender with an apologetic smile and held up two fingers. “Two champagnes, please,” I said quickly. 
 
    With practiced skill, he placed two flutes before him and poured from a large bottle, not spilling a drop, then slid them across the bar to me. “Here you go! Enjoy!” he smiled. 
 
    “Thanks!” I said as I picked up the glasses.  
 
    At that moment, I heard my wife’s shrill, excited voice behind me. “Allie!” she squealed. 
 
    Turning around, I saw Erica throwing her arms around Alice. The two leggy blondes could have been sisters. Behind her stood Steve and a large black man that I recognized as Alice’s lover, Aaron. God, I hoped this wouldn’t be awkward! I took a deep breath, then started across the empty dance floor to meet them. 
 
    “There he is!” exclaimed Steve with a grin when I came up behind Erica. 
 
    I handed my wife her drink, then shook Steve’s hand, “Hiya buddy! Long time, no see! Who’s this?” I turned to face their companion. 
 
    “John,” said Steve, placing a hand on the black man’s shoulder, “I’d like you to meet our good friend, Aaron.” 
 
    “Hello Aaron,” I smiled. “I’ve heard so much about you.” From the corner of my eye, I saw Alice blush slightly at the implication of my words, biting back a grin. 
 
    “Hi John!” he said in a booming baritone voice, flashing a brilliant smile as he took my hand in his. His handshake was firm and strong, his big hand dwarfing mine, and yet his grip was measured and controlled. “If you’ll permit me to say so, you have a very beautiful wife!” He nodded appreciatively toward Erica. I felt a little tremor run down my spine at his acknowledgement of her desirability. 
 
    “Th…thank you,” I stuttered. “Have you been introduced?” 
 
    “We were just about to do the honors, when you got here,” Steve explained with a shake of his head. 
 
    “In that case,” I said, stepping back and placing a hand around my wife’s slim waist, “this is Erica.” I drew her forward to meet Aaron. 
 
    “Delighted to meet you at last, Erica!” he said, his voice rumbling, deep and resonant. He took her slender hand and raised it to his lips, planting a soft kiss on her knuckle with his eyes locked on hers. “Truly delighted!” 
 
    ‘At last?’ I puzzled. Why ‘At last’? Then suddenly, I knew. Alice had told him about Erica, about us! Hell, hadn’t she told my wife all about him? Of course, she had told him about her! My God! Just what had she told him? For that matter, how much had Erica told Alice about our nocturnal activities? 
 
    A cold knot formed in the pit of my stomach as I watched them, her white, feminine hand so tiny in his strong, black fingers. He held her hand for just a moment, looking into her blue eyes, before relinquishing his hold on her. I felt my cock begin to stiffen in my trousers. 
 
    Erica’s pretty face flushed under his gaze, a deep crimson that spread down her long neck to kiss the tops of her shoulders. Suddenly remembering me, her eyes darted to mine as she drew her hand back. She gave me a guilty little smile then turned toward Alice. “We have a table over there in the back,” she pointed. “Why don’t you guys come sit with us?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I concurred, “we have plenty of room.” I stepped to the side and gestured toward our table with a broad sweep of my right arm. “Ladies first!” 
 
    Looking at each other and giggling, the two women took the lead, swaying delightfully from side to side on their high heels as they clicked their way across the dance floor in front of us. My eyes were immediately drawn to their wiggling butts and, when I realized I was staring, I snapped my head up to find the other two men doing precisely the same thing. They both grinned at having been caught, and Aaron winked at me conspiratorially. 
 
    When we reached the table, Steve and I pulled out chairs for our wives and sat down next to each other, while Aaron grabbed an unused chair from one of the neighboring tables and took a seat between the two women, Alice on his right and Erica on his left. 
 
    With everyone comfortably seated, Steve went to get drinks for his wife and friend, leaving us to make small talk. I carefully avoided the standard ‘So, how did you guys meet?’ question, a topic I wasn’t sure I wanted to broach at this point. Instead, I asked Aaron about his job and his interests. We talked about sports and restaurants and grumbled about the city’s decrepit public transportation system. 
 
    He was very friendly and easy to talk to, with a fine sense of humor, and, as we waited for Steve to return, I had decided that I genuinely liked the man. In fact, as we talked, I found myself almost forgetting that this was the guy who was fucking Steve’s wife. God! What must that be like, watching this man take your wife? A little shudder ran through me as I suddenly had a mental image of the ebony-skinned Aaron climbing between Erica’s creamy white thighs. Dammit! 
 
    A quick glance at my wife showed that she was also enjoying his company. With her chin resting on her hand, she seemed to hang on every word that fell from his lips. I felt a slight pang of jealousy, mixed with an odd sensation of arousal. 
 
    Before I could give the matter any further thought, Steve arrived with the drinks, stopping to place a glass first before Alice and then Aaron. “Thanks, Steve,” Aaron smiled. “I’d like to propose a toast,” he said, leaning forward to hold his champagne flute over the centerpiece on the table. “Here’s to new friends and new adventures!” 
 
    “Hear, hear!” Steve and I both said and five glasses clinked in unison. 
 
    As I put mine to my lips and sipped the bubbly liquid, I pondered Aaron’s toast. What exactly had he meant by ‘new adventures’? Naturally, it could have simply been an innocuous cliché, something people say without really thinking about it. That was the most logical explanation. But, something in his voice seemed to hint at a deeper meaning. Shit! I needed to get my mind out of the gutter! 
 
    At that moment, the band stopped playing and the company’s president stepped up to the microphone on the little stage and motioned for quiet. Once the room fell silent, he held a short speech, expressing the company’s appreciation for all of our hard work, which had landed a contract that would keep all of us employed for several years at least. When he was finished, he told us all to enjoy ourselves and then turned the stage back over to the band. 
 
    Everyone clapped dutifully, and when the band began to play once more, I noticed that several couples took the floor. I turned back toward the table and extended my hand to Erica. “Would you like to dance?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, please!” she beamed, taking my hand and standing.  
 
    Dancing was Erica’s thing. She couldn’t get enough of it and always complained that I took her out too infrequently. So, when she got the chance, she always made the most of it. Tonight was no exception. 
 
    Steve and Alice got up with us and made their way to the dance floor. Steve gave me a nod of his head as his wife wrapped her arms around his neck, then turned his attention to her as they began to move in time to the music. 
 
    I reached for my own wife, drawing her to me with a hand on each hip. She smiled happily, starting to sway with the beat as her hands slid up my chest and found my neck. Then, we too began to dance. 
 
    Much to poor Erica’s eternal disappointment, I was no Fred Astaire. Not by a long shot! I was a math nerd, dammit! It wasn’t like I had to watch my feet continuously just to stay in time with my partner, although I had been known to give my shoes an occasional glance! But, for my wife’s sake, I muddled through, swinging her about the dance floor for three songs before she relented and allowed me to return to our table. 
 
    As I pulled out her chair for her, Aaron smiled at us, “Back so soon?” 
 
    Erica rolled her eyes and jerked her head toward me. “John hates dancing,” she explained. “He never takes me.” 
 
    I shook my head. “It’s true! Two left feet,” I quipped, grinning and taking my seat. 
 
    “Well,” said Aaron in a voice as smooth as crushed velvet, “if your husband doesn’t mind… I love to dance!” 
 
    Erica and I looked at each other. Her eyebrow arched, showing me she was interested. I turned back to Aaron and nodded my consent. “Sure!” I said. “Have fun!” 
 
    “Thanks, Babe,” chirped Erica, kissing my cheek as she hopped merrily to her feet. “You’re one in a million!” She presented her hand to Aaron and gave me a sly little wink as he led her to the dance floor. 
 
    They arrived just in time for the next song and I watched them begin to weave back and forth across the floor. Aaron held her at a respectful distance, not quite arm’s length, but there was definitely daylight between them.  
 
    It quickly became apparent that, unlike me, Aaron was a quite accomplished dancer. His movements had a grace and elegance that were at odds with his large frame. He stepped and twirled, dipped and bowed, leading my smiling Erica with practiced ease. They looked as though they had been dancing together for years, floating effortlessly over the floor like dry winter leaves scudding over the surface of an ice-covered lake. 
 
    By the time they had begun to dance their third dance, the space between them had shrunk considerably. Erica now was pressed firmly against Aaron’s muscular chest, his broad, dark hand covering the small of her back as they glided to and fro. I began to watch them more closely, my mouth dry as I watched this enormous black man touch and caress my wife. I found myself wondering if she could feel his bulge, dancing so close to him… and to my consternation, I realized that I was now sporting an erection. 
 
    “They look good together, don’t they?” said a sweet, female voice beside me. 
 
    “Huh?” I blinked, looking up to see that Steve and Alice had returned to the table. With Aaron and Erica on the dance floor, Alice sat down next to me in Erica’s chair. 
 
    “I said, they look good together,” Alice nodded toward the dancing couple, “Aaron and Erica.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I agreed, my eyes returning to my wife and Alice’s lover. “I guess they do.” 
 
    Now, Erica was dancing cheek to cheek with him. I felt a stab of jealousy as she threw her head back in laughter at something he had just whispered into her ear. At the same time, my cock twitched in my pants. I swallowed hard, watching them move against each other. 
 
    “I’m glad they’re getting along so well!” Alice said. “I knew she’d like him. He’s a great guy.” 
 
    Yeah, I thought, great in bed, too, apparently! But I kept that to myself. “He sure seems nice,” I replied blandly, never taking my eyes from them.  
 
    It may have been my imagination, but it looked as though Aaron’s hand had briefly strayed down to glide across Erica’s pert, little ass while I was talking to Alice. I had only had a brief glance of them as they danced in and out of the other people on the floor, but I could have sworn the guy was copping a feel! But when they emerged again, his hand was again firmly grasping her lower back.  
 
    I was relieved, of course, to see that nothing untoward was going on. And yet, some part of me was also disappointed. Shit! Our perverted bedroom fantasies were starting to affect my thinking! That was all make-believe! 
 
    “You’ll have to watch her,” Alice teased. “She’s definitely his type. And I should know!” 
 
    I laughed dutifully, a little uncomfortable. “Yeah! I guess that’s true!” I nodded. “Can’t have him running off with my wife!” 
 
    “Oh, he won’t run off with her,” she said, leaning in until her lips were at my shoulder, “but if you give him half the chance, he’ll fuck her, too!” 
 
    I blanched at her words, then blushed hotly. I had been very careful to make absolutely no mention of Alice’s unconventional arrangement with Aaron. I whipped my head left and right, making certain that none of my coworkers were within earshot, then turned to face her, shocked at her sudden candor. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “It’s alright, John,” Alice smiled, placing a hand on my arm reassuringly. Her big, blue eyes seemed to pierce my soul. “I know all about your little conversations with my husband.” My eyes shot to Steve, who simply shrugged and took another sip of champagne. “I don’t mind that you and Erica know about us,” she continued in a low voice. “In fact, it’s been really nice, finally being able to talk to someone about some of this. You know how girls like to share!” 
 
    I nodded, unable to find my voice. 
 
    “The thing is, Erica also shares things with me.” She paused, letting her words sink in, then went on, “Like the things you guys have been talking about… in bed!” 
 
    I licked my lips, feeling a little dizzy as I tried to come to grips with the sudden direction of this conversation. A flood of conflicting emotions raged inside me. I was embarrassed, mortified that Alice knew the secret fantasies I shared with my wife. But I was also aroused. My cock throbbed excitedly between my legs. 
 
    “Those are just fantasies,” I protested shakily, avoiding Alice’s eyes and turning my attention once more to Erica and Aaron. I nearly fainted when I saw him nuzzling her long neck and palming one of her ass cheeks as they danced. Erica made no attempt to stop him, smiling happily as she ground herself against him.  
 
    God! I thought in a moment of panic, what if one of my coworkers saw them? My eyes darted left and right, scanning the other dancers, but no one was paying them the slightest attention. When my gaze fell once more on Aaron and Erica, I grudgingly admitted that he was being very discreet about it. Most people would never have noticed, but I wasn’t most people. I was her husband, and my watchful eyes were glued to her seductively swaying body. 
 
    “Are they really, though? Just fantasies?” Alice’s soft voice pierced the fog inside my head. “I think they’re something more…” 
 
    “I… I… I don’t know,” I mumbled, my heart pounding in my chest as I watched Aaron idly fondle my wife. 
 
    “I think, deep down, you secretly want these fantasies of yours to come true. You want her to do those things, to give herself to another man,” she murmured, her voice just above a whisper. “And I know for a fact that Erica does…” 
 
    “She does?” I croaked hoarsely. My body was shaking. “But… I mean… How do you know?” 
 
    “Like I said,” she smiled nonchalantly, “we girls share things with each other!” 
 
    At that moment, the couple on the dance floor turned so that Aaron’s back was to us. I saw Erica’s face appear over his broad shoulder, her eyes closed. As I watched, they opened wide, two fiery blue orbs staring unflinchingly at me. She smiled sweetly and mouthed the words, ‘I love you’. My chest tightened and the room seemed to spin as I stared into my wife’s eyes while she was being groped by Alice’s boyfriend. I couldn’t remember my cock ever having been so hard! 
 
    “Wh…What has she said?” I asked Alice. My hands trembled and my mouth was dry as cotton, but my cock felt like it was going to explode. 
 
    “Oh, she’s been thoroughly enjoying the past few weeks! She really likes the fact that your sexual fantasies revolve around her and another guy. Most men would imagine themselves as the hero of some sort of erotic adventure, where they bed one cheap slut after another. Not you. Erica is the star of your new fantasies! And she just adores that. The thing is… this isn’t a new fantasy for her.” 
 
    I tore my eyes away from Erica. “It’s not?” 
 
    Alice shook her head, “No. Not at all. In fact, it’s something she’s had on her mind for quite some time now.” 
 
    “Since she met Beth, you mean.” The pieces were starting to fall into place for me. I realized that Alice was right. 
 
    “Yes. That’s what started it. It was the first time she had ever heard of such a thing and she was fascinated by the idea. Imagine, a wife free to explore all her sexual desires with the full support of her loving husband. But, society tells us that such a thing isn’t normal. That it’s bad. She was afraid to tell you, afraid of what you’d think of her. So, she tried to forget about it. She pushed it down, deep into her subconscious and ignored it for months, years. And then…” 
 
    “And then, I told her about you and Steve,” I said, completing her sentence for her, mentally tying up the loose ends. 
 
    “That’s right!” she nodded. “You pulled the cork out of the bottle. You started her thinking about it again, plunged her headfirst back into that old, familiar fantasy. And, your recent pillow talk has her thinking about making that fantasy a reality.” 
 
    “But, we can’t! I mean, she’s my wife. We… we can’t!” 
 
    “I know how you feel. Believe me. I understand completely. Steve and I felt the same way when we were in your shoes. But once we took the plunge…” She didn’t finish the sentence, shooting Steve a warm smile instead. “And, from what your wife tells me, since you started sharing your naughty fantasies with each other, your own marriage has never been more exciting.” 
 
    I was silent, turning it over in my mind. My eyes met Alice’s. “But…” my voice faltered. I didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “Just look at them together, and tell me you haven’t thought about it!” Alice said, nodding toward the dance floor. I followed her gaze. They did look good in each other’s arms. “Just imagine how hot it would be! That turns you on, doesn’t it, John?” 
 
    I gulped, staring at my wife and the big man who held her as they floated gracefully across the floor. 
 
    “Admit it,” Alice urged softly. “It turns you on to think about them together. Isn’t that right, John?” 
 
    “Yesss!” I hissed beneath my breath, turning in my seat to look at her. “Okay! Yes! It does turn me on! I admit it!  God help me, it turns me on! I can’t help it!” I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know if I’m ready for… for something more than fantasy, but yes, it turns me on!” 
 
    Alice smiled, “There! Now was that so hard?” 
 
    As though on cue, the music stopped at that moment, and I glanced toward the dance floor to see Erica and Aaron heading our way. I started to get up when I felt Alice’s hand on my shoulder, pushing me back into my seat. “Wait here, John,” she said. “Erica and I need to go to the ladies’ room.”  
 
    With that, she rose and strode toward the approaching couple. After a quick greeting, she grabbed Erica by the hand and the two women disappeared down the hallway, twittering like a pair of sparrows. My eyes followed their cute little butts wiggling in their short dresses until they were out of sight. 
 
    “Hey guys!” Aaron said when he reached the table. “Would either of you like another glass of champagne? I’m parched!” He flashed his impossibly white teeth. Damn, the guy was likeable! 
 
    “Yeah, if you don’t mind!” answered Steve. “I could go for a little more bubbly! How about you, John?” 
 
    “Um…uh… yeah, thanks!” I mumbled, my head still spinning from the things Alice had told me. I couldn’t meet Aaron’s eyes. It wasn’t that I was angry with him for what had happened on the dance floor. It’s just that, at that moment, everything was too much for me to deal with! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    When Aaron had gathered up the empty glasses and taken his place at the end of the line in front of the bar, I sat there staring into space, trying to come to grips with Alice’s words. She had given me a lot to think about and it took me some time just to get my emotions under control again. To his credit, Steve played it cool, silently giving me space to work through everything. 
 
    I knew that Alice had been right about this not being a new fantasy for Erica. Looking back, the signs had been there all along. With almost no prompting, she had immediately seized on this fantasy and run with it. Our pillow talk had evolved with surprising rapidity, but I had been too excited to take note of it. Now that I thought about it, it was obvious that these ideas had already been there, just below the surface. 
 
    As for Erica wanting to take our little game beyond the realm of fantasy and role-playing, her recent behavior on the dance floor with Aaron had now forced me to consider that that might be a real possibility. I mean, here she was, letting him feel her up in public. Maybe she really did want to experiment with other men. It was definitely a conversation we were going to have to have! 
 
    What about me? How did I feel about the fact that Aaron had manhandled my wife? I should’ve been angry. Everything I had ever been taught told me that I should have been angry. And yet, surprisingly, I wasn’t. Sure, seeing his hands on her had make me jealous, more than anything I had ever seen!  
 
    The thing is, it had also turned me on more than anything I had ever seen! God, it was exciting to see my pale, little wife in the arms of a big, strong black man. But, did that mean I wanted things to go further? Whispered fantasies and make-believe scenarios were one thing, but was I really ready for my wife to have sex with another man? I honestly didn’t know. I would have to give it some serious thought. 
 
    Just as I was beginning to give some semblance of order to the jumble of thoughts crowding my head, Aaron arrived with the second round of champagne. As I took my glass and thanked him, the girls returned from the ladies’ room.  
 
    Alice resumed her seat between her husband and her black lover, grinning like the cat who ate the canary. Instead of sitting down with the rest of us, Erica gave me a smile and motioned for me to accompany her to the dance floor.  
 
    “Duty calls!” I laughed and got to my feet. Leaning over the table, I tipped up my glass, draining it in one gulp, then put it down and took my wife’s hand. 
 
    Still slightly in a daze from the evening’s events, I followed as she led me to the far end of the dance floor. Away from the other dancing couples, Erica turned to face me, taking my hands and guiding them to her curvy hips. She smiled broadly as her arms encircled my neck. We began to sway slowly in time with the sad ballad the band was playing behind us. “I love you,” she said softly, her big eyes searching mine. 
 
    “I love you, too.” 
 
    “And I’d never do anything to hurt you. You do know that, right?” 
 
    “Sure,” I replied, unsure just where this was going. 
 
    “Are you having a good time? Enjoying yourself?” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess,” I said. “You know, dancing’s not really my thing.” 
 
    She leaned in closer, mashing her big tits against my chest as her lips found my ear. “That’s not what I’m talking about, John,” she whispered. Her breath was hot on my skin, causing goosebumps to pop up all along my neck. “I mean, did you enjoy the little show I put on for you earlier? Did you like seeing him touch me?” 
 
    “Oh.” I felt a tingle in my groin, my cock once again rearing its head. “Um, yeah, actually,” I smiled nervously at her. “It was kinda hot!” 
 
    “Mmm! I’m so glad you liked it. God knows, I loved it! Alice told me you couldn’t keep your eyes off me!” 
 
    “Alice? Oh, well, I guess that’s true!” 
 
    “That’s not the only thing she told me, either!” 
 
    She ground her pelvis insistently against mine as we danced. What had been a slight stiffening had now blossomed into a full-blown erection. Erica could feel it too, and gave me a knowing smile. 
 
    “That’s why I had her keep an eye on you,” she continued, “to gauge your reaction. I wanted to be sure that you wanted this, before I did anything!” 
 
    “Did anything?” 
 
    “Yes, Sweetie,” she cooed in my ear. Her right hand slid down to discreetly cup my throbbing crotch, her left stayed firmly behind my neck, clenched into a fist. “This fantasy of ours, it’s too hot to remain just a fantasy. No more pretending! I want to do it for real!” She pulled her head back to stare into my eyes, allowing her fingertips to curl gently, her nails caressing my aching testicles through my slacks. “And it feels like you don’t just hate the idea!” she gave me a crooked grin. 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak, but no sounds came forth. The room began to spin once more. 
 
    “You see,” she tossed her head toward the table where our friends sat talking, “Alice had generously offered to let me play with Aaron tonight. So, I’m going home with them.” 
 
    My eyes went wide with shock. “But…” 
 
    She smothered my protest with a passionate kiss that took my breath away, her tongue darting playfully into my mouth while her warm, little hand massaged my hard cock. “Shhh,” she whispered when she pulled back, “we both know it’s been leading up to this.” My heart pounded in my chest like a jackhammer. 
 
    She took a step back, her left hand, still tightly clenched into a fist, slid down to hang at her side. Her crystal blue eyes, like limpid blue pools, never leaving mine. “Now, let me go. Let me go with him, before I lose my nerve!” she smiled nervously. “I’ll come home to you later. Promise! Why don’t you hang out here with Steve for a little while? Have a couple of drinks and then catch a taxi back to the apartment. But don’t stay out too late! I’m pretty sure I’m going to need some attention when I get home!” 
 
    With her right hand, she reached for mine. Gently forcing my fingers apart, she brought her left hand up and pressed a small piece of fabric into my palm, closing my fingers over it. “Here,” she said softly, her voice oozing sensuality, “why don’t you hold onto these for me?” Then, she turned on her heel and walked away from me, leaving me standing there alone. With my heart in my throat, I watched her long, sexy legs strut their way back across the floor to Aaron and Alice. 
 
    Aaron gave me an appreciative nod of farewell and Alice waved, smiling widely, and then they were gone, hastening through the door and out into the dark night. I stood for just a second longer, motionless and trembling, in the middle of the dance floor as the other couples twirled and glided around me. I never saw them, staring instead at the door through which the love of my life had disappeared with another man, stunned, feeling like someone had punched me in the gut. My mind refused to believe that such a thing was possible, that this was actually happening. My heart was breaking, but my cock was as hard as it had ever been. 
 
    Remembering that Erica had given me something, I looked down at my hand and opened my fingers to reveal a swatch of black fabric. It took only a moment to recognize that I was holding my wife’s lace panties. I was unable to suppress a groan as I stared at them and what they represented. My penis twitched excitedly in my pants. God, what a naughty little slut! I smiled to myself.  
 
    So this is how it starts, I thought wryly. In the course of a single evening, our safe, secret, little hotwife fantasy had become a stark, terrifying reality. The next time I saw my wife, she would have been with another man, sucked his cock, spread her long legs for him. My God! The thought caused a burning pain to flare up inside my chest, but it was also intensely, powerfully erotic. 
 
    Looking up, I saw Steve still sitting alone at our table. He met my eyes and smiled, waving me over. Feeling off balance, I stumbled back to him in a daze of conflicting emotions, dodging the cavorting couples along the way. “Hey, John,” he said as I took my seat. “I got you another glass of champagne. Figured you could use it!” 
 
    “Thanks!” I said, taking a large swig. Maybe he was right, I thought, maybe a couple of belts of booze would help to calm my nerves. Shit! It all seemed so unreal! I studied him over the rim of the glass as I took another sip, then brought it back down to the table. “So, did you know?” I asked pointedly. 
 
    “Know? You mean, that they were going to ditch us here and take off with Aaron? No, man! I had no idea!” he chuckled and shook his head. “I knew that the girls had been spending a lot of time together. I knew that you and Erica were interested in our lifestyle, and that she had been asking Alice a lot of questions, but no,” he took a sip of his champagne, “I had no idea that my wife was planning to loan her ‘boyfriend’ to Erica!” 
 
    I held his gaze for a moment and felt a smile slowly creep across my face. “Shit man!” I snorted. “That is so fucked up!” 
 
    “I know!” he smiled. “How about you? Are you okay with this?” 
 
    “Okay with the fact that my wife is, at this very moment, probably having sex with another man?” I rubbed my face and then put my hands on top of my head. I took a deep breath, blowing it out slowly and feeling the tension melt from my shoulders. “Actually,” I smirked, “I think I am! Or, at least, I will be! It’s one hell of a shock, but it’s also exciting! Know what I mean?” 
 
    “Trust me, man, I know exactly what you mean!” 
 
    “Yeah!” I grinned, “I guess you would know all about this feeling!” 
 
    “Damn right! I almost had a fucking heart attack waiting on Alice to come home from her first hotwife date! I swear, I thought the clock was broken that night. Take it from a man with experience, you’re in for a long, tense evening!” 
 
    I considered that prediction as I stealthily shifted my boner into a more comfortable position. I took out my phone and looked at the time. Erica had only been gone for 20 minutes. It seemed so much longer! 
 
    “You’ve still got plenty of time, man,” Steve said. “Aaron is a sex machine! He can go and go forever.” 
 
    A surge of jealousy shot through me at his words. I felt like I was going to hyperventilate. Oh my God! This was really happening! Another man was fucking my wife! 
 
    Steve must have seen the distress on my face, because he quickly added, “Hey, don’t worry, John! It’s okay! Aaron is a total gentleman. He’d never hurt her, and he won’t try to steal her away from you. Tonight is just about a little kinky fun!” 
 
    “Yeah,” I muttered, “I know. I know. It’s just… it’s hard.” 
 
    Steve snickered at that. “Oh, I’ll just bet it is! I know mine always is!” 
 
    “Dammit Steve! You know what I mean!” I laughed at his joke, feeling instantly better. God, this night had been a roller coaster of emotions. I started to return the phone to my pocket when I had a naughty idea. Biting back a grin, I typed out a text to Erica and pressed Send, then put it away. 
 
    “Well, since I apparently have some time to kill,” I smiled, nodding at the almost empty glass before me, “maybe you’d better get us another round of champagne and I’ll pick your brain on what comes next! But just one round! I may have to do some ‘strenuous exercise’ yet tonight.” I winked. 
 
    “If she’s anything like Alice, I’ll bet you will!” he said as he got to his feet. “I’ll bet you will!” 
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    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 1 
 
    Lizzie and Bill have been together since high school, the perfect couple. But a chance encounter with a charming cowboy at a rodeo dance causes the young lovers to reevaluate their relationship. Before they know it, they find themselves racing down a pathway toward an erotic encounter that will change them forever.  
 
    Will this be the ride of Lizzie's life? Will their marriage survive inviting another man into their bedroom? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 2 
 
    Bill and Elizabeth both enjoyed the evening they spent with Lance, their first foray into the erotic world of wife watching. But now that they had crossed that line, could they ever return to the marriage they had before? And more importantly, did they want to?  
 
    No matter how hard they tried to avoid the topic, the specter of what they had done was always there, burning in the background, hanging over them like the sword of Damocles. The handsome Lance had invited the young couple to join him at his ranch over Thanksgiving, leaving them with a dilemma: did they dare accept, knowing full well it would likely end in more debauchery? Could either of them resist the siren call of another round of hot, illicit sex with this hunky cowboy? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 3 
 
    In yet another first for the kinky couple, Bill’s wife decides to spend the weekend with her wealthy, new, cowboy lover, Lance. Too late, they realize that her timing could have been better! 
 
    Now, Bill and Elizabeth find themselves swept up in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions as they are forced to face the reality that she may have come home from her illicit liaison with one souvenir too many. And as they wait to see if Lizzie is indeed pregnant, they realize that through the clouds of worry and dread, what began as a flickering spark of nervous excitement is steadily growing into a bright flame of perverse arousal. 
 
    Can Bill accept the thought of his wife carrying another man’s lovechild? Can Lizzie? And will this experience tear their marriage apart or make them closer than ever? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, The Complete Series 
 
    All three cowgirl hotwife volumes together for the first time in a single collection! 
 
    Follow the naughty adventures of Bill and Lizzie, a happily married ranching couple, as they delve into the exciting and taboo world of wife sharing with the handsome and wealthy Lance Corbin. From the first inkling of illicit desire to the final, breathtaking risk, it’s all here, described in explicit, graphic detail. 
 
    Not for the faint of heart! Get ready for the ride of your life! 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 1 
 
    Now that finals are over, Mike is looking forward to his upcoming camping trip with his beautiful girlfriend, Molly. As an added bonus, his best friend Jake will be joining them, along with his bubbly blonde girlfriend, Jessica. Typical, red-blooded college guys, they fully intend to make up for lost time with the two sexy coeds. What the two young hunks don’t know is that Molly and Jessica have a plan all their own. What starts out as a playful game of strip poker quickly turns into something else entirely…  
 
    What happens when four young people find themselves alone in the woods, far from prying eyes? Will the guys find victory in strip poker defeat? And who will be sleeping in whose tent tonight? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 2 
 
    Mike and his best friend Jake are having the best camping trip of their lives. True, they haven’t had much sleep, but when you’re having the hottest sex you can remember, that isn’t necessarily a bad thing! Who would ever have believed that their beautiful, innocent-looking, young girlfriends could be so uninhibited?  
 
    After the events of the past night, the two college studs are on cloud nine and really looking forward to the next few days, but when they lose a fishing bet, they quickly realize that Molly and Jessica have fantasies and desires quite different from their own.  
 
    Will the frolicsome foursome find a way to accommodate everyone’s needs, or will the guys find themselves struggling as they attempt to satisfy their girlfriend’s budding sexual appetites? And is it just Mike’s puerile imagination, or are the girls giving each other a lot of attention…? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Books 1 & 2 Box Set 
 
    Both volumes together in a single collection! 
 
    The fast-paced tale of an ordinary camping trip among college friends that quickly turns into an outing none of them will ever forget!  
 
    Mike and his best friend Jake have shared a lot of adventures over the years, and they dearly love to swap stories around the campfire. But when Molly and Jessica insist that they all play strip poker in the firelight, they soon find themselves swapping something else: their two gorgeous girlfriends! 
 
    Inhibitions are quickly forgotten as sexual exploration leads to new discoveries and attitudes are reevaluated. From the first hand of poker to the final, naughty encounter, this is one sexy camping trip that continually pushes the boundaries. 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s Bunkhouse Tryst 
 
    Maggie is a typical rancher’s wife, solid, faithful, and hard working. Although a strikingly beautiful woman, she’d never dream of looking at another man… Until the day her husband, Charles, hires two muscular young college guys to help out around the ranch, that is. 
 
    Suddenly, she finds herself daydreaming about things she shouldn’t, things involving the two young men staying in their bunkhouse. And, when an embarrassing wardrobe malfunction lets them see more of her than she intended, she’s surprised to discover that her husband has also been harboring the very same sort of fantasies. 
 
    Will their pillow talk turn into something more? Will Maggie surrender herself to her dark desires and break her marriage vows? And will her husband support her decision? 
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