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    Chapter 1 
 
    As we sat at the stoplight waiting, I stared absently through the dingy side window of the taxi at the glaring lights of the city, lost in the nervous tension of my own thoughts. It had been an eventful evening, either the worst of my life, or the best. I still hadn’t decided. But, it had definitely been eventful! A wry smile curled the corner of my lips as my eyes followed a derelict paper cup being blown in jittering hops along the gutter. I shook my head at the outlandish situation I found myself in. 
 
    It all seemed a little unreal, like an unsettling, fuzzy dream that I might wake up from at any time. But this was no dream. A little over two hours ago, my beautiful, blonde wife, Erica, had abandoned me at my company’s office party to go home with another man. I discreetly slid my hand into the front pocket of my pants and touched the soft fabric of my wife’s panties, the panties she had taken off and given me on the dance floor. And now, here I was in a taxi, heading home alone. 
 
    The light turned green and the car lurched forward suddenly, surging through the intersection just as the last of the cross traffic cleared our path. My head snapped back into the cushions of the seat. Damn! I knew that a taxi driver needed to get his fares to their destinations as quickly as possible in order to pick up another fare, but this guy was ridiculous! 
 
    Irritated, I leaned forward and opened my mouth to complain, then caught a good look at the driver and changed my mind. A thick-set, balding man with a tree trunk for a neck, he had shoulders that stuck out on both sides of his seat and beefy, hairy forearms that were the size of my quads. Three days’ beard growth adorned his scowling face, and he held a popsicle stick clamped firmly in his iron jaws. No, I decided, on second thought, he is doing a fine job of driving! I sat back to stare through the window at the passing nighttime scenery once more, and my mind immediately returned to the matter of my absent wife.  
 
    My chest tightened as I remembered the excitement in her crystal-blue eyes when she turned and walked back to join our friend, Alice, and Alice’s ‘boyfriend’, Aaron, a man she had known only a couple of hours, and headed for the exit, leaving me standing there alone on the dance floor with my heart in my throat. God, how shocked I had been! Shocked and insanely jealous. Even now, it didn’t seem possible. 
 
    Looking back, I suppose I shouldn’t have been so surprised. Hell, our pillow talk had revolved around this fantasy of her being fucked by another guy for weeks now. We talked about it constantly. It was a hot idea, really hot! For both of us.  
 
    In the bedroom, we had come up with one naughty scenario after another, each one more outrageous than the last. She’d sleep with a client to seal a deal, blow a traffic cop to get out of a speeding ticket, maybe she’d be accidentally mistaken for a hooker and then decide to take the money. My naughty, slutty wife. But it was all just make-believe! 
 
    Somehow, I guess I thought it would stay safely in the realm of fantasy, a shared little secret between lovers, something naughty that only she and I knew. It was only supposed to be a fantasy! I hadn’t actually wanted to do it for real! 
 
    But as soon as that thought came to my mind, I knew it wasn’t entirely true. I’d thought a lot about it over the past two hours and I had to admit that a part of me had wanted this to happen. Probably the same part of me that had been as hard as a fireplace poker ever since, I thought with a grin. Yes, in spite of all my angst and jealousy, if I were honest, I had to admit that I was very turned on by the whole situation. 
 
    Not at first, of course. At first, I felt like I was dying, couldn’t breathe, numb to everything going on around me. Luckily, Steve had been there waiting for me at our table when I stumbled back from the dance floor alone. Steve had talked me through the worst of it, and who better to do so? After all, Steve and Alice had been into the hotwifing scene for a while now. But, that wasn’t to say that I was totally comfortable with what was going on. 
 
    God! To think that, even now, my lovely wife was in the arms of another man! A big, strong, handsome, black man! My cock throbbed in my pants as I imagined them together, while an icy stab of jealousy pierced my chest, making me feel sick and hollow inside. It was confusing, exciting, excruciating, maddening. I hated it, and I loved it, both at the same time. 
 
    Maybe she hadn’t gone through with it, I thought. Yeah! That’s right. That’s probably exactly what happened. She’d gotten caught up in the excitement of the moment, thought she could do it, and then changed her mind once she was alone with him. Hell, she’d probably been waiting for me at home this whole time, too embarrassed to text me that she’d chickened out!  
 
    The more I considered it, the more likely that scenario seemed. Erica wasn’t like Alice. Despite all her bravado and big talk, she was practical and steady. No way she would actually sleep with another man! Never going to happen! I began to feel better. Oh, I was going to have fun teasing her about it, once I got home!  
 
    But when the taxi pulled around the corner onto the street where our apartment building was located, I could see at a glance that our windows were dark. There was no one there waiting for me. The angst came flooding back, accompanied, as it had been all night, by a surge of arousal. My God! She’d actually done it! 
 
    As though on cue, my phone buzzed in my pocket, telling me that I had a new text. Erica! I leaned to the side, trying awkwardly to fish out my phone with the seatbelt still cinched tightly across my body. I had just managed to extract it when the taxi driver brought the vehicle to a sudden halt at the curb, causing me to drop the phone on the floor beneath my feet. 
 
    Damn! Cursing under my breath in frustration, I unbuckled my seatbelt and leaned forward, groping in the darkness under my feet until my fumbling fingers found the smooth shape of the telephone on the gritty floormat. 
 
    “Do you mind, buddy?” the cabby growled as I sat up. “Some of us actually have places to be!” 
 
    “Sorry!” I said, pulling out my wallet. I glanced at the meter. $17.85. I found a twenty and handed it to him. “Keep the change,” I said, opening the door and sliding out. 
 
    “Yeah! Thanks a million, big spender!” he grumbled through the half-open window. Then, he threw the car in gear and, without a backwards glance, sped away, careening off around the corner in search of his next fare. 
 
    “Asshole,” I muttered to myself, watching his taillights recede. I put my wallet back in my pocket, my eyes wandering hopefully upwards toward our windows. Nothing. They were both as dark as a tomb at midnight.  
 
    With a sigh of resignation, I mounted the crumbling concrete steps and got out my key. I unlocked the outer door and stepped inside. Out of habit, more than anything else, I checked the mailbox. Credit card offers, a couple of bills. I tucked them into my back pocket, and then crossed the foyer to the stairs leading up to our apartment. 
 
    Most likely, they’d gone back to Steve and Alice’s place, I thought as I grasped the handrail and started to climb the stairs to our apartment. All of the videos Steve had shown me of their hotwife adventures had been filmed there. It seemed obvious that Alice would take Erica there for her first foray into this tantalizing, forbidden world. 
 
    Suddenly, I remembered that I had a text. I stopped at the landing and dug out my phone again. Sure enough, it was from Erica. Probably a reply to my little joke from earlier. 
 
    After she had left me at the party with my best friend and Alice’s husband, Steve, I’d dashed off a quick text to her, which had seemed pretty witty at the time (possibly due to the fact that I’d had more than one glass of champagne this evening). But in the hours since, I had begun to worry that I might have offended her. She could be prickly about my teasing at times. Now, as I tapped on the screen, I cringed slightly, seeing my message just above the one Erica had just sent. 
 
    I had written: 
 
    “Careful! U know what they say! Once you go black… :)”  
 
    Damn! I hoped I hadn’t pissed her off! Then I looked at her text and nearly missed the next step: 
 
    “Idk! They just may b right!” 
 
    The brief, yet suggestive, message was accompanied by a picture of my wife, looking particularly ravishing in her black lace bra, kneeling before a very naked Aaron and cradling his enormous black cock lovingly against one cheek. God! I nearly fainted at the sight. In my wife’s familiar hands, he looked even larger than I remembered. And Erica! Never had she looked more desirable, so sexy, so slutty! I stood there, halfway up the stairs, feeling sick at my stomach, and gawked with wide eyes, swallowing hard as I took in every detail of this, the most horrifying and simultaneously most exciting thing I had ever seen. My free hand instinctively moved down and began to rub the front of my trousers. 
 
    Suddenly realizing what I was doing, I jerked my hand away, casting a furtive glance around me. Shit! It would be a little hard to explain if one of the other tenants were to catch me rubbing my cock in the stairwell, looking at a picture of my wife with another man! I tore myself away from the image on the screen and sprinted up the remaining stairs. I arrived at our door, out of breath and with my heart pounding fiercely within my chest. Naturally, I had put my keys back in my pocket before mounting the stairs, which now forced me to root for them once more. As I pulled them from my pocket, I inadvertently brought out my wife’s lace panties as well. 
 
    “Fuuuck!” I hissed under my breath, feeling my cock jump in my pants at the sight of them. I had forgotten about Erica’s panties in my pocket. I impulsively lifted them to my face, inhaling my wife’s familiar scent of arousal… arousal for the good-looking black man, for whom she was at this very moment spreading those incredible, long legs of hers. The simple scrap of cloth between my fingers, my wife’s most intimate piece of apparel, seemed to drive home the reality of what was happening more than anything else. It was now a fantasy no longer. God! Erica was fucking another man! 
 
    Awkwardly holding this very tactile reminder of my wife’s infidelity, my trembling fingers struggled to get the key in the deadbolt lock, a situation made worse by the fact that my phone was once more buzzing in my pocket, causing my imagination to run rampant at the thought of its possible content. Dammit! I needed to get inside! The dark hallway made it difficult to see what I was doing. 
 
    After much fumbling, I succeeded in unlocking the deadbolt, then turned my attention to the doorknob itself. My fingers felt like they were made of wood. Frantically, I stabbed with the key at the tiny, oblong hole in the brass plate, cursing under my breath, until I finally felt it slide home in the lock. With a satisfied grunt, I unlocked the door and pushed it open. 
 
    I slipped inside, pushing the door quickly closed behind me and leaning back against it, trying to catch my breath. My searching hand found the light switch, then I tossed my keys into the bowl next to the door and stooped to tear my shoelaces open, kicking the shoes from my feet to lie helter-skelter in the entryway behind me as I scampered toward the bedroom. I didn’t care, didn’t have time to mess with them. I needed to see what my wife had sent me now. And then I needed to give that last picture a proper examination! 
 
    As I switched on the lamp on the bedside table and took a seat on the bed, I realized just how irrational I was being and had to smile at my own silliness. Why was I rushing to the bedroom? I could just as easily have looked at her text in the entryway or sat on the sofa in the living room. But in my addled brain, a naked Erica meant bedroom. So, here I was, sitting on the bed with my phone in one hand and Erica’s panties in the other, eager to see what my wife had been up to. And I was not disappointed! 
 
    This time, the message was a single word: Earlier. To my delight, rather than a picture, it had a short video attached. It was a video that would change forever the way I viewed my sexy wife! Just like the pic she had sent earlier, the video showed her on her knees in front of Aaron, but she was no longer just holding his cock. She struggled to fit his giant tool into her tiny mouth, and a little groan escaped my lips as I saw her pale hand reach tentatively up to cup his enormous balls. I stared in amazement as inch after inch of his ebony shaft slowly found its way into her sucking mouth. 
 
    Just as I realized I was holding my breath, the video ended. Damn! And things were just starting to get good! I quickly restarted it and watched it again. Wow! And I had thought the picture earlier was sexy! Seeing her suck this giant black cock was the hottest thing ever! 
 
    My own prick ached abominably in my pants, so I laid the phone and my wife’s panties down on the comforter, got to my feet, and unbuckled my belt, sliding my pants down to my ankles and kicking them off on the floor by the bed. Much better!  
 
    As I was reaching for my phone, it buzzed again. Another video?!! I thought, a quiver of excitement running through me. I picked up the phone once more and lay back on top of the comforter. Sure enough, there was a video attached to the text message, and this one appeared to be longer!  
 
    Without even bothering to read my wife’s text, I hurriedly opened the video. Once again, the eroticism of this newest cinematic masterpiece surpassed its predecessor. I nearly came in my shorts when I saw the image of my lily-white wife actually being fucked doggy style by Alice’s muscular, black boyfriend. Oh my God, it was sexy! 
 
    Erica’s large breasts swung obscenely beneath her with each of Aaron’s thrusts, hypnotic in their creamy perfection. She mewed excitedly, arching her back and pushing her ass back to take every inch of him, obviously enjoying his efforts. Fuck! She looked positively delicious! With one massive black hand on each of her shapely hips, Aaron was plowing that big cock of his into my wife, going balls deep with each forceful stroke. By the time the 90-second clip ended, I had freed my throbbing erection and had begun to absently stroke myself as I watched. 
 
    The jealousy was still there, gnawing at me in the back of my mind, but in a strange sort of way, it seemed to heighten the eroticism. The fact that Erica had been so naughty made her more desirable, more sexual in my mind. I clicked on the video again and jerked myself as I studied each detail.  
 
    I couldn’t believe how much it turned me on. In all my life, I don’t think I had ever been hornier than at that moment. I would have given anything to have my wife walk through the door right then. I wanted to fuck her so badly I could taste it, wanted to push her to the bed and stick my cock up her, take her like Aaron had done. 
 
    My balls were aching horribly. For hours now, I had been sporting an erection that would have turned Priapus green with envy, and it was positively screaming for relief. With no idea when Erica was coming back, I made the decision to just give in and jerk off into Erica’s pretty little undies and then go to bed. Just relieve the pressure and be done with it!  
 
    I laid her panties out on the comforter in front of me and wrapped my hand around my straining dick. I positioned the phone where I could see it better and was about to watch the doggy style clip for a third time when my eyes were drawn to the message that had accompanied this latest clip: “Just finished. B home soon. B ready 4 me!” 
 
    Holy shit! Erica was headed home! Ready? Fuck! I was so far beyond ready! Had she texted me before leaving Alice’s place or from a cab? Damn! If the latter, she could be here any minute! No way was I going to waste this load in her panties if she was on her way home! In fact, I was going to grab a quick shower before she got home! 
 
    With a thrill of excitement surging through my body, I hopped up from the bed and sprinted down the hallway to the bathroom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    I had just opened the bathroom door and stepped into the hallway, still damp from the shower, with my towel tied tightly around my waist when I heard the telltale rattle of my wife’s key in the front door. Erica! She was home! My heart leapt at the sound. 
 
    With a grin, I darted through the door to the still-dark living room and quickly crossed to the entryway. She was there, her back to me, closing the door quietly behind her in the darkness, unaware of my presence behind her.  
 
    The only light came from the hallway behind me, on the other side of the living room. I could barely make out her dim form as I stood for just a second and watched her take her heels off, pausing to rub an aching, stocking-clad foot. 
 
    As she put her foot down, I flipped on the light switch next to me and asked, “So, did you have a good time?”, my voice perhaps a little louder than necessary. I could barely suppress a laugh when she nearly jumped out of her skin. 
 
    “John!” she exclaimed, spinning around to face me, her blue eyes wide. “Holy shit! You nearly scared me to death!” 
 
    I smiled and moved to her, kissing her cheek as I reached out and wrapped an arm around her waist. I pulled her soft form against my bare chest. “What’s the matter?” I asked, cocking my eyebrow. “Guilty conscience?” 
 
    “If you only knew!” she shot back with a wicked little grin. “God, John! If you only knew!”  
 
    “Mmm!” I whispered in her ear, “Well, you know, they say confession is good for the soul!” My hand moved down her back and began to knead her round little butt, causing her to sigh faintly. I could smell Aaron’s cologne on her body as I caressed her, clinging to her body like an invisible cloak of infidelity, and if it hadn’t been physically impossible, my cock would have gotten even harder. 
 
    Her small, feminine hand snaked down my torso to cup the hard bulge that was now pressing insistently against her belly through the towel. “In that case, maybe you’d better take me to the bedroom, now. Something tells me that’s the most appropriate place for this particular confession.” 
 
    Coming up on her tiptoes, she kissed my lips, then pulled from my grasp with a girlish giggle on her way to the bedroom. I paused just long enough to turn off the lights in the entryway, then followed Erica. 
 
    When I entered the bedroom, she had her elbows raised awkwardly, trying to reach the zipper in the back of her little, red mini dress. “Wait,” I said. She cast a confused glance at me. “I want to look at you,” I explained. Nodding, she lowered her arms obediently, chewing nervously on her lip. 
 
    I bent and turned on the lamp on the bedside table, then rolled over onto my side and switched off the overhead light. In the soft glow that now permeated the bedroom. I sat on the edge of the bed and really looked at Erica for the first time since her return. 
 
    Her hair was a mess. The last time I had seen her, it had been perfectly coifed, worn up to highlight her long, ivory neck. It now hung about her pretty face in limp, untidy strands, the look of a woman who’d been manhandled. 
 
    Her meticulously applied makeup was gone now, the blood-red lipstick wiped off after Aaron had smudged it, no doubt. Her dress was wrinkled from its trip to the floor as he had undressed her. The thought caused a little shiver to run up my spine. 
 
    There was a small bruise on her neck, just where it joined her shoulders, a love bite. A hickey. Erica, with her alabaster skin, bruised easily. Still, it made me a little jealous that Aaron had marked my wife. She would wear that mark for days to come and, every time I saw it, I would be reminded of what she had done. 
 
    She avoided my eyes as I looked her over, self-conscious under my searching gaze. I motioned for Erica to come to me, and she shuffled forward. I ran a finger along the hem of her dress. “Show me,” I said simply. 
 
    Her eyes flashed up to meet mine, unsure if I really meant what she thought I did. I nodded, my eyes locked on hers. Looking away sheepishly, she brought her hands up to grasp the sides of her dress and then slowly began to pull it upwards. 
 
    The hem inched upwards and the black lace tops of her stockings came into view. I gasped, staring. They were sticky and wet, as was the pale, soft skin of her inner thighs above them. My God! I thought. Was that from Aaron? He came in her?! She gave a little shrug. “You had my panties,” she said in a small voice. 
 
    “He didn’t use a condom?” I asked, my throat suddenly dry. It was a detail I hadn’t paid attention to when I was watching her videos earlier. 
 
    She shook her head. “There weren’t any condoms. He and Alice don’t use them anymore, remember?” she said. Her eyes were questioning now, unsure. 
 
    I nodded silently. Of course, I remembered! Alice’s boyfriend had gotten a blood test earlier this week, and Erica had come home and told me all about how Steve had encouraged his wife to go bareback with her black lover. But, somehow, I had assumed that he and Erica would use protection tonight. She was on the pill, so there was no problem there, but still, it was such an intimate thing! It made what she had done seem even sluttier. 
 
    “Do you mind?” she whispered, leaning forward to kiss the top of my head. My silence worried her, made her feel self-conscious. She pulled back from me and quickly dropped her hem, letting her dress slip down once more to cover her. “Maybe I’d better go grab a quick shower! I’ll be back in just a second!” she said, turning to leave. 
 
    I stood and reached out, my trembling hand grabbing her arm. Our eyes met. “No,” I said, my voice husky with emotion, “Don’t go! I want you now!” 
 
    “You’re sure?” 
 
    I nodded “Yes! I want you like this!” I pulled her to me, kissing her lips as my hands grasped her dress and tugged it up around her waist. She moaned softly into my mouth as she felt the cool air on her bare bottom, kissing me harder. 
 
    It was immediately clear to me that she had brushed her teeth at Alice’s place. Her breath was fresh and minty. And as soon as I noticed it, I realized why. She had spent the evening sucking another man’s cock! Had it not been for her considerate oral hygiene, I would now be tasting his dick! The realization caused the hair on the back of my neck to stand up. 
 
    With her tongue in my mouth, I ran a hand slowly up her slender back, my fingers gliding smoothly along the warm fabric, searching for the zipper pull between her shoulder blades. Finding it, I tugged it down until it stopped. Never breaking our kiss, Erica shrugged her shoulders, letting her big tits tumble free.  
 
    I sat down on the edge of the bed again and looked at her beautiful tits, marred now by numerous love bites. Damn! Aaron had really worked her over! Leaning forward, I took one of her pink nipples between my lips and flicked it softly with my tongue, causing Erica to moan. I felt her fingers on my scalp, playing in my hair as I suckled her tit. 
 
    While I sucked her breast, my hand moved up her fishnet stocking, passing the soggy lace tops to touch her inner thigh, streaked with drying cum. His cum! I rubbed the soft, sticky skin, then let my fingertips trace a lazy, teasing path up her sticky thigh to her crotch. I pulled away from her, leaning back to gaze at the cute little patch of neatly trimmed hair above her slit, now matted and gooey with her lover’s offering. Her sex looked so nasty, so dirty, and yet so incredibly sexy! I touched her swollen lips and felt the crustiness of Aaron’s half-dried semen. I pushed further and the thick wetness of their illicit coupling coated my finger. 
 
    She moaned at my touch. Encouraged, I pushed my finger inside her. God, she was hot and wet inside…wet from him! Her little hands shot down to grasp my forearm, and I began to work my finger in and out of her puffy, dripping slit. “Oh God, baby!” she gasped. “I’m so sensitive!” 
 
    “Sensitive from him, you mean!” I hissed. “Sensitive from that big, black cock of his!” 
 
    She whimpered, trembling. 
 
    “He looked big… in the pictures.” 
 
    Erica nodded shyly. “H…he was,” she whispered. “He was really big!” 
 
    “How many times?” I asked, stroking her sodden pussy faster, inserting my finger all the way to the knuckle and rubbing against her hard, little clit with my thumb. “How many times did you do it? How many times did you spread your legs for Alice’s boyfriend?” 
 
    “Oh God! John!” she gasped, her thighs shaking from the intensity of the pleasure my finger was providing. 
 
    “Tell me!” I demanded. “How many times did Aaron fuck my wife?!” 
 
    “Oooh! T…tw…twice! He fucked me twice, John!” 
 
    “And you liked it, too, didn’t you? You liked being his little, married, white slut!” 
 
    She shook her head, “N…no, I…I didn’t like it, John!” She gasped, teetering on the edge of an orgasm, her legs scarcely able to support her. “I FUCKING LOVED IT!” she screeched, tossing her head back as her swollen pussy clamped around my thrusting finger and she began to cum.  
 
    I felt her gush on my hand and I knew that some of the wetness was his, but instead of being revolted, I couldn’t remember having been more aroused. I rose and kissed her panting lips, letting my finger slip from her wet, little slit. 
 
    Her hands tore away the towel I had somehow managed to retain through all of this. I was hard. Of course, I was hard! Fuck, I’d been hard for hours now! She looked down at my steely member, and I saw the tip of her tongue wet her lips. 
 
    “Oooh!” she cooed as she reached forward and ran a fingernail from my scrotum to the tip of my twitching cock that made me shiver. “Mmm! Looks like somebody’s happy to see me! Were you like this all evening?” When her eyes met mine, they burned with arousal, glowing orbs of molten sapphire. Then, she fell to her knees and gave my shaft a long, tortuously slow lick, bathing my full length with her warm, rough tongue. 
 
    “Mm hmm!” I nodded, gritting my teeth in pleasure. 
 
    She smiled up at me from between my legs, slowly playing with my hard cock, stroking and petting me. “So, you had a boner the whole time I was with him, huh?” she asked, enjoying teasing me. “I was with him, and it made you hard?” She took me in her smoldering mouth for the briefest of moments, bobbing quickly on me before raising her head to gaze sweetly up at me, her eyebrow cocked expectantly as she waited for my reply.  
 
    “Yes!” I hissed, my voice shaking with urgency. I felt the beads of sweat pop out on my brow. “I was so hard! So fucking hard! Oh God, Erica, you have no idea!”  
 
    “So, you liked what happened,” she murmured, her little hand beginning to stroke me once more. “Isn’t that right, sweetie?” She sucked me for just a moment but, when I made no reply, she stopped, looking at me questioningly. Her message was clear: she wasn’t going to continue until I answered. 
 
    “Yeah,” I nodded, a little embarrassed by the admission. “I guess I did!” 
 
    She rewarded me by opening wide and engulfing the sensitive head of my cock with her warm mouth once more. I groaned in pleasure as her little tongue swirled in tiny circles around my glans. Then, with an impish grin, she let me slip from her lips. I gasped slightly as the cool air hit the wet skin of my penis. “And, you weren’t jealous?” she asked. “Another man was fucking your wife, and that didn’t bother you at all?” She waited, holding me in her hand. 
 
    Looking back, I’m pretty sure my wife broke several causes of the Geneva Convention that night. If ever a man was tortured, I was that man! This new interrogation technique of hers would have made any spy agency in the world envious. That insistent, sucking, little mouth of hers was completely impossible to resist! At that moment, I would’ve told her anything she wanted to know, just to get her to put me back in her mouth, and she was well aware of the fact! 
 
    “Fuck yes, I was jealous!!” I nodded furiously. “I thought I was going to have a heart attack for a while! I’ve never been more jealous in all my life! But…” 
 
    “But, what?” asked Erica, planting a loud kiss on the head of my prick. “Go on, baby! But, what?” 
 
    “But, somehow, the jealousy made it even hotter!” I admitted. “It drove me crazy, knowing that he was fucking you, but I’ve never been so turned on!” 
 
    Erica leaned forward and attacked my cock before I even finished my statement. She sucked me like a woman possessed, cupping my swollen balls as she bobbed rapidly up and down on my shaft, sucking so hard it felt like she was trying to pull my balls out through my cock. She’d always been good at this, but tonight she seemed especially eager. Maybe it was all the practice she’d gotten earlier tonight, I thought with a wry smile, feeling a jolt of excitement shoot up my spine. 
 
    Just as I was about to warn her that I was getting too close, she released my cock with a loud plop. “So, this hotwife fantasy of yours,” she asked as she got to her feet, “I guess it’s safe to say you’re enjoying it?” 
 
    “My fantasy?! I think you’re forgetting that I had a nice little chat with Alice while you were on the dance floor with Aaron!” I chuckled. “According to her, this has been a fantasy of yours for some time now!” 
 
    Erica grinned, biting her lip as she tugged her mini dress the rest of the way off, and kicking it into the corner, leaving her completely nude except for her stockings. “Yeah!” she blushed. “I guess that’s true!” She hooked a finger into the lace top of her left stocking and began to slide it down.  
 
    “Stop!” I held up my hand. “Leave them on.” 
 
    “But, they’re all sticky!” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Oh,” she stared at me, weighing my words for a second before understanding dawned. “Oh! Oh, you are naughty!” She snapped the elastic band back into place around her pale thigh. “I kinda like that!” 
 
    Biting her lip, she strode forward and placed a hand on my bare chest. She pushed me backwards onto the bed and then crawled on top of me. She mashed her lips to mine, kissing forcefully. My hands instinctively went to her cute ass, kneading her soft cheeks as we made out. 
 
    Suddenly, I saw her eyes dart upwards, looking at something above my shoulder. “Hmm,” she whispered, lifting her head, “what are these doing here?” She rose to her knees and stretched, reaching for something on the bed above me. When she sat back down, my eyes were drawn to the object she now clutched. Her panties! Dammit! 
 
    I had left them lying on the bed when I had run off to take a shower, intending to put them in the hamper when I was finished. Only, Erica had come home and distracted me. And, with more interesting things to occupy my thoughts, I had quite honestly forgotten all about them. 
 
    Sitting on my stomach with my neglected cock pressing insistently against her cute, round ass, Erica smiled down on me. “What have you been doing with these?” she teased. She let them dangle from her fingers and slowly trailed them back and forth across my chest, up my neck, and across my face. The diaphanous material tickled my skin, causing me to gasp sharply. “I’m starting to think you really are a pervert!” she giggled.  
 
    “They were in my pocket,” I explained with exaggerated indifference. 
 
    “Mm hmm!” she murmured. “Along with this?”  
 
    Puzzled, I looked at her other hand to see that she was holding my phone. The video from her latest text was still paused on the screen. Shit! I was busted! “Umm,” I said suavely. 
 
    “I’ll just bet you were sitting here playing with yourself while I was gone, weren’t you? Watching the clips Alice was taking for you?” 
 
    Alice?! Of course, Alice! Erica couldn’t very well have filmed herself! Fuck! For some reason, the thought of Steve’s wife watching Erica fuck another man bothered me! It wasn’t logical. I knew that. Hell, it had been Alice’s idea for Erica to take Aaron for a test drive! But still, it was strangely embarrassing to think of her witnessing my cuckolding. 
 
     “I can see it all, as plain as day!” she smiled, not waiting for me to reply this time. “But you still haven’t told me what you were doing with these!” she jiggled her panties in front of my nose. To my relief, she didn’t force me to answer. “I was right to leave them with you though,” she said. “I had absolutely no use for them once we got to Alice’s place!” She winked at me. 
 
    I felt my dick jump at the implications of her words. She felt it, too, and continued, “When we were in the car, heading to Alice and Steve’s, Aaron was in the backseat with me. He told me to take off my panties, and I told him that I wasn’t wearing any. You should have seen the look on his face! God! It was priceless! And, then, when I told him I had given them to you just before we left, I thought he was going to fuck me right there in the car!”  
 
    My face burned with embarrassment. Shit! I couldn’t believe she would tell him that! She’d been so naughty tonight, so completely out of control. It frightened me. And it aroused me terribly!  
 
    I changed the subject, “So, Alice? She just watched? And took pictures? Or did she…? I mean…” 
 
    Erica smiled, reading my mind. “No, John. Settle down! It wasn’t a menage a trois and there was no girl-on-girl action. I’m sorry, sweetie, but you won’t be getting any pictures of Alice and me in bed together.” She gave me a wink. “At least, not this time!” 
 
    Not this time?! I stared at her, speechless, unable to tell if she was teasing me or not. Holy fuck! Who was this woman? And just how far was she willing to go?! 
 
    She ignored my obvious curiosity and leaned to the side to deposit my phone on the carpet beside the bed. I couldn’t help noticing that she hadn’t dropped her panties. Instead, she sat up and dragged them slowly up and down my chest. “You know,” she whispered, leaning forward to breathe in my ear, “the last time I wore these, I was a virtuous woman… an uncorrupted, faithful wife…” She brought her panties up and laid them across my nose, and her scent filled my nostrils. “And now, I’m your naughty, little hotwife!” 
 
    She paused for a moment, letting that sink in, then gave me a little kiss on the cheek before sitting up again. Holding her panties out in front of her with both hands, she cocked her head to the side and studied them for a moment. “Maybe I should frame them,” she said. “I mean, they do kind of represent a milestone in our marriage, don’t they? Just imagine how nice they would look on the wall, right there above the headboard!” 
 
    I tilted my head to look at the blank wall and groaned, imagining what it would look like. Was she serious? Oh my God! What an insane idea! Surely, she wouldn’t do that! God! Waking up every day to see them hanging on the wall above my head, a constant reminder of her infidelity! I felt my cock flex excitedly against the warm flesh of her butt. 
 
    “I’ll have to think about it!” she said, tossing the garment to the floor. “Right now,” she grinned reaching behind her to grip my steely cock, “I have other things to take care of!” 
 
    She rose up and eased herself back slightly, lazily rubbing my cock against her puffy, gooey opening, wetting the tip with Aaron’s cum. “Are you ready?” she asked, her blue eyes twinkling with excitement. “Because, if you’re too tired…” 
 
    “Erica, please!” I growled. “Please! I need you!” I hunched up her, trying to force my dick up her, but she held me firmly, waiting for me to settle down. 
 
    “Well, since you said ‘please’,” she said with a wink. She released me and let herself drop, sinking effortlessly down onto my cock and taking my entire length all the way to the balls. 
 
    Her molten pussy enveloped my hardness, causing both of us to gasp. “Ooooh fuck, yes!” she hissed as she ground herself down onto me. My hands slid up her damp stocking to hold her soft hips. I clutched her supple flesh, momentarily overwhelmed by the sensation of her intense heat. She leaned forward to kiss me and, as our lips met, she began to move slowly up and down on my dick.  
 
    My God, she was wet! Wet and warm and… well, different! It was a difficult sensation to describe, like nothing I had ever felt before. Strange, exotic, exquisite. It wasn’t that she was loose, not really, at least not like in some of those crazy cuckold stories I had read on the Internet. But, she wasn’t tight either. 
 
    She was, however, sensitive! Puffy and swollen from him, God, was she sensitive! That much had become immediately clear the instant I had touched her earlier. Now, even though there was nowhere near the usual amount of friction, the smallest movement of my cock inside her seemed to make her moan or gasp with pleasure. It was delightful! 
 
    The most noticeable difference was her slickness, so impossibly slippery! There was a silky, oily feel to her pussy as my cock pumped in and out of her that made it impossible to ignore the fact that she had recently been fucked. Fucked by Aaron and his big, black cock! 
 
    She moved on me, sliding back and forth across me. Her pretty stockings scraped lightly against my sides, and I felt her wetness coat my crotch, soaking my balls with the combined juices of my wife and her black lover. Each movement was accompanied by an audible squelching sound. Fuck! It was outrageous, nasty, and overwhelming. That indecent, suggestive sound, coupled with the slick feeling of her pussy served as a constant reminder of her infidelity, and that changed the entire tenor of our coupling. Tonight, I wasn’t making love to my faithful wife. I was fucking a used slut! 
 
    Her blonde hair enveloped me, and I could smell him on her, strong and masculine, inescapable with her body pressed against mine. I pressed my nose into her hair and inhaled the powerful, suggestive scent. The scent of the man who had fucked her before me. The man whose semen now lubricated our sex. The thought burned inside my brain like a torch. 
 
    “So, how was it?” I asked, grimacing as I fought to control myself. “I know he’s big, bigger than I am.” I hunched up into her sopping wetness, shivering at the sloppy, squishy sounds our genitals made as they glided against each other. I ran my fingertips up her sweaty back and wrapped my arms around her, hugging her close and mashing those glorious tits of hers tightly against my chest. “What was it like, doing it with him?” 
 
    “Oooh!” she moaned her eyelids fluttering adorably with the intense sensations coursing through her body. “It was amazing… incredible! He was so good. So strong and powerful. And his stamina! Fuck! He could…Aaah!... he could go and go. It seemed like… like he was inside me forever. Oooh! And his cock! Oh God, John! He’s sooo big!” 
 
    She ratcheted her hips against mine, working her naughty, slimy little pussy up and down my shaft, her speed seeming to increase with each wicked word that passed her lips. Freeing herself from my embrace, she rose up on her arms to ride me. Her pendulous tits swung above me, jiggling delightfully just scant inches from my face. As usual, I found myself mesmerized by their pale beauty, their succulent pink nipples just begging to be sucked. As I reached for them, my eyes were again drawn to the faint bruises he had left on her fair skin. I obviously wasn’t the only man who found my wife’s large breasts irresistible. 
 
    “So the whole ‘size isn’t important’ argument…?” I asked, matching her pace, fucking her more and more urgently. Her description of her lover’s prowess drove me insane. “That’s not a thing?” 
 
    “Apparently….Ungh!...Apparently just something women tell men to… to make them feel better!” she grinned crookedly down at me. “Tiny!” 
 
    “Oh!” I grunted in surprise, sitting up. I rolled her onto her back with my cock still buried inside her, pinning her to the mattress beneath me. “You’ll pay for that, you naughty little slut!” I grinned and then, I really began to pound her in earnest. 
 
    “Yes!” she squealed. “I am a slut! I’m a naughty, cheating hotwife slut!” She stared straight into my eyes as I fucked her savagely. “And you love it!” 
 
    She was right. There was no more denying it. Conflicted, yes. Jealous, yes. But that didn’t change the fact that she was right. I did love it! But I had no intention of letting her make me admit it. 
 
    “Tell me you love it, baby!” she taunted. “Say it!” It was like this sexy, blonde witch could read my innermost thoughts! “Tell me how much you love fucking me after him, sticking your dick in his goo! Sloppy seconds for hubby!” 
 
    “Oh fuck, that’s nasty!” I growled, leaning down to kiss her filthy mouth. 
 
    “Say it! Tell me you love it!” 
 
    “Fuck, Erica! YES! Okay?! Yes, I love it! You dirty, wonderful, little slut! I love it! And I love you!” 
 
    I reached for her wrists and held them in my left hand, pinning them over her head as my cock flew in and out of her cheating, cum-filled pussy. Punishing her body for her infidelity… and for how much I loved it! I fucked her harder than I ever had in my life, pounding her like a jackhammer, but at that moment, it was what we both needed. 
 
    I felt Erica’s sticky thighs shaking on either side of my pumping hips, quaking like reeds in the wind. I knew she was close. I was close, too, and, when I saw her eyes roll back into her head and felt her back arch up off the mattress, I came with her. With a primal snarl, I clutched her hip with my right hand, seizing her tender flesh, pulling her to me, and I began to spew my semen into her, emptying my swollen balls, sobbing with relief as I added mine to his inside my wicked wife with her excited shrieks echoing in my ringing ears. 
 
    I held her like that until the pulsing in my crotch subsided, keeping her immobile beneath me as if forcing her to take every last drop of my sperm. Not until I was spent did I finally relax my grip, sliding off to lie exhausted in the damp sheets next to my panting, satiated wife. 
 
    “Whew!” she sighed after a couple of minutes, bringing the back of her hand to her forehead. Her splayed legs slid down the smooth sheets, straightening. “That was the best sex we’ve ever had. Bar none!” She rolled onto her side and kissed my cheek. “But, if it’s okay with you, I think I’ll go take a shower now!” 
 
    “Mm hmm,” I grunted, more dead than alive. 
 
    She swung her long legs over the side of the bed. Suddenly, she grinned at me and stooped to retrieve the panties she had tossed to the floor. “Guess I’d better take these with me!” Then, with a wink, she was gone, leaving me still gasping on the bed. 
 
      
 
    After the initial heat of my exertions, I was chilly. I reached down and pulled the thin sheet over me. The comforter lay in a disheveled pile at the foot of the bed. 
 
    When Erica returned from her shower, she had a fluffy, purple terry towel wrapped around her body. I couldn’t help but marvel at how she always managed to look so adorable, even when she was just wearing a towel. 
 
    She smiled at me when she came through the door, then walked to the dresser. I put a hand behind my neck and watched her pull out the large bottom drawer, bending over to retrieve her nightie. As she did so, her towel rode up and I caught a brief glimpse of her pussy peeking out from between her shapely legs before she straightened up once more. 
 
    She sat on the edge of the bed and unfastened her towel, letting it fall onto the crumpled comforter behind her. My eyes took in the elegance of her long, slender back, admiring her beauty. She quickly shrugged the nightie over her head and pulled it down, then looked back over her shoulder at me. I noticed that she didn’t bother with panties. I liked that! 
 
    “Hey,” she said softly. She knew I had been watching her. 
 
    “Hey there, Beautiful!” 
 
    She blushed, embarrassed yet pleased at my words. She turned, raking the damp towel to the floor, and crawled onto the rumpled bed, stretching out next to me. Unconsciously, she was chewing her lip. 
 
    I could tell she wanted to talk. I was silent, watching her as she lay down next to me, waiting for her to speak. 
 
     “Are we okay?” she asked. A tinge of sadness came to her eyes as she searched mine. “You’re not mad at me, are you? Do you hate me for what I’ve done?” she asked, the flirty self-assuredness of a moment ago melting away now, replaced by concern. She was worried about us, about me. I felt my heart melt. 
 
    “No, baby. I’m not mad. It was one hell of a surprise, but I’m not mad. And I could never, ever hate you, Erica. You’re my whole world!” 
 
    “I’m so glad to hear you say that!” Her eyes teared up as a huge smile creased her beautiful face. She threw herself on me and hugged me tightly. “Once everything was over, I began to wonder if I’d made a horrible mistake, if I’d gone too far. I started to feel bad about ambushing you the way I did. Maybe… I mean, I should have asked you. We should have discussed it as a couple…” 
 
    I shook my head, “No. I’ve had some time to think about it. Talking to Steve, I was able to sort through all the things I was feeling, and I think maybe this was the best way for it to happen. No time to second guess or talk things to death. You just did it and now it’s done. And honestly… I’m glad. All these fantasies, all our dirty talk, it was something I wanted, deep down. But I was afraid of it, afraid of my own desires. I probably never would have been able to admit to you that I wanted to go beyond fantasies, to do it for real.” I grinned, “Thanks to your ‘initiative’, I don’t have to!” 
 
    “Initiative…” she echoed, staring at me in wonder. “God, John!” She threw her arms around my neck and hugged me again, so tightly this time that I thought for a second I was going to lose consciousness. When she released me, she rolled away to lie on her side next to me and propped her head on her hand. “So now what?” Her leg moved up, her knee gliding slowly up and down my leg. 
 
    “Now what?” I lifted the sheet and peered demonstrably at my crotch. “Well, I’m sorry to say it, but I think you’ll have to give me a few minutes to recover before I can go again!” I smirked at her. 
 
    She slugged my shoulder. “That’s not what I meant!” She couldn’t suppress a grin. “Pervert!” 
 
    “I know it’s not!” I chuckled, reaching out and trailing a finger along her arm. “I guess it’s up to you. What do you want to happen next? I mean, it’s obvious that you enjoyed yourself and that I liked what happened, so what do you want to do now?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” She looked away, avoiding my gaze. “I mean,…” 
 
    “Hey,” I tucked a finger under her chin and turned her head, bringing her eyes to mine. “I’m serious, Erica. However you want to play this, I’m in. I’ll support your decision. I don’t want you to feel pressured either way. If tonight was a one-time thing, if you’ve satisfied your curiosity and have no desire to ever do it again, then we’ll stop here. When we’re old and gray, we can look back on ‘that naughty thing you did, way back when’!” She giggled at the corny image I painted. 
 
    I raised an eyebrow and studied her for a moment before going on, “But, if this whole hotwife scene is something you’d like to explore some more… well,” I smiled and reached for her hand, guiding it under the sheet to where I was hard again, “I’m totally onboard with that, too!” 
 
    Erica’s face lit up, her warm hand closing around my member. “You mean it? You’d really want me to do it again? Go on a date, dates? Have sex with another guy, other guys, maybe?” 
 
    I smiled at her enthusiasm. So, it was ‘other guys’ now? “Yes, dear! If you’re asking me, I definitely want you to do it again!” 
 
    I kissed her lips. “But, no secrets,” I said. “No cheating. This is something we do together, or not at all.” 
 
    “No secrets,” she whispered. I held her for a moment in silence. 
 
    “So… I’m going to go out on a limb and just assume that Alice isn’t interested in sharing Aaron with you on a permanent basis?” 
 
    “No,” she giggled. “She made that pretty clear from the beginning. Aaron is hers. I was only allowed to borrow him.” 
 
    “Test drive,” I smirked. 
 
    “Exactly! But as far as the future goes, I’m pretty sure we’ll have to find me a boyfriend of my own!” 
 
    “Hmm! Boyfriend? So, you want to have a regular, like Alice?” 
 
    “I didn’t really mean it like that, but yeah. I think maybe I would like an ‘Aaron’ of my own at some point. But not right at first. Not yet. I’m kind of looking forward to just playing the field for a little bit, but eventually, yeah, I think it would be better, easier.” 
 
    “I think you’re right,” I said, thinking. “It would make things easier. Condoms, for example…” I let my sentence trail off. 
 
    Erica rolled her eyes. “God, you’re a pervert!” she laughed. “You really liked that, didn’t you? God! Turned on by Aaron cumming inside your wife! And to think, I was worried you’d be grossed out by it!” 
 
    “Maybe I am a pervert,” I shrugged, reaching out to stroke her cheek with the back of my hand. “What can I say? It was hot! I can’t explain it, but something about it really turns my crank!” 
 
    “I don’t really think you’re a pervert,” she captured my hand and planted a kiss on my knuckles. “I think you’re the perfect husband!” She leaned forward and whispered in my ear, “Letting your wife fuck other guys!” When she leaned back, I could see she was biting back a smile. “Well, I’m sorry, dear husband, but for now, condoms are going to have to be a part of it. We have to be safe!” Seeing the disappointment on my face, she quickly added, “But if another guy finishing inside me really turns you on that much, maybe we’ll have to find a way to make that happen!” 
 
    “Promise?” I trailed a hand slowly down the smooth side of her silky nightie, enjoying the feminine feel of the fabric beneath my fingertips. 
 
    She nodded quickly, her face flushed, her sapphire eyes blazing. Talking about the other guys she was going to fuck was turning her on. “But first, we need to find the right guy… or guys.” 
 
    “As beautiful as you are, I’m pretty sure that won’t be a problem!” 
 
    Her smile was so big, it looked like it might crack her pretty little face. “God, I love you! Do you know that?” She was silent for a moment, her big eyes studying my face. “Well,” she said at length, “if you’re sure about this, I think tomorrow night, you and I should fill out my profile page on that online dating site you talked me into joining. Maybe we could upload some pictures…” 
 
    My hard dick jumped in her hand, betraying my feelings before I could give voice to them. 
 
    “But first,” she pulled the hem of her nightie up to reveal her damp little slit, “I have something else I need you to take care of. After all, you did say you’d be ready again in a ‘few minutes’…” 
 
    I rolled over on top of her with a playful sigh of mock exasperation, “Ah! A man’s work is never done!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
     When I awoke Sunday morning, I was alone. The sun was already well above the horizon, the bedroom bathed in a warm, yellow glow. I lay there listening, looking up at the ceiling. The house was silent, only the traffic outside broke the stillness. Where was Erica? Probably in the kitchen, I decided, making breakfast. But, usually I could still hear her, rattling dishes, pulling out a chair. After all, our apartment was tiny! Maybe she was sitting in the living room, reading one of those cheesy romance novels she loved so much on her tablet. Oh well, I shrugged, she was around somewhere. 
 
    In the relative silence of the bedroom, a million thoughts swirled through my head. Erica’s question from last night still echoed in my brain: “now what?” It was a question to which I had no answer, no definitive one, at least. In the best of times, the future was always uncertain, but with a thing like this? There were some things we’d be able to decide on, to control, but with others, we’d just have to see where things went. 
 
    I could feel myself starting to let go of some of my doubts. I was no longer concerned with why I felt like I did. Maybe there was no answer, maybe I was born this way. But the fact was, I liked what we were doing and where this was going. So, rather than constantly second guess the normalcy of my desires, of our desires, I began to accept them. 
 
    I knew I wanted her to continue, to play with other men. God, did I want her to continue! But did I really want her to be like Alice, to have a ‘boyfriend’, a steady lover, someone she was comfortable with? Or would I rather she ‘date’ a few other guys, keep things casual, avoid emotional entanglements? I mulled the question over in my mind. Both variants seemed to have pros and cons. 
 
    I had also decided that I wanted to be there next time. Physically present. Oh man, I really wanted to be there! I had enjoyed the videos that Alice had sent to me. That had been hot as hell. In a weird way, I had even enjoyed the nagging tension of not knowing just what was happening. But I really wanted to watch! To see her with another man, watch him fuck her!  
 
    I wondered briefly just how long it would be before it happened, before I got to watch her with someone else. It would probably be a while. After all, Aaron was just last night. It would take Erica some time to meet someone else, surely. The thought of waiting irritated me. Now that we had taken this step, I wanted more. And I wanted it right now! No, I would have to resign myself to the fact that my wife would need time to fully embrace this new lifestyle we were exploring. 
 
    And what about location? Would she/we go home with these other men, to their houses, their apartments? Would we all go to a motel room somewhere? Or… would they come here? Would my wife invite these other men here and fuck them in my bed? Oh God! The mere thought of it made me feel jittery. 
 
     Yeah, I smiled, there were a lot of details yet to be worked out. It wasn’t all going to be easy. But, I was pretty sure it was going to be interesting! 
 
    Speaking of interesting, work tomorrow was going to be awkward. Bound to be. How could it not be? My cubicle was right next to Steve’s, the man whose wife had helped lead mine astray, the man whose extramarital adventures had first planted the seed of this thing in our brains. On top of that, he had been there last night, had seen Aaron leave with both our wives. Oh yeah! It was going to be awkward. 
 
    Oh well, I thought as I stretched my arms above me and then whisked the sheets aside, tomorrow was tomorrow. I’d deal with that when the time came. I still had today to enjoy with my wife. Now, I just had to find her! 
 
    Erica wasn’t in the living room. When I poked my head inside the kitchen, I discovered that she wasn’t there either. I was just turning away when my eyes were drawn by a small, brightly colored sticky note stuck to the middle of the table. Curious, I flipped on the light and stepped into the kitchen. Walking to the table, I pulled the little scrap of paper loose, lifting it to my eyes and tilting it to let the light from the window fall across it. 
 
    “John,” it read, “Had to do a little bit of shopping. Be back in an hour or two. Love, Erica.” Then, at the bottom: “PS: There are fresh bagels in the fridge!” 
 
    I smiled at her note. An hour or two? She hadn’t written a time down, so how did that help me? She could have been gone 5 minutes or 5 hours, for all I knew! Still, the note was a nice gesture. Cute. Old-fashioned. Just like Erica. Well, just like the Erica I had known before last night! The Erica who never would have dreamed of spreading her legs for another man. I wasn’t quite sure what I could expect from this new Erica! 
 
    I folded the little note in half and dropped it into the trashcan beneath the sink. Breakfast could wait. First, I needed a shower! Turning the lights off behind me, I headed for the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later, I was back in the kitchen, wearing a clean, white t-shirt and a pair of blue jeans, my hair still damp. Ducking into the refrigerator, I got out the bagels and the cream cheese, depositing them on the table, then made a large pot of strong coffee, before taking a seat with my back to the window. 
 
    I thought about the ‘new Erica’ as I sliced a bagel and spread a thick layer of cream cheese over it. The idea of being a hotwife had apparently struck a chord in my wife. As I thought about it now, I wondered just what that meant for us. How far did her fantasies go? If she was prepared to sleep with other men, what else was she prepared to do?  
 
    For a brief instant, I imagined her picking up some hot, random guy at the grocery store. Maybe she was bringing him back here at this very instant. Smiling, I shook the thought from my head. No. Things hadn’t gotten that crazy, at least not yet! Still, the thought wasn’t without a certain appeal. My naughty hotwife, on the prowl! 
 
    By the time I was finished slathering my second bagel, the coffee was through. So, I got up and rummaged through the cups in the cabinet until I found my favorite one, a white bone china mug with hand-painted pictures of basset hounds that Erica had given me for my birthday ages ago. I filled it to the rim with steaming, black coffee and sat back down, staring blankly at the refrigerator as I began to eat. 
 
    Erica was obviously into black guys. That much was clear from our pillow talk. Anytime she talked about taking a lover, he was invariably black, muscular, and well-hung. That was her type. God! I smiled, shaking my head in disbelief, my wife had a type! Didn’t everyone have a type, though? The thing was, I was a 5’10” white math geek with an average sized cock. And that made me basically the opposite of Erica’s type! 
 
    I was just finishing my breakfast, still chewing, in fact, when I heard Erica’s key in the door. I wiped the corners of my mouth, then dropped my napkin onto my empty plate and pushed my chair back. “John!” she called out from the entryway, her voice light and cheery, “I’m home!” 
 
    “Hey, Babe!” I smiled as I came out of the kitchen. “How was shopping?” 
 
    She turned from locking the door, bags of various shapes and sizes hanging from her arms. She looked like a pack animal that someone had overloaded. “Kinda fun, actually,” she replied. “When you go in the morning, some of the shops are almost empty. You’d be surprised the kind of service you get when you’re the only one in the place!”  
 
    She held out a bag of groceries to me, the same disreputable old grocery bag she always used, her favorite. A cavernous, white, cotton canvas abomination with the name of some German supermarket chain emblazoned on it, it had long, dingy strap handles and a couple of patches on the bottom, where my wife had mended it, rather than throwing it away. Swinging from her hand, it bulged ominously, stuffed to within an inch of its capacity and threatening to split open and disgorge its contents at any moment. An enormous loaf of French bread stuck out the top. “Would you mind putting this stuff away for me?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said, taking the bag from her carefully. I nodded at the other bags on her arm. I recognized a few of the logos as being from local clothing stores. “Whatcha got there?” 
 
    “Oh, just some things I needed. I’ll show you later!” she smiled. Then, she stood on her tiptoes to kiss my cheek and squeezed past me on her way to the bedroom. 
 
    As I put away the groceries, I could hear her in the bedroom, pulling out drawers, opening the closet door, probably finding homes for her latest purchases. When I knelt to put the carton of milk in the refrigerator, I heard an odd banging noise. I straightened up and listened. The noise was gone. Just as I leaned forward and put my head inside the fridge once more, I heard it again, a sharp tapping sound from somewhere behind me. 
 
    I closed the door and stood with my head cocked to one side, listening. But, like before, the sound had stopped. Had that been Erica? It sure sounded like it was coming from the bedroom. What was she doing? I wondered if that middle drawer in our old dresser had gotten stuck again. That damned thing was always giving her fits! She had a habit of only pulling on one knob and then it would wedge itself tight against the sides of the case. She’d probably had to bang on it to get it shut. 
 
    I turned my attention back the groceries, putting the canned goods in the cabinet, the olive oil on the counter next to the stove. When the bag was empty, I folded it neatly and put it back in the drawer where she kept it. Erica’s grocery bag. I would gladly have bought her a new bag and thrown this ratty thing away, but Erica had brought it back with her from a trip to Europe she had taken when she was in college.  
 
    In many ways, it had been that trip, her first journey abroad, that had caused her to become a travel agent in the first place. She had been fascinated by the ancient cities of Europe, the diverse cultures, and the way people lived in other places. For her, this tattered fabric bag was more than just an old scrap of cloth. It was a reminder of all that she had experienced on that trip. And she was sentimental about such things. So, we kept it. 
 
    I took a last look around the little kitchen, to make sure I hadn’t missed anything. Then, I flicked off the switch on the wall and went to see if my wife needed any help in the bedroom. If not, I was going to hop in the shower. 
 
    When I rounded the corner, I was surprised to see a large pile of new clothes lying on the bed, tags still attached. I thought I’d heard her putting her new purchases away. What had she been doing?  
 
    Stepping further into the hallway, I saw Erica standing at the foot of the bed. Facing my direction, she had one hand on her hip. From the other dangled a large claw hammer. She had her head cocked adorably to one side and seemed to be studying the wall over the bed. 
 
    “What do you think?” she asked, catching sight of me. “Does that look straight to you, or does that left corner need to come up a little?” 
 
    “What?” I muttered as I walked into the room. “What are we talking about?” 
 
    Erica gestured toward the wall behind me. “That frame. Is it straight or not? You know I have a terrible eye for these things!” 
 
    Confused, I turned to see what she was talking about and my breath caught in my throat. Hanging above the headboard of our bed was a medium-sized shadowbox. And prominently displayed in the center of that shadowbox were Erica’s black, lace panties, the one’s from last night. Oh my God! She’d done it! Made good on her threat to frame them and put them over the bed! I couldn’t believe it! 
 
    With my mouth hanging open, I whirled around to find her eyes sparkling with a mischievous light as she looked back at me. “You like?” she taunted, winking at me. “One of the stores had frames on sale for $5 apiece. When I saw this in the bin, I couldn’t resist!” 
 
    I turned back to face the wall. Upon closer inspection, the shadowbox was elegant and well-made. It had a white interior with a black, lacquered frame around it that matched her frilly panties as if it had been designed solely for that purpose. Instead of sleazy or cheap, it actually looked good. Really good. To my surprise, I had to admit that I kind of liked it. 
 
    “I actually got it as a joke, something to tease you with,” she said, coming up behind me. Her breath was warm on the back of my neck. “But now that I see it on the wall, I’m tempted to keep it!” She wrapped an arm around me as we both looked at her trophy, her new addition to our bedroom décor. 
 
    I thought about it for a moment. We actually could leave it up. Maybe it wasn’t that big of a deal.  Hell, it was the bedroom. She and I would be the only ones to ever see it. A private joke between a man and wife. What was the harm? And then, I had a thought that made my heart beat faster. If Erica brought another man here, he would see it, too! 
 
    One thing was perfectly, breathtakingly clear to me at that moment. If a man were to ask about the panties in the shadowbox, the new Erica would tell him all about them, the whole story. She’d tell him all about how she had taken them off and given them to me on the dance floor! And she would take great delight in doing so!  
 
    A shiver ran down my spine as I imagined her telling this faceless man all about the night she had made me her cuckold. And, although my cheeks burned with shame at the thought of how embarrassing it would be, I felt my cock grow stiff in my pants. I couldn’t explain the way I felt, not even to myself, but I liked the shadowbox. Something about what it represented, a physical manifestation of the change that had taken place in our marriage… it was exciting. 
 
    “Actually, I think I like it,” I said quietly. “Let’s keep it up there.” 
 
    “Really?!!” Erica choked. “No, baby! I was just joking. We couldn’t. I mean… Nah!” she studied the shadowbox, a frown creasing her brow. Then, she cast a sidelong glance at me. “You… you really wouldn’t mind?” 
 
    I shrugged, “I told you, I like what happened last night. It would be hot to have a reminder hanging on the bedroom wall.” 
 
    Erica stared at me for a minute. The tip of her tongue touched her lips. “All right. If that’s what you want. But if it bothers you, you need to tell me. I don’t mind taking them down!” 
 
    I leaned forward and kissed her forehead. “Stop worrying. I’m serious. I like it.” Seeing the pile of empty shopping bags thrown in the corner, I nodded toward the pile of clothing on top of the bed and asked, “So, what did you buy? And more importantly, did you leave anything for the other women?!” I chuckled. 
 
    “Oh yeah! I sort of got distracted with the shadowbox!” She whirled around to face the bed. “And yes, there’s still plenty left on the shelves. I didn’t buy that much!” she protested. 
 
    “So, what is all this?” I asked. I casually hooked a finger through the shoulder strap of a leopard-print chemise and raised it to eye level. “It looks kinda interesting!” I leered at her over the top of it.  
 
    She snatched the lingerie from my fingers and jerked her head toward the back of the room. “Patience, patience! I’ll show you in just a minute. But first, I need you to find the tripod and the good camera. I looked earlier, but I couldn’t find them.” 
 
    Tripod? Camera? “Sure,” I muttered. “They’re in here.” I opened the door to the closet and pushed a couple of my heavy winter coats to the side. I rummaged around in the back of the closet until my hand fell on the cool, smooth metal of the tripod. A little more groping in the darkness, and I found the soft leather case that housed the digital camera my brother had given me for Christmas two years ago. “Here they are,” I announced triumphantly as I exited the closet. 
 
    “Thank you,” she smiled. “I think, maybe, we should set it up over here,” she gestured toward the corner of the room, next to the window.  
 
    I was a little confused by her request. What were we taking pictures of? To be honest, we didn’t use our good camera equipment very often. Like most people, we used our smart phones for most of our day-to-day photography. In fact, if memory served, the last two times we had used this equipment, Erica had wanted me to take some quality photographs of a couple of outfits she was trying to sell on an online auction site. Was that why she needed the camera? Was she going to get rid of some of her old clothing to make room for all of the new outfits on the bed? 
 
    “Are you going to sell something?” I asked, looking around. 
 
    Erica snorted and gave me that look I knew so well, the one that told me I had just said something incredibly stupid. “Sell? Well, I hadn’t really thought about taking money for it,” she grinned, “but now that you mention it…I suppose I could make a little extra on the side!” 
 
    There was a joke there, I was certain of it, but I didn’t understand. I blinked, trying to figure out just what in the hell she was talking about. 
 
    Erica rolled her eyes. “Oh for Pete’s sake, John! It’s for my profile, silly! Remember? The online dating site? I asked you last night if you’d help me upload some pictures. Well, I looked through the pics we already had, and I think we should take a couple of new ones.” 
 
    “Oh. Oh, yeah! Of course!” I blushed, getting her joke now. I had inadvertently suggested that my wife sell her body! I glanced at the shopping bags strewn on the floor. “So, your little shopping trip this morning…” 
 
    “I thought maybe some new clothes were in order. Something a little less conservative, something sexy, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    Less conservative. Sexy. Sexy certainly seemed like an apt description for the leopard-print chemise I had just seen! And, it was anything but conservative. “You mean, you bought new outfits to… they’re for…” I didn’t seem to be able to finish my sentence. Holy shit! My wife had gone out shopping for clothes to seduce other men! 
 
    I looked from the pile of clothing to my wife, then back again. I couldn’t suppress a smile. That was fast! 
 
    Erica could read the excitement on my face, sense the gears turning inside my head. She gave me a playful smile. “They’re just clothes, baby,” she said, pretending to be nonchalant. 
 
    “Just clothes?” I echoed. “But you didn’t buy them for me… They’re for… And you want me to take some pictures of you in them?” 
 
    “John,” she murmured, placing a hand on my arm. I could feel the soft, familiar warmth of her body as she moved in close to me. “Are you sure you haven’t changed your mind about me dating other men?” Her voice was low and sultry, as smooth as velvet, and it sent a shiver racing down my spine. 
 
    I shook my head. “No,” I croaked. God no! I hadn’t changed my mind! Not even close! It was all I could think about! 
 
    Her hand slid from my arm, down my stomach to my crotch, where she gently cupped my cock and balls. “Mmm! And you do want me to look my best for them, don’t you?”  
 
    I swallowed hard, my cock instantly springing to attention in her hand. “Yes,” I whispered. 
 
    “That’s what I thought!” She gave me a quick peck on the cheek and took her hand away from my crotch. “Now get the camera set up and let’s make some pics for my profile!” she chirped, sticking her tongue out at me as she darted playfully out of reach. 
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 4 
 
    The old Erica would never have dreamed of wearing some of these new outfits, I thought as I watched her carefully hang the last of them in our closet. That did not mean, however, that they didn’t look absolutely fabulous on the new Erica! 
 
    Our little boudoir photo shoot had taken a little over two hours. At first, the plan had been to take a couple of pictures of Erica wearing some of the new lingerie, then go through the pics to find a couple of good ones, and post these on her profile. Quick and easy. Anyway, that was the plan in the beginning. 
 
    In the end, she wound up modeling every single piece of new clothing for me. And I was definitely not complaining! The pile on the bed had contained miniskirts that barely covered her ass cheeks, elegant mini dresses, delightfully see-through cat suits, silky chemises, lace stockings, ridiculously tall heels, and tiny G-strings… Hell, there were articles of female clothing I had never even seen before!  
 
    Every pair of panties, every skirt, every single one of these things had been purchased to be enjoyed by other men. And the thought of them seeing her in them drove me crazy with lust! I wanted so badly to throw my wife on the bed and fuck her in her new, slutty clothing. At the same time, that newly awakened, perverted part of me liked the idea of her having a wardrobe of hotwife clothing that wasn’t for me, things that only her lovers got to touch. 
 
    So, I crouched behind my camera for two hours with a raging boner and tried hard not to rub myself while I filled the camera’s memory stick with picture after picture of my sexy wife, each one more explicit than the last. When it was all said and done, we wound up with more than two hundred pictures. 
 
    “Okay,” Erica announced, closing the closet door. “That’s the last of them! Now, let’s take a look at the pictures you made.” 
 
    Suddenly, she stopped. “Oops! Almost forgot!” she chirped with a grin, bending to pick up a small shopping bag that had been lying unnoticed just under the edge of the bed. She held it out to me, “Would you mind putting these in the nightstand for me?” 
 
    These? I took the bag from her and reached inside, my curiosity piqued. My hand closed on a small rectangular box. When I pulled it out, I nearly fainted. Bright red with the letters XL emblazoned across it. Holy shit! My wife had just handed me a box of condoms! 
 
    Erica was on the pill, had been for years, so she and I no longer used condoms. And in any case, I wouldn’t have needed extra-large ones. These weren’t for me. No. These were intended for any potential lovers she might bring home! I felt a shiver of erotic dread run down my spine. 
 
    “Extra-Large?” I croaked, glancing at her. 
 
    Erica shrugged her shoulders like an innocent schoolgirl. “What can I say?” she teased. “You married an optimist, John!” 
 
    Looking down at the box in my hands, I saw that it was a package of 12. Optimist indeed! I thought. I pulled open the little nightstand’s single drawer and placed the box condoms inside. As I closed the drawer again, I couldn’t help but wonder how long this supply of condoms would last. A month? Two? Maybe one long night, if it was a gangbang! I smiled to myself.  
 
    “Could you hand me my computer?” she asked. 
 
    Her laptop was on top of the nightstand, so I picked it up and handed it to her, still thinking about the condoms that now resided in her bedside table. She lay down on the bed and opened the computer in front of her, then turned to me and held out her hand expectantly. I blinked, not understanding. 
 
    “The stick, John. You know? The memory stick.” 
 
    Dammit! Between the package of oversized condoms in her drawer and the last two hours of watching her model her new collection of slut clothing, my brain was toast! 
 
    “Oh yeah! Sorry! Give me just a sec!” I muttered, rushing back to the camera, still standing on its tripod in the corner. “Here you go!” I said a few seconds later as I held out the stick to her. 
 
    “Thank you,” she chimed, sitting up to kiss me on the cheek as she took it from me. Then, she spun around and flopped down on top of the comforter, lying on her belly to insert the stick into the computer. 
 
    Once we had finished our little photo shoot, Erica had changed into a pair of white shorts and a tightfitting, teal blue t-shirt. Now, she lay diagonally across the bed, propped up on her elbows with her legs bent casually up over her cute, little ass. God! Even when she wasn’t trying, my wife was still a sex goddess! 
 
    “Oh! This is a good one!” her voice interrupted my hypnotic appreciation of her butt and long legs. “What do you think, John?” she asked over her shoulder. “This shot of me in the corset. Don’t you think it would make a good profile pic?” 
 
    I tore my eyes away from her exquisite posterior and looked at the screen in front of her. Good Lord! I had taken this picture, but seeing it on the larger screen of the laptop took my breath away. As Erica stared sultrily into the camera, the black corset struggled to contain her ample bosom. It looked like the cover of a men’s magazine. 
 
    Before I could reply, Erica switched to the next picture. Here was the leopard-print chemise that had attracted my attention earlier. As interesting as it had looked lying on our bed, seeing it on my wife nearly gave me a heart attack. It was cut so short that I could almost swear I could make out a hint of pubic hair. And, the fabric was just short of transparent, giving the viewer a tantalizing glimpse of her nipples. 
 
    Next up was a picture of Erica in a low cut white blouse with a leather miniskirt. This was followed by a matching set of black lace lingerie that included a bra, panties, and a garter belt that held up an eye-catching pair of floral lace stockings, all topped off by a ridiculously tall pair of high heels. Then came a schoolgirl uniform that had my tongue hanging out. There was a pair of purple lace boy shorts with a matching bra, and a dozen other outfits that could have given a dead man a boner. 
 
    We knew from our previous exploration of the site, that new users were only allowed to upload 5 pictures for their profiles, nudity optional and even encouraged. Our problem wasn’t trying to find 5 pictures we liked. Our problem was narrowing it down to only 5! Erica looked positively mouthwatering in every single pic. How to decide?  
 
    It took us at least 20 minutes to sort through all of the pictures, going back and forth and discussing this one and that one. This one for sure! Or, maybe this one instead? Decisions, decisions! But finally, we agreed on our choices and, one by one, she was ready to upload them to her dating profile.  
 
    “KinkE1, right?” Erica asked, as she typed in her login information. 
 
    I nodded. God! What a corny user name! Although, I was beginning to think it might be more appropriate than I had imagined. 
 
    She showed me her password, in case I needed to access her account. No secrets. 
 
    Once she was logged in, Erica went to her profile page. Then, we filled in all the boxes: name, age, sex, ethnicity, profession… the usual. But when she had completed the first page, things got interesting! 
 
    The next page asked the user to provide a personal description of the user and what kind of partner they were interested in, complete with any sexual kinks. We looked at each other. “What should I write?” she asked. 
 
    “Just be honest,’ I grinned. “Say that you’re looking for a couple of big-dicked black guys to fuck the living daylights out of you while your husband cheers you on!” 
 
    “Classy, John! Always classy!” 
 
    Her fingers flew over the keyboard as she gave a surprisingly accurate and detailed description of just what she was looking for in a potential date. No commitment, no attachment. Just sex. She mentioned her ‘wonderful, consenting husband’ and her interest in ‘athletic, well-hung black gentlemen who wouldn’t mind if her husband were present’. So, basically the same thing I just said, with fancier words! 
 
    She pressed enter and advanced to the next page, where she uploaded the images we had selected. That was it. We were done. Once she clicked on the ‘Finish’ button, her profile would go live and be visible to thousands, maybe millions of men, worldwide. And I had not the slightest shred of doubt that she would soon be getting responses from many of them. Holy shit! We were actually doing it! 
 
    She looked at me, a little hint of uncertainty in her blue eyes. Her breathing was faster than it had been a couple of minutes ago. She was nervous. Of course, she was nervous! This was a big step for her as well. “You’re sure about this? Last chance to back out!” she grinned hesitantly.  The little white pointer hovered over the ‘Finish’ button like the sword of Damocles. 
 
    I reached out and placed my hand over hers on the mouse. “Very sure,” I said and pressed down on her index finger, clicking the button. 
 
    My dick was so hard it felt like it was going to break off. We had actually gone through with it! My wife’s profile was live. She was now officially a hotwife on the prowl for new cock. Men all over the world would now see her beautiful body, read her bio, know she was available for sex. And then they would contact her. 
 
    “I’m sure it will take a while,” Erica said, moving the laptop back to her bedside table. She rolled over and sat up. “Probably a few days at least. Alice said she didn’t get any messages for a week when her profile went live. She said we shouldn’t be disappointed if we didn’t get any emails right away.” 
 
    I nodded, making no reply. I was pretty sure that Erica still underestimated her own desirability. No way was this going to take a week. With the pics we’d posted, they’d be on her like a school of sharks! 
 
    As if to prove my point, the laptop gave a shrill little whistle and an orange flag popped up at the top of the browser to indicate that she had a new message. “What the…?” she asked as she turned back toward the computer. Before she could open the first message, another whistle sounded, followed by a third. 
 
    “Looks like it’s going to be a gangbang!” I laughed. 
 
    “Oh stop!” she hissed, blushing bright red.  
 
    She clicked on the first message. Sure enough, it was from another member of the site, a man named Greg who had seen her profile. He was 6-foot tall, black, and interested in meeting her. Very interested! He had included a link to his profile on the hotwife dating site. 
 
    The next message was similar to the first. James was this guy’s name, and he had attached a nude photo. Erica blushed when she opened it, but I noticed it took her a good 30 seconds before she closed it. She took a good, long look at him, biting her lip excitedly. He was fit, muscular, and had skin the color of polished walnut. Even though it was flaccid in the picture, his dick looked enormous. 
 
    As Erica was opening the third email, the laptop whistled again. She had received another message. “How about I make us some lunch while you deal with all of your admirers?” I suggested with just a hint of sarcasm. 
 
    Her eyes darted to mine, a guilty smile on her face. “Thank you, honey!” she chimed. She blew me a kiss, then returned her attention to the messages that seemed to now be inundating her inbox. 
 
    Starting down the hallway, I heard her fingers begin to clack across the keys. She was writing to one of them. Or maybe more than one of them, I thought with a grin. The skin on the back of my neck prickled with excitement. So much for not getting any emails for a while! 
 
      
 
    I had just finished putting the last touches on the sandwiches I had made for us when Erica joined me in the kitchen. I looked up from the plate in front of me. “Any luck?” I asked. 
 
    She gave me a sheepish grin. “You could say that…” she answered cryptically. 
 
    “Do tell!” I turned to face her, curious. 
 
    “Well,” she took a deep breath, “I think we need to have a talk about just how much extracurricular activity you want me to get.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Um… well, apparently, I could have a different date every night, if I wanted! I got several more messages after you left. It’s actually kinda freaking me out in a way! I mean, I expected to get a response or two… eventually. But my profile hasn’t even been up for an hour, and I’ve got half a dozen guys messaging me. I’m starting to wonder just what I’ve gotten myself into!” She scrunched up her face. “Can you believe that one of them wanted to set up a meeting tonight?! Talk about eager!” 
 
    “Can’t say I blame him,” I raised an eyebrow and gave her a crooked smile. “So, what’s his name, and what time is he expecting you?” I was teasing, making a clever joke. We both knew it was too soon to start thinking about her playing again. 
 
      
 
    “His name is Nathan, and I didn’t tell him I would meet him! Not without talking to you first!” she said a little too quickly. “I mean, I was planning to spend the evening with you. You don’t really want me to…” her voice trailed off and her eyes darted to the clock on the wall, then down to the linoleum, avoiding mine. Fuck! She was actually thinking about it! Maybe it wasn’t too soon! 
 
    “But you’d like to go meet him,” I probed, “wouldn’t you?” 
 
    Her eyes flashed like lightning when they came up to meet mine. She hadn’t said that she wanted to spend the evening with me, just that that’s what she had planned on doing. And she definitely hadn’t shot down the idea out of hand. I was right, she was considering it! Something about this guy obviously excited her. Or maybe it was the whole scenario, married white woman/black stud. Regardless, she was interested and that excited me. But, she felt bad about wanting it. She didn’t answer. 
 
    “Tell me the truth, Erica. If I was okay with it, you’d go meet Nathan tonight, wouldn’t you?”  
 
    As I waited for her to answer, I realized that I was hard again. God, was I hard! The idea that she would actually go out and fuck another guy tonight after what she did with Aaron last night was insane! She shot me a sidelong glance, her eyes bright and passionate, but also apprehensive, then quickly looked away. Still, she was silent. I moved to her and, placing a finger beneath her chin, gently lifted her eyes to mine. 
 
    “Answer me,” I said softly. “Do you want to take him up on his offer? Do you want to go meet him tonight? Because, if you do, I have absolutely no problem with that! In fact,” I reached for her hand and brought it to my crotch, “I think I’d like that a lot!”  
 
    She felt my hardness and her eyes went wide. A little gasp escaped her lips. “Really?” she breathed, her voice scarcely audible. “You want me to go meet him?” 
 
     “Yes, Erica! I want you to!” I hissed as I cupped her ass and pulled her to me, our faces mere inches apart. “I want you to go to Nathan and be his little white slut tonight! And then, I want to fuck you when he’s done!”  
 
    Erica gasped at the sudden crudeness of my words. Her tongue touched her lips and she stared at me in disbelief. I bent my mouth to hers and kissed her, kissed her long and passionately, and felt her soft body melt into mine. She moaned into my mouth, trembling with excitement, her hand rubbing up and down the bulge in my jeans. 
 
    “Okay, then,” she said breathlessly when I came up for air, “let me go. I need to send him a message.” 
 
    I followed her to the bedroom and watched over her shoulder as she sat down on the bed and put the silver laptop on her legs. Nathan’s message was still open on her screen. She’d hadn’t closed it, hoping that I would tell her to reply to him. God, what a naughty slut she was! And how well she knew me! Her nimble fingers quickly pecked out a few lines, asked him about the time and place, and then pressed enter.  
 
    We didn’t wait long. Nathan’s reply was almost instantaneous. He, too, must have been waiting. Thinking back on some of the pictures we had uploaded to her profile, that was hardly a surprise! 
 
    He was definitely interested, asking us if we were familiar with a little bar that happened to be just a few blocks from our apartment. He’d meet us there at 8:00 PM. Emphasis on the ‘us’. He was quite familiar with the whole hotwife scene and eager to meet the husband, too. 
 
    When we had read his message, Erica and I shared a look that was equal parts excitement and nervousness. The look of two people playing with matches while standing in a puddle of gasoline. 
 
    “God, this is all happening so fast, baby!” she smiled. “Two days ago, this was all just a dirty fantasy we shared, and now… I can’t believe we’re going to do this again tonight. You’re sure? Because I can write back and say we can’t make it tonight, if it’s too soon…” 
 
    “No,” I shook my head. “I’m sure.” 
 
     “Well, in that case, I guess I should start getting ready,” she said with a quick glance at the clock in the corner of the screen. She hopped up and gave me a peck on the cheek as she disappeared down the hallway, heading for the shower. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    The bar was kind of a dive, but in a cool way. Dingy and dark, it had an honest, lived-in feel and catered to a working-class crowd that was out for a few beers and didn’t have a lot of disposable cash. It had pool tables, low ceilings, and a mismatched collection of battered old tables that made you wonder just how many fights they had seen. There was a dance floor on one end, complete with disco ball, and a tall bar on the other. A massive jukebox dominated one wall, flanked by old boxing posters, relics from another time that lent a sort of shabby chic charm to the place. 
 
    Sitting at a table in the back with a tall glass of amber beer before him, Nathan spotted us the moment I stepped through the door with the lovely Erica on my arm. He rose quickly to his feet and waved to get our attention. Erica smiled broadly, her blonde ponytail bouncing against her long neck as she waved back. I placed my arm on the small of her back and guided her before me as we began to weave our way through the jumbled maze of tables.  
 
    The closer we got to him, the more obvious it became that the man dwarfed me. He was handsome and dark-skinned, broad and tall, well over six foot, with an open, friendly face. His head was shaved and he wore a diamond stud earring in one ear. He had on a pair of black jeans and a crisp black button-up shirt that fit tightly enough to accentuate his bulging muscles. Oh yeah, I said to myself, this guy is definitely her type! 
 
    I wasn’t the only one performing a visual inspection as we walked toward him. I saw him give me a cursory glance before turning his attention to my sexy wife. His brow furrowed and his mouth curled upwards on one side as he devoured her with his eyes, starting at her face and working his way down her luscious, curvy body to her long, long legs. When he looked at me once more, I could see it in his eyes: he liked what he saw! This man wanted to fuck my wife, and that realization caused a swarm of butterflies to take flight in my stomach. 
 
    “Hi!” he said in a friendly tone when he reached his table, pulling out one of the heavy wooden chairs for my wife. “You must be John and Erica!” His voice was deep and rumbling, with a raspy timbre to it that reminded me of an old-time jazz singer my parents had been fond of when I was a child. Once my wife was seated, he stuck out his huge hand toward me. 
 
    “Hi,” I nodded, taking the proffered hand and smiling. “Nathan, I presume?” 
 
    ‘Right! Hey, can I get you a beer?” He had an easy smile that came up more on one side than the other, giving his face a sort of charming, rakish asymmetry. 
 
    “Sure,” I replied. “Whatever you’re drinking.’ 
 
    “Beer it is, then!” He turned to Erica, “And for the lady?” 
 
    “Sex on the Beach, please,” she replied, flashing him her pearly white teeth. She brought a hand up to brush a loose strand hair away from her ear, drawing my eye to her new and very expensive looking gold earrings. 
 
    His eyes shot up to hold mine, and he cocked an eyebrow as he grinned broadly. “Sure thing, gorgeous,” he said, “but I thought you might like a drink first!” He chuckled. 
 
    Erica blushed furiously, mortified by having so blatantly stepped into Nathan’s joke. I laughed. I couldn’t help it. This guy was a riot!  
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” he held up his hands. “I just couldn’t resist!” He patted Erica’s shoulder affectionately. “Give me just a second, and I’ll be back with the drinks.” Giving me a wink, he turned and set out toward the bar. 
 
    “I like him,” I said to Erica as I took my seat beside her. 
 
    “That’s good, because, unless he says something incredibly stupid in the next 10 minutes, I’ve already decided he’s going to get lucky tonight!” she shot me an evil grin. 
 
    I nearly choked at her words. “What? We just met this guy!” 
 
    “I’m not saying I want to marry him, John. Just that he looks like a good candidate to help us with some of our naughty fantasies. Just look at him and tell me that you wouldn’t like to see him between my legs!” 
 
    I followed her eyes to where Nathan stood, leaning nonchalantly against the bar as he waited his turn, and felt a knot form in the pit of my stomach. Yes, I had to admit, the thought of this big man bedding my wife did have a certain appeal. 
 
    “Okay, I can’t deny that. But still, it seems like you made up your mind awfully quickly! Any particular reason or has it just been too long since you had any black cock?” I teased. 
 
    Erica stuck out her tongue. “Well, Mr. Smarty Pants, for one thing: did you see the way he filled out those jeans?” 
 
    “No,” I chuckled and rolled my eyes, “I can’t say I was looking at his ass!” 
 
    “Who said anything about his ass?”  
 
    She cocked an eyebrow, staring at me. I felt the butterflies start up in my stomach again. She’d already sized up this guy’s package! Holy fuck! This day just kept getting more and more interesting! 
 
    “He’s right, you know,” I said, changing the subject. 
 
    “Right?” she asked, tilting her head. 
 
    “You really are gorgeous, Erica. Especially in that outfit!” I gestured, letting my eyes stray over her body for the hundredth time tonight. Sexier than I had ever seen her. The new Erica… 
 
    Gorgeous wasn’t an exaggeration. By any metric, my wife was positively stunning tonight. With her hair pulled back into a neat little ponytail and candy apple red lipstick that matched her fingernails, it was impossible not to notice her.  
 
    For her first real hotwife date, Erica had chosen a brand-new, black leather miniskirt and a form-fitting gray sweater that did more to accentuate her big tits than it did to conceal them. But the piece de resistance, the thing that had turned every man’s head on the short walk from our apartment to the bar, was the pair of thigh-high, black leather boots she was wearing. 
 
    God! They were a thing of beauty! Like something a hooker would wear, or maybe a go-go dancer. Smooth and shiny, they rose up her perfectly shaped legs to within 6 inches of the hem of her dangerously short skirt, the small strip of white flesh above them drawing your eye like a moth to a flame. The heels were at least 3 inches high, probably closer to 4, and I honestly would have paid good money for the privilege of standing behind her when she walked on them! 
 
    As I stole another glance at her long boots, I noticed that Erica was fidgeting in her chair. With her eyes glued on Nathan, she was slowly, discreetly rubbing her thighs together. I glanced at her face and saw that she was chewing on her bottom lip. Fuck, my wife was turned on! 
 
    Nathan returned with our drinks just then, and I had to tear my eyes away from her. I stood and took my beer from him. “Thanks man!” I smiled. 
 
    “Yes, thank you very much, Nathan!” said Erica as he placed her Sex on the Beach on the varnished tabletop in front of her.  
 
    “Not a problem! Not a problem!” he said and then raised his glass to us. “Here’s to new friends!” 
 
    “New friends!” Erica and I both parroted back, lifting our glasses. 
 
    Nathan and I both raised our beer glasses to our lips, while Erica took a long sip of her mixed drink through the tiny straw the barkeeper had provided. “Mmm!” she purred, her blue eyes shining in the dim light, “that’s good!” 
 
    “Glad you like it,” Nathan said with a broad, sincere smile. 
 
    After that, the conversation was dominated by the usual small talk. What do you do for a living? Where did you go to college? Are you a football fan? Things like that. As expected, Nathan was a likable guy, personable and easy to talk to. And I definitely got the impression that Erica liked him. After all, she’d been batting her eyes at him, constantly touching his arm, and laughing at every little thing he said. I was pretty sure that she was serious about inviting him back to our place for a little fun. 
 
    Even so, it came as a complete surprise to me when Erica removed the straw from her glass and placed it on the table, before tipping up her glass and draining it in one giant gulp like a new pledge at a frat party. Nathan and I looked at each other, then back at Erica. What the hell was going on? 
 
    She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and placed her glass daintily back on the table. Then, she pushed her chair back, got calmly to her feet, and brushed the creases from her leather skirt. Erica looked at me with eyes that seemed to glow with arousal before leaning down and placing an alabaster hand on the shoulder of Nathan’s tailored black shirt. “If you two boys want to stay and have another beer, that’s fine,” she whispered her eyes coming back up to meet mine, “but personally, I’d rather take this little party back to our place!” She straightened up and turned her back, her hips swaying seductively as she headed for the door. 
 
    Needless to say, with an invitation like that, Nathan almost overturned the table trying to get out of his seat. Grinning at each other, he and I both snatched up our glasses and quickly guzzled what remained of our beers before chasing after her. 
 
    At the front door, he stopped me, placing an enormous hand on my arm. “Listen, man, whatever happens tonight, I just want to say thanks. Erica and I messaged back and forth a little earlier tonight. She told me that you two are new to this scene, kind of exploring some fantasies and stuff. That’s cool. I get it. But, if things get crazy tonight, and they probably will, I just didn’t want you to think I was disrespecting either of you in any way. If you don’t like anything that’s going on, all you gotta do is say something. Right?  
 
    “Your wife is one fine-looking lady, and I’m really glad you guys chose me to have some fun with. This ain’t about me trying to steal your woman or nothing. We’re just gonna have a good time. You know what I mean?” 
 
    “Um… Yeah,” I nodded, a little taken aback by his candor. “I appreciate that, Nathan.” 
 
    “All right!” he shook my hand vigorously, a huge grin on his face. “Then, let’s you and me go find your wife and see if we can’t make some of those fantasies come true tonight!” He jerked his head toward the door. 
 
    When we stepped out onto the sidewalk, it took a moment for my eyes to adjust and find my wife, leaning against a light pole in front of the bar waiting for us. The streetlamp overhead cast its harsh yellow glow across her leggy, curvy figure and the word ‘hooker’ sprang once more to mind. Fuck!  
 
    Any cop that happened by would be sure to assume that she was a streetwalker. God, I thought, just imagine if she were arrested for solicitation. I could just picture us trying to explain all this to a judge: ‘Seriously, your honor, my wife wasn’t standing on the street corner selling her body! No sir! We were just out interviewing new lovers for her, so she could give it away for free! Shit! I grinned as I imagined it. Maybe I need to tell her to tone things down a little bit next time! 
 
    “It’s about time!” she said, pushing herself away from the light pole, her obscenely tall heels clicking loudly on the concrete as she sauntered toward us. “So, you guys decided to come after all!” Her face split into a wide smile as she hooked her arms through ours. “Well then, let’s go home, so you guys can put me to bed!” 
 
    With her dirty little joke ringing in my ears, we began to walk, me on one side of Erica, him on the other. The husband and the new lover. It suddenly occurred to me that I was hard again. Of course, I was. Hard as a crowbar. I had been in a more or less constant state of arousal all weekend. Ever since I first saw my wife take Aaron’s hand. God! Was that only yesterday? It seemed so long ago! Now we were taking another black stranger home with us, a man who was going to fuck my beautiful wife in front of me. And my only reaction was a raging boner. 
 
    Well, maybe not my only reaction. As I listened to her chattering happily with Nathan, I also felt the familiar pang of jealousy; the same one I had felt so keenly last night when she left me at the party to go home with Aaron. But this time, it was different. The jealousy I felt now made my heart beat faster, excited me. 
 
    What exactly had she told this man about us. Obviously, he knew that we were inexperienced and she had apparently told him that we were experimenting with some of our sexual fantasies. But, what the hell else had she told him? 
 
    As I walked along, lost in my own thoughts, the trip home seemed to take no time at all. One moment, we were standing beneath the streetlamp in front of the bar and, the next thing I knew, we were walking up the concrete steps to our apartment building.  
 
    When I disengaged my hand to search my pockets for the keys, Erica retained Nathan’s arm, talking in a quiet, excited voice with him. Once I had located them, I unlocked the door and held it open for them. Then, I followed them inside and watched my wife’s long legs stride enticingly across the tile as she walked arm-in-arm with the handsome black stranger through the empty foyer to the staircase. 
 
    They started up the stairs in front of me together, Erica chattering merrily with Nathan. I followed a few steps behind, which put my wife’s ass at face level. I couldn’t help admiring her charms, relishing the way her hips swung from side to side as she mounted each step. God, she looked good! 
 
    My head swiveled back and forth as we climbed the stairs to our apartment, checking every shadow, every corner of the building, paranoid that one of our neighbors would see us. I wanted to see Nathan fuck my wife, but I didn’t really want all my neighbors to know that it had happened. There was no one around. Logic told me that, even if someone had seen us, there was no way they would have known what we were up to. Hell, who would ever even suspect such a thing? 
 
    But, in my guilty mind, we three stuck out like shining beacons of debauchery. How could anyone fail to recognize it? It was as plain as day. This woman was my wife and the black man on her arm was about to fuck her. Obviously. And so, I kept my nervous vigil, my eyes darting furtively toward each sound in the darkness, until I had safely ushered my two co-conspirators into the apartment. 
 
    Once we were inside, I slammed the wooden door shut behind us. A little too loudly. I spun around and pressed my back to the thick door and noticed that both of them had turned to look at me. Nathan’s handsome face bore a look of bemused curiosity, while Erica tried hard to suppress a knowing grin.  
 
    I bolted the door behind us while Erica showed our new ‘friend’ into the living room. They were already making out on the couch when I walked in, seated side-by-side with his arm around her slender waist. Damn, that was fast! But, then again, I guess we hadn’t brought him home with us so they could discuss the weather! 
 
    The sight of them together, of his big black hand running up the back of her sweater, grabbing her pale neck, and pulling her tightly into his lips, sent a wave of panicky arousal through me. I didn’t know what to do with myself, so I took a seat in my recliner facing them, watching him explore my woman. I felt like a third wheel. A voyeur. And just like with Aaron, the feeling itself was somehow arousing. 
 
    I stared, my cock straining at my zipper, as Nathan’s hand slid back down to cup my wife’s ass cheek through the thin leather that covered it, squeezing her, feeling her. I saw his other hand snake between them and slide around her other hip. Shit! My dick throbbed to see another man touch her so intimately. Then suddenly, Erica gave a surprised squeal as he lifted her off the cushions of the couch and onto his lap, palming both her cheeks now as he kissed his way down her ivory neck. 
 
    Erica gasped in pleasure, hiking her skirt up around her hips as she settled onto him. She threw her head back, her blond hair bouncing against her shoulder blades, and ground her panty-covered mound against the large bulge in Nathan’s pants. Her small hands rested on his broad, prominent pecs, visible even through his shirt. She tilted her head and gave me a suggestive wink that made my heart flutter. God! How fucking sexy! 
 
    With my wife rubbing her crotch on him, Nathan’s big hands relinquished their hold on her round ass, traveling up over the small of her back, where he hooked his fingers under the hem of her gray sweater and pulled it upwards. She helped him, raising her arms above her head so that he could take it off. I watched, wide-eyed, as inch after inch of her pale back crept into view. I couldn’t suppress a little gasp when the clasp of her lacy purple bra emerged. 
 
    This was like watching porn, but better. Oh, so much better! Where porn was impersonal and anonymous, this was precisely the opposite. I was well acquainted with the sexy female protagonist in this particular erotic scene, and I was loving watching her perform! 
 
    When the fuzzy sweater cleared her head, Nathan tossed it casually on the floor behind her. He reached for her writhing butt once more, pulling her miniskirt roughly up until her ass cheeks popped free, providing me with a breathtaking view. Fuck! Her ass looked fantastic, framed by a pair of purple lace boy shorts, the same ones she had modeled for me earlier today. I groaned under my breath as Nathan ran a long black finger back and forth through the cleft of her ass. 
 
    Her hands also were not idle, feverishly working at the buttons on his shirt. One after another she popped them open, revealing his ebony chest, then tugged his shirttail out of his tight pants. There was an urgency to her actions that took my breath away. She wanted this man, and her lust for him made her outrageously sexy in my eyes. 
 
    When she felt his hand stray up her back again to her bra clasp, she stopped him. “Wait,” she whispered, putting a hand on his chest. She turned her head to look back over her shoulder at me. A strand of blonde hair had escaped from her ponytail and now fell endearingly across her face, “Let’s take this to the bedroom.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am!” Nathan grinned as she dismounted. He bounced his eyebrows at me, causing me to chuckle.  
 
    Erica stood and turned, taking two steps toward me and raising her hands behind her head. She pulled the shiny, black hair tie from her hair and tossed it onto the little table beside the couch. Then, she shook her head from side to side, her golden hair falling around her shoulders. 
 
    Next, she reached behind her back, searching for her zipper. She slid the zipper slowly down with her eyes locked on mine, the metallic, tearing sound unnaturally loud in a room that had suddenly gone as still as a forgotten grave. With a naughty smile, she shimmied from side to side, working the skirt down over her shapely hips. Then, she opened her hands and let the skirt fall down her long boots to pool around her ankles. As she stepped daintily out of the black leather garment on the floor, she said, “Why don’t you grab one of the chairs from the kitchen, honey.” Then, she took Nathan’s hand and began to lead him toward our bedroom. 
 
    My eyes followed them until they turned the corner into the hallway. Even after they disappeared from sight, I sat for just a second, staring after them, rooted in place. My heart was beating so hard I could hear the blood pounding in my ears. Finally, I managed to snap out of the trance I was in. I staggered to my feet. Dammit! My cock was so hard I could barely walk! I adjusted myself and hurried into the kitchen to fetch the chair my wife had requested.  
 
    My addled brain still could make no sense of it. Why did she want one of the kitchen chairs in the bedroom? But I was too excited to think about it. I just darted into the darkened kitchen without turning on the overhead light, snatched the first chair I found, and trotted off toward the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    I didn’t know what I would find when I got to the bedroom, but when I walked through the door, I was surprised to find Nathan and Erica sitting calmly on the edge of the bed waiting for me. The comforter had been stripped away, lying in a tangled mass on the floor at the foot of the bed. 
 
    Nathan’s shirt now hung loosely from his wide shoulders, his chiseled abs peeking out through the open front. Erica wore nothing but her bra and panties, her outrageous hooker boots still adorning her delectably long legs. I gave them both an awkward smile as I struggled with the chair, having to turn it on its side to clear the doorjamb. 
 
    “Hey, man,” Nathan said, nodding at the wall above the bed. “I love your décor!” 
 
    My eyes followed his and fell on the shadowbox that held Erica’s panties from her adventure last night. Shit! I’d forgotten all about that! “Thanks,” I mumbled, feeling the heat in my cheeks as I blushed. “Just a little souvenir.” 
 
    “A hotwife trophy, right? I get it, man! That’s pretty cool!” 
 
    “Yeah. Something like that!” I said. A glance at Erica showed that she was chewing on her lip, obviously enjoying my discomfort. Her eyes shone with excitement. 
 
    “Where do you want this?” I jerked my head toward the chair next to me. 
 
    “Why don’t you put it over there,” Erica suggested, gesturing toward the wall. Her voice was soft and sweet, like a summer breeze. 
 
    I nodded and set the chair down where she had indicated. It wasn’t until I turned around again to face the couple sitting on the bed that I realized why she had asked me to bring the chair. It was for me! A chair for me to sit on and watch another man fuck my wife. The voyeur. The spectator. The cuckold! The thought made me blush again, but my erection was as hard as ever. I sat down. 
 
    Nodding toward me with a knowing smile, Erica rose from the bed and turned to Nathan, bending at the waist to plant a kiss on his cheek. Fuck! Her ass looked amazing in her frilly panties. My ears caught the rustle of the whispered words that passed between them, but I couldn’t make out the words; a secret shared between new lovers. My cock throbbed as I watched them together, my wife and the man who was going to have her. 
 
    She kissed his lips briefly, then straightened up and crossed the room to where I sat on my chair. As she bent to whisper in my ear with her legs straight, I realized that Nathan was now being presented with the same delightful view of her panty-covered ass that I had just enjoyed, and the thought made me dizzy with arousal. “Nathan and I think you should do the honors tonight,” she breathed. 
 
    “Honors?” I muttered. I had no idea what she was talking about. 
 
    “My bra and panties, sweetie,” she explained, kissing my earlobe. Her soft whisper caused goosebumps to leap up all along my neck. “I want you to undress me for Nathan.” 
 
    Undress her for him?! Oh fuck! What a dirty idea. What a dirty, nasty, delicious idea; undressing my wife for another man! It was so debauched and unthinkable, so totally the opposite of the way things were supposed to be. The husband submitting to his wife’s illicit carnal desires, unwrapping the ultimate gift, so that it could be enjoyed by another. I loved it! 
 
    She stood and turned around, her beautiful ass just below eye level atop her outrageously high heels, and looked expectantly over her shoulder at me. I brought my hands up to her hips, peering around her waist at Nathan, who still sat on the edge of the bed, watching the unfolding scene with a quiet smile on his handsome face. He gave me a little nod as my hands slid under the elastic of her waistband. I took a deep breath, but before I could move, he held up a broad hand and stopped me. 
 
    “Slowly, John,” he said, lowering his brow. He wasn’t really ordering me, yet there was a commanding ring of authority to that deeply masculine voice of his. “I want to enjoy this.” His eyes held mine, unflinching. 
 
    My mouth felt like cotton as I stared back at him. Fuck! This man, this stranger was telling me how to undress my wife for him! And the crazy thing was, it was turning me on! Some strange, perverted part of me wanted him to take charge of what happened tonight, relished the idea of being the third wheel. I nodded my assent and turned my eyes to Erica’s purple lace boy shorts. I began to slide them slowly down her hips, inch by breathtaking inch, revealing her to his hungry gaze. 
 
    I held my breath as the top of her butt crack came into view, knowing that Nathan was now being given his first glimpse of Erica’s neatly trimmed little patch of downy pubic hair. In my mind’s eye, I saw her from his point of view, with her soft curls popping out of the top of her panties, a tantalizing promise of what was to come. 
 
    I leaned forward and, pursing my lips, blew a blast of air across the small of her back. A satisfied smile curled the corners of my lips when I saw her shiver, the tiny goosebumps popping up along her spine. I paused, kissing the tender flesh above the waistband of her panties, stalling, teasing them both by letting him have a good long look before I continued. Down, down, ever farther I eased the soft, thin fabric of my wife’s panties, creeping along, bit by bit, slowly, oh so slowly down past her wide hips.  
 
    I could feel her body trembling slightly under Nathan’s unflinching scrutiny, hear her quickened breathing. Both butt cheeks popped free before my staring eyes, jiggling slightly as they escaped the bonds of the fabric that had contained them. Now he could see her entire mound. Glancing up her pale body, I saw her sleek ribcage heaving with excitement, her bra struggling to contain her large, heavy breasts. I leaned in and gave her exposed butt cheek a playful bite. Immediately, I was rewarded with a surprised gasp and felt her flinch as my teeth nipped her ever so slightly. 
 
    I pulled her panties down over the tops of her boots, catching a faint whiff of her musky arousal, and released them, letting them slide down the smooth leather to her ankles. She reached back to rest a warm hand on the muscles of my shoulder as she stepped out of them. Then, she straightened back up, waiting. 
 
    Now that her panties were gone, I stood behind her and kissed the back of her neck as my fingers found the clasp of her bra. With a dexterity born of years of practice, I unhooked it, caressing and teasing the skin of her back, and my hands glided sensually up over her shoulder blades to the two narrow straps that held the lacy material.  
 
    As I hooked both my middle fingers through the straps, I looked up to meet Nathan’s eyes and gasped in surprise. While I had been busy with Erica, he had slipped his broad shoulders out of his shirt, unbuttoned his pants, and freed his erection. He was now slowly stroking himself as he watched.  
 
    Erica’s original assessment of his size had been right: he was big. Really big. Just the part of his cock that extended beyond his pumping hand was as long as mine. And then there was his girth… I wouldn’t say that he was as big as a soda can, but he didn’t lack much! As large as chicken eggs, his giant balls matched his cock. I stared, open-mouthed, forgetting everything else around me. Holy shit! Would that thing even fit inside my wife?  
 
    “Go on, baby,” Erica whispered. “Please.” Her soft voice broke the spell, shifting my focus from Nathan’s cock back to her beautiful body. I eased the twin straps of her bra to the sides, clearing the points of her shoulders, and began to slip them slowly down her upper arms. 
 
    “Stop,” Nathan commanded. I heard my wife’s breath catch in her throat and turned my eyes to Nathan, confused. “Sit down, Bill,” he smiled and gestured toward the chair with his free hand, still stroking his cock lazily. “Let her do it now.” He nodded toward Erica. 
 
    I sat down in my seat behind her once more, still not completely understanding what he wanted, only that I was no longer to be involved. Erica glanced back at me, her eyes questioning, showing that she, too, was confused. She shrugged and brought her fingers to the straps to complete the task I had started, when Nathan’s voice cut through the room again. 
 
    “No,” he said. “No hands.” He waggled his finger at her as though warning a wayward child. 
 
    For a split second, Erica stared back at him, then I saw a smile crease her beautiful face as she understood what he wanted. She shot me a devious grin, then lowered her arms back to her sides and, leaning forwards, waggled her ribcage. Immediately, her grapefruit-sized tits began to sway seductively from side to side. To my delight, the lace bra clung to her boobs tenaciously, caught, no doubt, on her diamond-hard nipples. She took a deep breath and redoubled her efforts.  
 
    Once more, she shook her tits at Nathan until, finally, the bra began to slip. Only slightly at first, just an inch or so. Neither Nathan nor I breathed, staring at the gauzy fabric that refused to relinquish its hold on her beautiful tits. But then, just as we were about to lose our minds watching her pendulous breasts wobble crazily in the dim light of the bedroom, it suddenly slid free and fell to the bedroom floor to join her discarded panties. She was completely naked now, except for her boots. 
 
    She put her hands on her hips and looked at Nathan. “Boots?” she asked. Erica glanced down at her undeniably erotic, but rather unwieldy footwear. 
 
    “Boots, too,” he nodded. 
 
    My fingers came up and found the little zipper at the back of her left boot and I pulled it down past her knee. Erica turned and put her foot on the edge of the chair between my legs. I looked up at her questioningly. “Could you give me a hand?” she whispered, biting her lip. I reached up and slipped my fingers under the leather of the boot top and peeled it down her long, gorgeous leg, leaning forward to kiss her knee when it came into view. 
 
    We repeated the process for the other boot. When she put her leg up on the chair this time, I slid a hand up her thigh and ran a finger along her sopping wet slit. Erica batted my hand away. “Uh-uh!” she chided. “That’s not yours right now!” She reached down and pulled the boot off and lowered her foot to the ground. She leaned forward and kissed my cheek. “Not until he’s had me!” she whispered excitedly, then stood up and faced Nathan, wearing nothing but her gold earrings. 
 
    “Beautiful!” he murmured, his wild eyes drinking in her gorgeous, pale form. He held out his hand, palm up and curled his fingers, beckoning her to him. 
 
    Erica stepped forward, her footsteps slow at first, then gaining speed as she surrendered to her urgency. I held my breath, watching her beautiful, naked ass jiggling across the room toward Nathan. Her hand found his and he drew her to him, kissing her fiercely. She was his now, his to do with as he liked, just like in those dirty fantasies she and I had shared with one another over the past few weeks. 
 
    The kiss seemed to drag on for an eternity. With my heart in my throat, I watched as their tongues dueled, my cock throbbing in my pants. My ears caught the faint, familiar sound of my wife’s moan when Nathan’s strong hand came up to gently pinch one of her hard nipples.  
 
    Erica took a step back and knelt between Nathan’s knees with her cute ass facing me. I couldn’t see what she was doing, but from the look on his face, I knew the instant her talented mouth found his penis. With a long, shuddering gasp, he threw back his bald head, eyes closed. “Oh Fuck, that’s good!” he hissed. His huge hands found the back of her head, and he tangled his fingers in her golden mane. When his eyes opened again, they found mine, and he stared straight at me, the dark orbs unflinching as my wife’s head began to bob in his lap. “Shit, John!” he grinned. “I don’t know how much of this I can take!” 
 
    I nodded, unable to answer him. I felt a strange sense of pride at his praise of my wife’s oral skills, coupled with a twinge of uneasiness. 
 
    This was it! It was actually happening! Oh God! I couldn’t believe that I was watching my wife suck another man’s cock! But, really, I couldn’t see much. In fact, from my vantage point directly behind her, I could see little more than the back of Erica’s head, clutched in Nathan’s big hands. Although, I did have to admit that I had an absolutely first-class view of her round, sexy, little ass, wagging lightly from side to side while she worked on his cock.  
 
    As I watched that tantalizing morsel of female flesh bobbing before my eyes, I would occasionally catch a glimpse of Erica’s cute little pussy winking at me from between her thighs, her lips already swollen and wet with her dew. She was excited, excited and ready for this big black cock she was now avidly worshiping with her mouth. 
 
    When I looked up from Erica’s tantalizing backside, I found Nathan watching me over her back with his cock deep in my wife’s sucking mouth, fucking her face, his eyes burning with excitement. Unconsciously, I had been rubbing the front of my jeans, pressing on my erection. My cock was rock hard and aching for attention, painfully constrained by my tight jeans. Unfortunately, at that moment, every last ounce of my wife’s attention was being lavished on Nathan and his enormous penis.  
 
    When I realized what I was doing, I quickly tore my hands away from my crotch. I felt my cheeks flush hot, chagrined to have been caught. Nathan noticed and gave me a perceptive smile and a little nod. He knew. He had seen my unguarded actions and understood just how excited I was. This man was going to fuck my wife, and I was so aroused by that fact that I couldn’t resist touching myself. 
 
    Nathan pulled Erica off his cock and kissed her lips, whispering something in her ear that I couldn’t hear. She nodded quickly, then got to her feet and padded barefoot toward my chair again. Our eyes met and she wiped her lips with back of her hand just before she reached me. I nearly fainted at the eroticism of that image! 
 
    Smiling at me, she took my hands and pulled me to my feet. Then, she unfastened my belt and her warm little hands worked the buttons of my fly. She pushed my jeans quickly to my knees and tugged my red boxer shorts down, freeing my cock. The air of the bedroom felt unusually cold when it hit my bare, very erect penis. But not nearly as cold as the kitchen chair on my ass when Erica put a hand on my belly and pushed me back down onto it. 
 
    Without a word, she sank to her knees before me and took me between her full lips. I thrust reflexively up into her warm, sucking mouth, moaning at the sudden, glorious warmth. She cupped my balls and bobbed on me, up and down my throbbing shaft, making love to my cock with her lips and tongue. I was already more excited than I had ever been and now, with her hungry mouth assaulting my cock, I felt the waves of pleasure begin to spread through my belly, my whole body tensing in anticipation of the orgasm that was about to hit me. I held my breath. So close! God! So close! When Nathan’s voice unexpectedly put a stop to her efforts. 
 
    “That’s enough,” he said simply. I realized then that he had been watching me and had seen just how close I was to losing it. He beckoned her back to him. 
 
    Like a well-trained concubine, Erica immediately stopped and the cool air of the room once again hit my now-wet cock. Planting a single, apologetic kiss on its angry head, she rose to her feet and quickly returned to her lover, leaving me throbbing in erotic frustration. 
 
    While my wife was pleasuring me, Nathan had taken the opportunity to divest himself of the rest of his clothing. Now that he was naked, his muscular physique was even more impressive. My eyes roamed over his broad shoulders and trim waist. The triangular shape of his upper body made him look like a boxer, with defined abs that could have been carved from solid granite and pecs that were thick and heavy.  
 
    She crossed to the bedside table and pulled the drawer open. For just a second, I wondered what she was doing. Then it hit me: condom! Damn! I had almost forgotten! She quietly closed the drawer once more, and my ears caught the crisp sound of her fingers tearing open the thin package. A second later, I saw the empty wrapper fall to the carpet at her feet, the two letters XL clearly visible even in the dim light of the bedroom. 
 
    When Erica rejoined him at the edge of the bed, their lips met once more, and I watched her trail a long, red fingernail slowly down his beautifully sculpted chest to the base of his thick, very erect cock. She took the condom from her other hand and smoothly rolled it down his hard member as they made out. I stared at it, this thin latex barrier that would soon be the only thing between this man and my wife, and wrapped my hand around my own shaft. 
 
    Nathan reached around her waist, clasping her beautiful ass in one hand. I saw him lift his other arm, but Erica’s body obscured my view. A heartbeat later, a familiar, wet, squelching sound told me that his finger had found her pussy. She moaned, putting both hands on his broad shoulders. Her butt undulated from side to side, fidgeting excitedly as he stimulated her. 
 
    With my pulse pounding in my ears, I sat there with my pants around my ankles and my steel-hard boner bobbing in front of me, watching this stranger finger my wife. I couldn’t help but marvel at the contrast between her ivory-white butt and his big, black fingers. He fingered her for a few seconds, then pulled her insistently toward him, eager to put an end to their foreplay and get on with the main event. I gave my cock a surreptitious pump while no one was looking. 
 
    “Come on, baby,” Nathan urged in a low, rumbling voice, leering at her like a hungry predator.  
 
    His use of a term of endearment that my wife and I both used for each other almost stopped my heart, but what he said next really shocked me.  
 
    “Enough playin’ around! Let’s get this cock inside you!” He motioned toward his latex-clad erection.  
 
    I held my breath, my eyes darting to Erica’s face. For a split second, I expected her to take offense, possibly even kick the guy out. I never spoke to her like that! Maybe I should intervene, say something. I opened my mouth, when I saw her nod demurely and take his hand.  
 
    “Okay,” she said simply, biting back a grin.  
 
    So much for coming to her rescue! Apparently, she was cool with it! And, if she was cool with it, I guess I was, too. I closed my mouth and continued watching. 
 
    He shuffled back onto the bed to make room for her, his huge prick bouncing menacingly as his butt scooted across the smooth, satin sheets. The bedsprings creaked in protest as she crawled onto the mattress next to him. I couldn’t resist giving my cock a couple of short strokes. 
 
    Nathan lay back on the bed, and Erica slithered up his body to lie on top of him, one leg on either side of his sleek torso, her cute, little feet nestled against his knees. She straddled his condom-covered cock and sat down, sandwiching it between his belly and her dripping wet pussy, as she kissed him again. My eyes were glued to the point where she ground herself on him, mashing her sensitive little bud against the underside of his thick shaft, moaning in excitement as she slid back and forth along his turgid length. 
 
    Once more, Nathan’s huge, black hands found the twin globes of Erica’s ass cheeks and he kneaded her tender flesh. I saw the muscles in his upper legs flex as he pushed his hard cock up against her, craving friction. He broke their kiss and growled, “Let’s go. Put me in, baby.” 
 
    Erica rose up on her knees and reached down to find his big, erect cock. Her head tilted in my direction, her blue eyes burning with lust as she rubbed the dark head of his penis against her weeping slit, then slowly she sank down, taking the first two inches of him inside her. She put both hands on his chest, holding herself up, and moaned softly, “Oh fuck, you’re big!” 
 
    Her words cut me like a knife. A huge wave of jealousy welled up inside me as I watched her struggle with his size. Shit! How could I compete with this? There were still several inches of Nathan’s big, black cock extending below her. I watched in wide-eyed fascination, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps, as my wife slowly began to work more and more of this enormous penis inside her. 
 
    At some point, I realized that my hand was moving rhythmically up and down my shaft while I watched. A glance at the couple on the bed told me that neither of them were paying the slightest attention to me, so I shrugged and continued to stroke myself. Besides, I reasoned, my wife was fucking another guy. Compared to that, me jerking off was pretty minor! What the hell! 
 
    Erica was panting like a dog on a sweltering summer day as she slowly moved up and down on Nathan. Each time she descended on his ebony shaft, she took just a little more of him. Her arms, still braced against his chest, trembled with exertion. Finally, after several minutes of slow progress, she managed to accept his full length. 
 
    She sat on his hips, not moving for a while, letting herself get used to his size. Nathan was patient with her, his large hands idly stroking her hips, waiting for her. Erica’s chest heaved, causing her big tits to jiggle. She peeked at me from under the tangled mass of blonde hair that obscured her pretty face. “Whew!” she breathed, casting an appreciative glance at the raging erection I was now openly stroking. “Having fun?” 
 
    I nodded, “Absolutely!” 
 
    A fleeting smile was her only answer as she turned her attention to Nathan again. She began to slide her hips back and forth against his, slowly at first, carefully, moving just an inch or two at a time, then gaining a bit of speed as she found her rhythm. “Ooooh fuuuck!’ she moaned. Without thinking about it, I found myself stroking in time with her movements. 
 
    As Erica gained speed, Nathan began to thrust up into her, his hips moving in time with hers. From my vantage point, I could see his cock penetrating her. I stared in fascination at the lips of her pussy, stretched by his invading shaft, clinging to him with each impossibly long stroke.  
 
    “Oh yes!” she hissed, grinding her pelvis against his. “God, that’s good!” 
 
    In response, he reached up and grasped her waist in his big, strong hands and thrust rapidly in and out of her wetness, pulling her down onto him, his hips a blur as he jackhammered her slit. Erica threw her head back with a gasp, her eyes rolling up into her skull from the intensity of the pleasure. “Oh God!” she yelped, her whole body rigid. He fucked her relentlessly, jabbing his cock savagely up into her, causing her to tremble with ever-increasing excitement. 
 
    Just as I thought he was going to bring her to orgasm, Nathan rolled my wife over into the missionary position. Her squeal of initial surprise gave way almost immediately to a moan of pleasure when he pushed her pale legs up and apart, forcing even more of his massive cock up her tight little hole. Pinning her to the mattress beneath his large, dark frame, he stroked lazily in and out of her a dozen times, then picked up the pace and began to fuck her in earnest. 
 
    The jealousy I had experienced earlier seemed to have melted away now, to be replaced by an intense feeling of excitement. The sight of Erica’s long, white legs spread wide, with Nathan’s ebony form grinding resolutely into her pussy, was the most arousing thing I had ever seen. My hand flew across my cock as I watched this muscular, black Adonis use Erica’s supple body.  
 
    Nathan’s fucking of my wife now took on a manic, almost brutal pace. His heavy, muscular body pushed hers halfway into the mattress on each powerful thrust. Good Lord, he was fucking her hard! Far from complaining, Erica responded enthusiastically, bringing her beautiful legs up to slide along his sides, tilting her pelvis upwards, opening herself to his invading cock. Her little feet bounced rhythmically in midair with each powerful lunge. 
 
    I could tell from her moans that Erica’s orgasm was fast approaching. Her tiny hands slid up Nathan’s straining back, continuing up his sinewy neck to clutch his shiny, bald head to her neck as he plowed into her. “Oh my God!” she cried. “Oh…Oh my God!” Her long legs suddenly shot out once more on either side of him, stretched straight outwards, the muscles in her pale calves as taut as bowstrings. Her toes curled endearingly and I knew she was going to cum. Throwing her head back into the pillow, she let out a shuddering, strangled cry as the waves of pleasure began to crash over her. 
 
    To his credit, Nathan never let up, pounding her with renewed vigor as she orgasmed on his giant cock. Erica’s gorgeous legs jerked and bobbed in midair as she writhed beneath her lover. Her head tossed back and forth, her eyes closed against the overwhelming intensity of her climax. Then, suddenly, she let her head fall to the side on the pillow and her eyes popped open, staring straight into mine through the strands of her disheveled hair.  
 
    It was too much for me. I grunted softly as I came, my semen shooting up in great arcs to spatter against my chest and belly, soaking the front of my shirt. Her eyes sparkled like diamonds, watching me jerk and spurt for her, emptying my swollen balls while I watched my wife being fucked by her black lover. As the last spurts dribbled down my bobbing shaft, Nathan announced that he was getting close. 
 
    “Aww fuck, baby!” he groaned. “I’m gonna cum!” 
 
    “Pull out, Nathan!” Erica said. “Please!” 
 
    As soon as he lifted off her, Erica slid out from under him, quick as a cat, and pulled him to the edge of the bed, where she once again sank to her knees in front of him. She stripped the condom from his giant member, dropping it unceremoniously to the carpet beneath her, and took him in her warm mouth once more without a moment’s hesitation. I watched as she bobbed on his cock a dozen times, her pale little hand working the enormous shaft while she sucked him. 
 
    “Cum on me!” she said, pulling him from her mouth and stroking him rapidly. “Cum on my tits!” She glanced back at me, shuffling a foot to the side so that I could see what she was doing. “Show my husband how much you liked fucking his wife!” With one hand holding his plump balls, she jacked him rapidly with the other.  
 
    “Oh God!” he croaked hoarsely, his big hands coming to rest on her pale shoulders. “Oh fuck, baby! Here it comes! Aaaargh!” 
 
    Nathan’s back arched and he thrust his pelvis forward as his dick began to pulse wildly in Erica’s small, white hand. An enormous spurt of semen came rocketing from the end of his cock with improbable force, causing Erica to gasp in surprise when the warm sperm slapped against her skin just below her jaw. Excited, she pumped him even faster. The next spurt, every bit as powerful as the first, hit her long, ivory neck and ran slowly down toward her collarbone. Her big breasts caught the next jet and the one after that. 
 
    Again and again, Nathan squirted, moaning and grunting as he painted my wife’s neck and chest with his virile semen. It was unreal! I had never seen anyone cum so much, nor so long! His orgasm seemed to go on forever, but finally, the twitching subsided, and his flagging cock slipped from Erica’s hand to dangle along his trembling thigh! 
 
    “Oh man!” he breathed. “Shit, that was good! Whew!” He flopped back onto the bed for just a second, panting loudly with his arm thrown over his forehead. When he sat back up, he looked over at me and gave me a thumbs-up sign. “Man, your wife can sure work a dick!” he grinned. 
 
    “Hey,” I shrugged. “That’s why I married her!” We both laughed. 
 
    “Oh, thanks a lot, you guys!” Erica said, crossing her arms in front of her in a mock pout. But even she couldn’t suppress a smile. 
 
    “Aww, come on!” Nathan said, leaning forward to kiss her. “You know we’re just teasing you!” 
 
    “Mostly!” I said with a grin as I tucked my cock back into my pants. “We’re mostly teasing.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    There had been a surprising lack of awkwardness when Nathan had finished fucking Erica. He had seemed to sense that we wanted to be alone afterwards and had quickly dressed, chatting with us in a friendly manner. The man had an easy, relaxed way about him that put us both at ease and, when he thanked us at the door and told us that he would definitely be interested in seeing us again, we both agreed without hesitation. 
 
    As I closed the heavy wooden door, I heard Nathan’s footsteps on the stair treads, growing steadily fainter as he walked down the stairs. I slid the deadbolt into place, latched the door chain, and stood, listening until I could no longer hear him. 
 
    “I liked him!” Erica’s voice said behind me. 
 
    “I noticed!” I said, turning around to face her.  
 
    Erica was standing in the entryway behind me, waiting for me to finish locking the door. She took one look at me and giggled, bringing her hand up to cover her mouth. “Oh my God, John!” she laughed, pointing at me. “You’re a mess!” 
 
    I looked down at my shirt and snorted, “Yeah, I guess you’re right!” The entire front of my shirt was spattered and streaked with cum. “Although, really,” I said, gesturing toward her, “you don’t look much better!” 
 
    She had slipped into a cotton dressing gown as Nathan was getting dressed, without bothering to wipe herself off. The thin fabric was now glued to her curvy body by a series of giant wet spots, where Nathan’s semen had soaked through it from the inside. Several strings of his cum hung in her hair, and her long neck was wet and shiny with it. God! She looked so slutty, covered in his cum! I felt myself getting hard again. 
 
    She glanced down at herself and chuckled, “Mm hmm! I think you have a point! Looks like I’d better go take a quick shower!” 
 
    I stepped forward and grabbed her arm, drawing her to me. “Not before I get my turn, you don’t” I growled. With her pressed against me, I could smell him on her, strong and pervasive. That familiar, earthy, masculine scent, reminiscent of bleach and mushrooms, the tell-tale odor of a man’s semen. 
 
    “Mmm! I don’t know, honey… I might be too tired…” She stuck out her tongue and whirled around, playfully pulling away from me. 
 
     “Not a chance, Erica! Not tonight!” I smacked her cute butt, making her yelp. “It’s my turn now!” And I chased my giggling wife back into the bedroom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    Monday morning found me sitting in the back of a noisy city bus again, watching the traffic whizz by the window, just like I had done every Monday morning for the past five years. But this time, I could scarcely keep a grin from my face, all the way to the office. 
 
    The weekend had been a watershed event for us, a milestone of sorts that would undoubtedly have future repercussions. In the span of two short days, Erica and I had gone from fantasizing about sharing her with another man to actually making it happen. My wife had fucked another man. Two men, to be more precise. And we had both enjoyed it immensely. 
 
    I was not looking forward to seeing Steve, to talking to him about the events of this past weekend. I could just imagine the look on his face when I told him about Nathan! He would probably be amazed to hear how readily we had made the switch from sedate married couple to full-fledged perverts! 
 
    For her part, Erica had already arranged to meet Alice for lunch before I even left the apartment that morning. She was eager to tell her all about her latest adventures. And I had little doubt that when those two put their heads together, they would soon be cooking up some new naughty scheme. 
 
    As I rode along now over the bumpy potholes, gazing out the tinted window of the bus at the multi-colored shopfronts and the people hurrying along the sidewalks, my head was full of a million thoughts. Memories of the past two days, possibilities for the future. Because, if I knew one thing for certain, it was that we both wanted it to happen again… and again. No doubt about it: Erica and I were embarking on a new adventure, and I had no idea where this path would lead. I smiled to myself as I realized that I was once again sporting a raging boner. 
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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? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 1 
 
    John and Erica are a practical married couple. They’ve always been content to color inside the lines. All that changes when John accidentally overhears an intimate telephone conversation between his best friend, Steve, and his lovely wife, Alice. When Steve explains that Alice is free to date other men, John and Erica realize that not everyone leads such a vanilla life! 
 
    Burning with curiosity, they soon find themselves obsessed with their friends’ antics, and eager for any and all details, which Steve and Alice are all too happy to provide! 
 
    Where will their journey end? Will John and Erica be able to resist the siren song of the hotwife lifestyle, or will they follow their friends into a world of forbidden adventures? And why does John have the gnawing suspicion that Erica knows more about this lifestyle than she has let on?  
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