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    Chapter 1 
 
    God, this weekend had been crazy! Shit, crazy didn’t even begin to cover it! It had been… well… I don’t know, but ‘crazy’ was too mild a word! I was still trying to wrap my head around the events of the past 48 hours and just what it all meant for the future of my marriage. 
 
    As the bus began to pull over to the curb at my stop, I leaned forward and laid my hand on the heavy, leather briefcase on the dirty floor between my knees. I couldn’t help but shake my head and grin, thinking back on everything that had taken place over the last two days. God! Had it really only been two days? That didn’t seem possible. It seemed like an eternity. When I had left work Friday afternoon, Erica and I had been your average, standard, vanilla married couple. Now, as I straightened up in the vinyl-covered seat of the city bus, none of those adjectives really applied to us!  
 
    It still seemed a little surreal. To think that not 12 hours ago, I had watched my wife in the arms of another man! And I had enjoyed it! A sudden image of them together in our bed flashed through my mind, Nathan’s broad, muscular back straining as he worked between her gorgeous, pale legs… Oh God! And then, the searing-hot memory of Erica on her knees before him, his hot seed painting her big tits as she smiled at me. Fuck! It was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. 
 
    As soon as we had ushered him out the door, we were on each other like animals. I hadn’t lasted long. There was no way! I was too aroused. I had simply pushed her to the bed and fucked her hard and fast in the still-damp sheets, reveling in the foreign, stretched feeling of her used sex. The unmistakable proof of her infidelity. When I closed my eyes, I could still feel the stickiness of her pale skin against mine, still smell him on her, the pungent odor of Nathan’s cum. It had been so nasty. So perfect! Fuck! Erica and I were turning into freaks! 
 
    And then, when I had gone to take a shower afterwards, she had followed me, wanting more, and we had made love once more under the scalding spray of hot water. With her big tits smashed against the tile of the shower stall, I had taken her from behind, riding that fine, round ass of hers, plunging into her with a fiery urgency I had never known, before finally emptying my balls into her once more. 
 
    Two times in one night! Erica and I hadn’t had this much sex since our first year of marriage. Work and responsibilities had somehow crept between us, limiting our intimacy. I had begun to think that she just wasn’t that interested in sex. But after this weekend, I was going to have to rethink that hypothesis. In the last two days, my wife had been fucked a half dozen times by three different men!  
 
    I felt myself flush, the heat spreading up my neck and searing my cheeks. My eyes darted guiltily at my fellow passengers, scanning each face, certain that any one of them could read the dirty thoughts in my head just by looking at my face. But, to my relief, no one was paying any attention to me. I breathed a little sigh of relief and leaned back, placing the briefcase strategically across my lap in an effort to hide the erection that was now tenting the front of my slacks. 
 
    Even before this weekend, Erica and I had shared fantasies and the occasional kinky thoughts, but what husband and wife didn’t? I mean, come on, we might have been vanilla, but that didn’t mean we were completely without imagination! We enjoyed teasing each other with various naughty scenarios. And recently, most of the scenarios had begun to revolve around Erica being taken by another man, preferably a big, muscular, black man.  
 
    But that was just pillow talk, silly little sex games, not a part of our real life, not anything that ever saw the light of day. We had always kept that part of ourselves safely under wraps, hidden behind the bedroom door. They were just our little fantasies, something we shared with one another to spice up our sex life. Until Saturday night… 
 
    The brakes of the bus squealed loudly in protest as the driver brought the giant vehicle to a rough stop. I stood up, along with a dozen other passengers, and shuffled down the aisle toward the door, hoping that my boner wasn’t too obvious. Avoiding a large pothole filled to the rim with oily, muddy water, I stepped down from the bus to the crumbling curb and blinked as the early morning sunlight washed over my face, blinding me momentarily.  
 
    A chilly wind blew along the street, spring only reluctantly giving way to summer. It was uncomfortably cold. I moved to the side, out of the main flow of my fellow office drones on their way to work, setting my briefcase on the cracked pavement in the shadow of a small drugstore so that I could button my overcoat against the crisp air. Then, I picked up my briefcase, stepped once more into the stream of pedestrians, and started down the sidewalk toward the towering office building where I worked. 
 
    Saturday… My thoughts drifted back. In what had probably been the biggest shock of my life, I had watched my wife, Erica, leave our company party with another man, a large, black man who had turned our wife-sharing fantasy into a stark reality. And when the dust had settled and she was back in my arms, I found myself completely and undeniably aroused by what had taken place. So much so, that when she suggested meeting Nathan, a man she had just met online, for drinks Sunday night, I hadn’t even hesitated. 
 
    If Saturday had been exciting, I thought as I stepped over a giant crack in the weathered concrete, Sunday had been out of this world! Because, Sunday, I had been there to see it happen! 
 
    My wife was now a hotwife. It was a word with which I had been totally unfamiliar just a few short weeks ago. Not until the fateful day when I had overheard my best friend, Steve, talking to his wife, Alice, on the phone in his cubicle next to mine. Strange to think that that single event, that accidental breach of etiquette, had led to where we were today. Shit! Erica a hotwife…. 
 
    As if on cue, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled the slim device from the pocket of my slacks as I walked along. It was a text from Erica. Speak of the devil! I thought. 
 
    “Having lunch w Alice. Going shopping 2gether after work. YOYO 4 supper…” read the text. 
 
    Alice, I grinned. The temptress. Steve’s wife had definitely done her part to help us along on our journey into this crazy lifestyle. Hell, it had been Alice’s boyfriend, her lover, Aaron, with whom Erica had gone home Saturday night. She had set the whole thing up, orchestrated the entire evening. And when the decision was made, Alice had gone with them, accompanying Erica and Aaron back to her apartment. She had been there to witness my wife’s fall. 
 
    It had been Alice who had kept me supplied with a steady stream of pictures and videos of the action that night! But beyond that, Erica had told me very little of Alice’s involvement. I had been too preoccupied with her account of her own adventures to even ask. Had Alice also taken a turn with Aaron, once he was finished with Erica? I really didn’t know. Probably. Judging by the videos she had sent me, it had been an outrageously exciting evening. It seemed only natural that Steve’s wife would get pretty worked up filming all the action. 
 
    A sudden image popped into my head. An image of the beautiful Alice filming my wife with her well-hung black lover. In my mind, Alice was naked as well. Naked, slim, and beautiful, her long, golden hair sweeping the tops of her slender shoulders, her small, pert breasts jutting proudly out from her ribcage, so different from my own wife’s. The thought caused a shiver to course through me. I blinked away the image before I sprouted another boner. That was all I needed, I smirked, to walk into the office with a tent in the front of my pants! I returned my attention to Erica’s text. 
 
    “Sounds good,” I typed clumsily, stuffing my heavy briefcase under my left arm. Damn! My thumbs always seemed to be too big and unwieldy for the tiny keys on my phone. Erica was twice as fast as I was when it came to texting. “NP re supper. May grab a beer and a bite to eat w Steve.” 
 
    Her reply was instantaneous:  
 
    “OK. C U 2nite! Luv U!” 
 
    “U 2” I tapped out, then returned my phone to my pocket. 
 
    I looked up to find the imposing office building I worked in looming over me, blocking the warm rays of the morning sun. As I mounted the steps, a familiar voice called out behind me, “So, did you have an interesting weekend?” 
 
    I turned on the top step with a smile. “Steve!” I said, shaking his hand. “Interesting doesn’t do justice to the weekend I just had! In fact,…” 
 
    I was interrupted by the arrival of a stern-looking woman in a business suit. I recognized her as one of the PR managers who worked on the fourth floor. I’d seen her around. Carla or Cathy was her name, something with a ‘C’. I’d never actually spoken with the woman. She eyed us with barely veiled condescension as she hurried past us, through the doors and toward the elevators, her graying hair pulled back into a severe bun. 
 
    I held my tongue until she was safely inside, then opened my mouth to continue, when the next group of employees arrived. Dammit! I was dying to tell Steve about my weekend, but I really didn’t want everyone at the office to know about what the wife and I had done. He gave me a knowing nod and patted me on the shoulder. “Maybe we should talk about this after work. O’Malley’s?” he offered quietly. 
 
    I nodded, “Yeah!” I pushed the door open and we walked inside. “Oh, that reminds me,” I said as we walked across the polished marble floor. “The girls are going shopping after work. We’re apparently on our own for supper.” 
 
    “Perfect!” grinned Steve, “Looks like it’s going to be liquid sustenance for us tonight! It’ll be just like back in college! Remember that time you drank a whole bottle of tequila and then wanted to fight everybody in the dorm?”  
 
    I groaned and rolled my eyes. “Don’t remind me! I don’t even want to think about those days!”  
 
    The bell dinged and the elevator doors opened before us. We squeezed into the tiny compartment with six other people, and the heavy doors slid clunkily shut behind us. As the ubiquitous soft jazz instrumentals assaulted my ears for the millionth time, I took a deep breath and steeled myself against another monotonous day at the office. ‘Once more to the breach…’ I thought grimly. 
 
    When we arrived at our floor, Steve turned toward me. “O’Malley’s,” he said simply. 
 
    The pub down the street was our favorite. It was dark and old-fashioned, the perfect place to relax and throw back a few good beers. In fact, it was in O’Malley’s where Steve had first explained his marital arrangement to me a few weeks ago. 
 
    “O’Malley’s,” I replied with a nod. 
 
    He threw me a wink and then spun on his heel, disappearing rapidly down the hallway, heading toward the VP’s office. I watched him go, standing in there alone with my briefcase in hand. Damn! I swore to myself as I straightened my tie and turned toward my cubicle. It was going to be a long day! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    At quitting time, Steve was still busily typing away, doing a few last-minute changes to some of the paperwork on one of the many contracts we were finalizing for the new account our company had recently landed. 
 
    “Go ahead, man,” he told me when I peeked around the partition that separated our two cubicles. “I’ll be right behind you. Just have to dot a few more t’s and cross the i’s!” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll just… Wait a minute! Isn’t it supposed to be dot the i’s and cross the t’s?” 
 
    “Damn! No wonder I’ve been having such a rough day!” 
 
    I couldn’t help laughing at his corny joke. “Mm hmm. Or maybe it’s just because you’re a jackass!”  
 
    “You could be right! You could be right!” he grinned. “But seriously, John, go grab us a table, and I’ll be there in a few minutes.” 
 
    “Alright,” I slung my coat over my shoulder and paused in the doorway. “But don’t be too long.” 
 
    “Yes, Mommy.”  
 
    I smiled and flipped him the obligatory bird, then headed for the elevator. 
 
      
 
    Even from a distance, I could see that O’Malley’s was hopping tonight. As I drew nearer, my ears were bombarded by the sound of frantically discordant music spilling out into the busy street. The door swung open just as I was reaching for the door handle, almost hitting me in the nose, and two boisterously intoxicated young men staggered out and stumbled down the two steps to the sidewalk, their lolling eyes scarcely able to focus enough for them to navigate. 
 
    When I stepped inside, the music that had been mildly annoying from the curb outside was positively deafening. In the far corner of the pub, a live Irish punk band was doing its level best to massacre a frantic tune that sounded vaguely like ‘Finnegan’s Wake’. A great, heaving mass of people filled the room, some dancing, others shouting insistently over the music and the roiling din of a hundred voices, all trying to make themselves heard.  
 
    I’d never seen it so crowded on a Monday evening. In fact, I’d never seen it so crowded! Normally, O’Malley’s was quiet and cozy, almost deserted. Tonight, the place was packed! As in, ‘call the fire marshal’ packed! Every single table I walked past was taken. Glancing around the dimly lit room, I spied two unoccupied, low-backed barstools near the far end of the bar, but had taken no more than three steps in that direction before they, too, were claimed by a tall man and his leggy date. 
 
    I looked around for another seat, but there were none to be had. Dammit! I’d assumed we’d have the place pretty much to ourselves. The perfect venue for the type of private discussion I’d been waiting all day to have with Steve. Unfortunately, it looked like that wasn’t going to happen. Not tonight. Not here. 
 
    With a little grimace of resignation, I pushed my way through the crowd to the bar and ordered a red ale, straining to make myself heard over the crowd. I recognized the bartender from my previous visits, a beefy, anachronistic-looking man with thick forearms and an old-fashioned handlebar mustache. Tonight, he looked harried and disheveled, his usually impeccably groomed mustache drooping dejectedly as he scurried from one end of the bar to the other, trying to keep up with the avalanche of orders. He gave me a weary smile as he swung the towel in his hand over his shoulder and paused before the taps to fill a pint for me. It was obvious that he, too, would have preferred a little less hubbub. I couldn’t help but feel a little sorry for the guy. 
 
    “Thanks!” I said when he set the frothy glass on the bar in front of me. I pulled out a ten-dollar bill and slid it across to him. “Keep the change!” 
 
    “Appreciate it!” he yelled. A row of white teeth winked at me from beneath his imposing, black mustache. “You have a nice night!” 
 
    I nodded and took my beer, moving to the side, away from the main press of pubgoers. I shrugged out of my overcoat and folded it awkwardly over one arm. Leaning back against the paneled wall, I took a sip of the cool, frothy liquid and studied the bustling crowd.  
 
    It was immediately obvious that most of them were college kids. Damn they looked young! I smiled at the thought. It was one I’d begun to have more and more these days. Erica and I had gotten married right after graduating college, 5 years ago now. We were both 27. Maybe I was getting old. Maybe that’s why the bar seemed so unbearably loud, too. Maybe! But, that didn’t make my initial assessment any less true. They really were young. Hell, half of these kids looked like they were barely old enough to be in here!  
 
    Where had they all come from? What was going on? Cinco de Mayo? No. It was later in the year than that. Then, suddenly, it hit me: It was the end of the academic year. Finals were over. These kids were here celebrating or drinking away their sorrows, whichever the case might be, before heading home for the summer. They’d probably been at it all weekend. I’d just been too preoccupied with my wife’s extracurricular activities to take notice of it. 
 
    My eyes swept the length of the pub from one end to the other, taking in a panoply of youthful revelers. There were smarmy frat boys, brooding would-be poets, stiff and exact engineering students, and self-confident, arrogant jocks. And interspersed amongst them like ice cubes in a cool glass of water were the girls…  
 
    The pub was a smorgasbord. Tall girls, short girls, pretty girls, homely girls. Girls of all colors, shapes, and sizes. There were girls who were thin and willowy, and girls who looked like they had never skipped a meal in their lives. And, in spite of the coolish weather of recent days, they all seemed determined to outdo one another in exposing as much skin as humanly possible. From midriff t-shirts to micro mini-skirts, the pub was awash with nubile female flesh, weaving seductively in time with the music, laughing shrilly at some barely-heard witticism.  
 
    Through the surging swell of young celebrants, my eyes fell upon a voluptuous young blonde, who was absently tucking a stray strand of hair back behind her ear as she strained to hear the words of the broad-shouldered black man in front of her. Wearing a pair of painted-on denim shorts that showed off her perfect ass and a t-shirt that was clearly 2 sizes too small, she looked just like a younger version of my wife.  
 
    Like Erica, she had gloriously long legs and tits the size of grapefruits, threatening at any second to burst free from the tenuous constraints of the soft, cotton t-shirt. The fact that she appeared to be obviously interested in the advances of her young black suitor only intensified the similarity in my mind. 
 
    Watching the young woman flirt with this guy, I suddenly regretted never having talked to Erica about her prior sexual experiences. Just how long had my wife had a thing for black men?  
 
    I knew she hadn’t dated any black guys in college, before we met. Well, that wasn’t exactly true. All I knew was that Aaron had been the first really big cock she had experienced. I supposed that didn’t necessarily mean she had only been with white guys. I mean, surely not all black men were hung like donkeys! Were they? Had she been curious about black men, but too shy to date them? Or had she only taken an interest in them recently? I couldn’t answer any of those questions.  
 
    It was strange to realize that I knew almost nothing of my wife’s previous sexual encounters. Hell, for all I knew, she might have been a total slut before we were together. I knew it was unlikely, ridiculous even, but the thought made my heart beat faster.  
 
    I knew Erica hadn’t been a virgin when we met. Neither had I, for that matter. But like most people, we had judiciously avoided any mention of our old lovers once we started dating each other. That had been the past, with no bearing on our new relationship. Now, that seemed like a mistake. I felt the seed of curiosity take root in my brain. It was something I should ask her about one of these days. Who knows, maybe there were some juicy stories there, just waiting for her to tease me with. 
 
    The blonde girl across the room threw her head back, laughing at whatever her date had just said, and touched his arm with her hand. The contrast between her small, white hand and his black, bulging biceps was breathtaking. He moved in closer, his chest inches from hers, his large hand sliding to the small of her back as he bent to whisper in her ear. She nodded excitedly, her golden locks bouncing on her slim shoulders.  
 
    God! She really did look like Erica when she smiled! When she took his hand and jerked her head toward the door, I didn’t need to hear her words to know what she was saying. I found myself watching her tight little ass intently as they wound their way toward the exit, imagining my wife in her place, being picked up by a handsome young black man. I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. 
 
    “Hey!” yelled a familiar male voice at my elbow. “This place sure is crazy tonight!” 
 
    With a start, I tore my eyes away from the blonde girl to find Steve standing next to me. “Yeah!” I agreed, raising my eyebrows. “Crazy is the right word for it!”  
 
    “What?” he shouted, leaning forward and tilting his head. 
 
    “I said, you’re right! It is crazy!” I yelled with a sideways glance toward the door. I was just in time to see it closing behind the young couple. My wife’s youthful doppelgänger was gone. I stared at the closed door for a moment, picturing in my head how she would look with the dark-skinned young man between her pale legs.  
 
    “Crazy!” I repeated, my eyes coming back to Steve. 
 
    He nodded, straightening up once more and scanning the room. He was probably looking for an empty table, like I had done a few minutes ago. Finding none, he leaned in again. “Why don’t we get the fuck out of here?!” he bellowed, his words barely audible over the cacophony around us. “There’s a sandwich place around the corner! Chuck’s!” 
 
    I knew the place he was talking about. More than once, I’d eaten lunch there. Chuck made a pretty good hoagie. I nodded my assent and tipped my glass up, draining the last of my beer. I stepped to the bar and placed the empty glass on the polished top with an appreciative nod at the aproned bartender, then turned back to Steve. “Let’s go!” I said. 
 
    His brow creased with a puzzled frown. He couldn’t hear me. I pointed toward the exit, and he nodded. Putting my coat on as I walked, I followed him through the herd of college students, breathing a sigh of relief when we emerged to the relative quiet of the street once more. The door of the pub swung closed behind us, muffling the clamor within, reducing it to an indistinct roar. 
 
    “Damn, John!” said Steve, shaking his head. “I’m getting too old for the party crowd!” 
 
    “Uh huh. My thoughts exactly!” 
 
    “So, Chuck’s?” 
 
    “Lead the way,” I replied with a facetious sweep of my arm. 
 
      
 
    Chuck’s was much more pleasant. At least, with regard to sound volume. The décor was a little spartan, consisting of two rows of ancient Naugahyde-covered booths arranged along both walls, which were adorned with old soda pop advertisements. Several of the booths had tears in their fabric, the result of over-rambunctious children and destructive teenagers. These had been none-too-tastefully repaired with duct tape. 
 
    But Steve and I were the only patrons tonight and, as I stood with my fingers spread wide on the Formica counter looking up at the menu beneath the flickering fluorescent lights, I closed my eyes for just a second, basking in the silence. I couldn’t help but admit that what Chuck’s lacked in ambience, it more than made up for in sheer peace and quiet. 
 
    “Can I help you?” a woman asked. 
 
    My eyes snapped open to reveal a matronly old woman with a pencil tucked behind her ear, looking at me expectantly. I couldn’t help but think that ‘Chuck’ seemed like an odd name for such a woman. But the look in her eye dissuaded me from any attempt to be witty. 
 
    “Uh, hi! Yeah!” I muttered. She’d caught me off guard, and it flustered me a little. “I’ll take a turkey and swiss.” 
 
    “Italian?” 
 
    What the hell did my ancestral heritage have to do with my order? I blinked at her. “No,” I shook my head. “Actually, my family comes from…” 
 
    “The bread,” she cut me off. “I’m asking if you want your sandwich on Italian bread.”  
 
    The tone of her voice made it clear that she was firmly convinced that she was talking to a complete moron. Given my inability to understand her obvious question, I didn’t feel like I was in a position to argue the matter. So, I answered, “Yes, please. With Dijon mustard.” 
 
    “Lettuce and tomatoes?” 
 
    “Yes. Oh, and chips and a beer.” 
 
    “You got ID?” she glowered at me. 
 
    I pulled out my wallet and showed her my driver’s license. 
 
    She nodded, retrieving the pencil from behind her ear and making a series of indecipherable marks on the little pad of paper next to the cash register. “How about you?” she jerked her head toward Steve, who was standing behind me trying unsuccessfully not to laugh at my stupidity. 
 
    “The same, please!” he managed between snorts. 
 
    I glared at him as I counted out the bills and paid. Then, I took the tray, and we found one of the more intact booths in the rear, hopefully out of earshot of our hostess. 
 
    “So, tell me,” Steve smiled as he slid into the booth, “how was your weekend? You and Erica okay? I know it was kind of unexpected, her leaving with Alice and Aaron.” 
 
    I sat down across from him and passed his plate to him. “Yeah, actually,” I nodded, “we are okay.” I took a bite of my sandwich. “Better than okay, to be honest.” 
 
    “That’s good, John. I have to admit, I was a little worried about you two there for a while Saturday night.” He took a potato chip from the bag and bit into it, crunching noisily for several seconds. “So…” he pulled out another chip and studied me, “if you don’t mind me asking… Is it something you two are considering doing again?” 
 
    Instinctively, I turned my head and looked around the empty shop. “That’s just it, Steve,” I said, turning back to him. “We already have.” 
 
    Steve froze, his teeth hovering over the chip he had inserted halfway into his open mouth and stared at me. He blinked twice and then pulled the unbitten chip out again. “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Yeah. Last night,” I grinned. “Erica hooked up with another guy. We brought him back to our place, and they… you know!” I shrugged, suddenly self-conscious. 
 
    “They what?” Steve was staring at me, eyes wide in disbelief. “Oh my God, John! Are you telling me she fucked another dude the next night?!” 
 
    “Ssh!” I hissed, glancing behind me. “Keep your voice down!” 
 
    “All right, all right! Sorry! But that doesn’t answer my question. Did Erica really fuck another guy?” 
 
    “Yes!” I nodded, biting back a grin. “And, this time, I got to watch!” 
 
    “Wow!” Steve shook his head, his sandwich and chips now completely forgotten. “Wow!” 
 
    “I know!” 
 
    “So… Okay! Back up! I’m gonna need some details on this one. Just exactly how did this happen? I mean, the last time I talked to you, you still weren’t sure how you felt about her sleeping with Aaron. Now, you’re telling me she’s been with another guy, and you watched it happen. There has to be a little more story in between!” 
 
    I laughed and reached for my beer, taking a sip. “Sure. Of course!” 
 
    “Come on, man! Share!” 
 
    “All right! By the time Erica got home, I was in a frenzy. I pounced on her as soon as she came through the door. The sex was so hot! God, it was hot! Thinking about what she’d done, smelling him on her… it drove me crazy!” 
 
    “They call it ‘reclaiming’,” Steve raised his eyebrows. “It was the same for me, the first time Alice had sex with another guy. Hottest sex we’ve ever had!” He grinned and reached for his sandwich, taking a big bite and shaking his head, lost in thought. “Hell, it’s still like that for me every time!” His eyes met mine as he chewed. “Sorry, man! Please continue.” 
 
    “Right. So, like you say, hottest sex ever! I think we both knew right away that we wanted it to happen again.” 
 
    “Sure! Sure! But, the very next night?” Steve gave me a lopsided smile. “Damn!” 
 
    “Well,” I continued, taking another bite of my sandwich, “you remember that online dating site you showed me?” 
 
    Steve nodded, laying his sandwich down and taking a swig of beer. “Yeah. I said you should show Erica Alice’s profile.” 
 
    “Exactly. Well, when we tried a few days back, it said that you needed to be a registered member to view the profiles. So, we set up an account for Erica…” 
 
    I began to talk, Steve nodded as he chewed his food. This time, he didn’t interrupt. 
 
    I told him the whole story, every illicit detail: how we had uploaded several racy pictures for her profile, how the messages had immediately begun to pour in. I described our surprise and excitement, our decision to meet Nathan for drinks, and our trip back home. I noticed that he stopped chewing when I described the enthusiastic fucking this muscular black man had given my wife before my hungry eyes. 
 
    Steve listened intently to my description of Erica’s encounter with Nathan, sometimes grinning, sometimes shaking his head in amazement. His eyebrows raised in understanding when I described the conflicting emotions I had felt, watching my wife being fucked by another. How jealous it had made me to see her spread her long, pale legs for Nathan, and how hard my cock had been. He knew. He had been there himself. And he loved the exquisite torture of it as much as I. 
 
    When my tale at last was finished, he carefully wiped the corners of his mouth and tossed the wadded-up paper napkin down on his empty plate. He ran his fingers through his hair as he reached for his beer, then took a long swig. When he lowered the bottle to the table once more, he looked me straight in the eye and said, “Damn, John! I hate to be the one to break it to you, buddy…” An impish smile curled his lips, “but I’m pretty sure you’re married to a first-class slut!” 
 
    I snorted, “I think you may be right!” 
 
    “Wow!” he said, leaning back in his chair. “The very next night! That’s awesome! Allie was actually kind of hesitant after the first time. So was I, now that I think about it. It sounds like you and Erica were just the opposite!” 
 
    “Yeah! It was kind of a surprise for us, too! But, a good one!” I added quickly. “I don’t know. It just seemed right. We were both still turned on from Saturday night, and this guy, Nathan, wanted to meet, and we… well, we just went for it, I guess.” I shrugged and took another sip of beer, emptying the bottle. 
 
    “Dude, I’m not judging! Believe me. I think it’s great that you guys are comfortable enough with what happened to do it again so soon. Really! It was just a little different for us.” 
 
    I studied him for a moment. “Different, how?” I asked. “And if you don’t want to talk about it, I understand! But, it kind of sounds like you guys didn’t like it, the first time. Did you have a bad experience or something?” 
 
    “Nah. Nothing like that. And, it wasn’t really a question of not liking it. In fact, in some ways, I think we may have liked it too much. It scared her. It scared both of us.” 
 
    I waited for him to continue. 
 
    Steve took a deep breath and then continued, “What I said earlier, about it being the hottest sex ever after she slept with another guy for the first time, that was all true. We were turned on! Fuck! Like never before! But the next morning, sitting at the breakfast table… Well, Alice sorta freaked out.” 
 
    “Freaked out?” 
 
    Steve nodded, “Yeah! In a big way! Completely lost it! You know, the whole ‘Oh my God, what have we done?’ thing. She was worried I would hate her for fucking another guy, thought that she was a slut, a horrible person. Broken wedding vows, fallen woman, all that. Then, she got mad at me! Accused me of pressuring her into it, said I didn’t really love her, that I was trying to turn her into a whore, that she wasn’t that kind of girl, never would have considered such a thing if I hadn’t talked her into it. All my fault, you know? Screaming, crying, it was a whole, schizo meltdown there for a while.” 
 
    “Shit! So, what did you do?” 
 
    “Nothing. Well, not at first. I just sat there, calmly drinking my coffee, and let her rant. Then, when she had run out of bad names to call me, I took her in my arms and kissed away her tears. I told her that I loved her very much and that I had enjoyed last night immensely. After which,” he gave me a devilish grin, “I bent her over the breakfast table and fucked the living hell out of her!” 
 
    “And then everything was okay?” 
 
    Steve chuckled and shook his head, “No. Not really. It kept cropping up, the doubt, the fear. We basically had that same discussion every day for a week. Night after night, I had to talk her down from the ledge, reassure her. She just knew I would resent what she had done, come to hate her, demand a divorce. It took quite a while to convince her otherwise.  
 
    We fucked like rabbits the whole time. Newlywed style! Two, three times a day. We couldn’t get enough of each other. It was awesome! But, she was adamant about never wanting to do it again. That wasn’t even a question. Don’t mention it! No other men! Never again! And her fear was kind of contagious. I was actually relieved that she wanted to go back to the way we were. I was disappointed, I guess, but I also felt like we’d dodged a bullet.” 
 
    “So, what changed?” I asked. 
 
    “Honestly, I think it was a combination of things. First, she had to see that I wasn’t going to leave her, that I still loved her. And then, I think we just needed time to process the fact that we had let another man fuck her. I guess we both had to come to terms with the fact that we really had enjoyed it. 
 
    “About a week after that first time, things started to settle down a little between us. Our lovemaking got a little calmer, less frantic, less exciting, I guess. Then, she began to bring up that night when we were having sex, just teasing me with little details. ‘Remember when he did this or that to me?’ or ‘I still can’t believe how big he was!’ Things like that. And Bam! The sex immediately got incandescent again.  
 
    “Our pillow talk got dirtier and dirtier. The more we rehashed the experience, the hotter our sex got. And, one day, Allie stopped saying ‘never again’ and started to say ‘next time’. That’s when we both realized that we wanted it to happen again, that we were actually going to do it.” He paused, thinking back. 
 
    “And the rest is history…” I said in a sonorous tone. 
 
    “Yeah! Something like that!” He grinned sheepishly. “One day, I came home from work and she was standing in the kitchen looking out the window. When I came up behind her and kissed her shoulder, she just came out and said it: ‘I think it’s time for us to find another guy.’ So that’s what we did! We’ve been at it ever since.” 
 
    “When was all this?” 
 
    “Let’s see… that must have been 4, maybe 5 months ago, now.” 
 
    “Well Alice certainly seems to have gotten over her reluctance!” I admitted. “Now she’s corrupted my wife, too!” 
 
    “I’m afraid you’re right! And if you guys are anything like us, you’re in for one hell of an exciting journey!” 
 
    “Any advice for the newbies?” 
 
    “Just be careful. There are some real freaks out there! Although, the dating site we were talking about is a good one. They run a pretty tight ship and if there’s a complaint about anybody, they’re off the site. So, that makes things quite a bit easier.” 
 
    “Okay. That’s good to know.” 
 
    “But mostly, communicate. Talk to each other. Tell her what you’re feeling and listen to what she has to say. Don’t be embarrassed to talk to her. This lifestyle can blow up a marriage in a heartbeat if both people aren’t on the same page!” 
 
    I nodded, mulling his words over in my head. I knew he was right, and I made a mental note of his warning.   
 
    Steve’s phone buzzed and he pulled it out of his pocket. “Alice,” he said with a smile. His smile disappeared when he opened her text, all the color draining from his face. 
 
    “Dude,” I said, “are you okay?” 
 
    “Wha?” He looked up at me, blinking. “Um, yeah. Yeah! I just…” His sentence trailed off, his eyes returning to his cell phone. Whatever had been his wife’s text clearly had him distracted. 
 
    “Say, what time is it?” he asked. He seemed to have forgotten the fact that he was holding a telephone with the time displayed clearly in the corner. 
 
    “No clue,” I said, nodding toward the phone in his hand, “but, um…” 
 
    “Oh, right!” Steve blushed. “Damn!” he hissed, pushing his chair back. “Damn! Damn! It’s later than I thought!” He lurched shakily to his feet, looking around for his coat and briefcase. 
 
    “Hot date?” I smirked, studying his face. His behavior was worrying me. What the hell had been in that text? 
 
    “Yes, actually. Aaron is supposed to come by the house this evening.” 
 
    Aaron? Why would that rattle Steve like this? There had to be more to it. “Oh really? Alice is having company?” I gave him a pointed look. 
 
    His eyes darted up to meet mine. “Huh? Oh. Yeah. Yeah! And they will definitely start without me if I’m late!” he laughed nervously. 
 
    “I don’t doubt it! Listen, I’ll take care of this,” I nodded toward the mess on the table. “You get the hell out of here. Have a nice night. Oh, and say ‘hi’ to Alice for me!” 
 
    “Oh, thanks, man!” Steve said. He stood and offered me his hand, shaking mine frantically. “I really appreciate it! And I enjoyed our little chat.” 
 
    “Me, too! I’m just glad to have somebody to talk about all this with!” 
 
    “Well, since Allie and I were the ones who got you into this, I kinda feel obligated!” he smiled, already moving toward the door. “But, seriously, anytime you want to talk, I’m here. I’ll see you later!” 
 
    “Later!” 
 
    He stalked out into the night, leaving me alone with my thoughts. I got my own phone from the pocket of my overcoat. Almost 8. I needed to get home to Erica.  
 
    As I moved to put the phone back in my pocket, I noticed that I had 3 texts from my wife. Damn! Had they come while we were in O’Malley’s? God knows, a cannon could have gone off in that place tonight, no one would have taken the slightest notice.  
 
    Then again, I had been so caught up in my story earlier, I could easily have missed a text or two. I started to open them, then looked around me and thought better of it, dropping the phone back into my pocket. I’d open them in the cab. It’d give me an excuse not to make small talk with the driver. 
 
    Gathering our plates and putting them back on the tray, I tidied up our booth the best I could, returning the tray to the front counter. The woman at the cash register picked up the plates and gave me a little smirk. “You have a nice night!” she said in a low voice, her piercing grey eyes remaining steadfastly on mine. Shit! Had she overheard us? 
 
    “Uh. Thanks! You… you, too!” I muttered, unable to hold her gaze. I turned away and slipped into my overcoat, then pushed through the door and stepped onto the sidewalk. 
 
    The night was clear and cool. I stood on the concrete and buttoned my coat, the faint odor of exhaust fumes and day-old garbage filled the stagnant air of the side street now that the wind had gone down. Predictably, there were no cabs to be found. I retraced my steps from earlier, returning to the main thoroughfare, where O’Malley’s was located. As usual, I found several yellow cars cruising up and down the street, waiting for the inevitable fares to emerge from the pub. I hailed the closest one and got inside. 
 
    When I had given the driver my address, I settled back into the vinyl cushions of the seat and fished out my phone. As I was opening the texting app, it buzzed again. Fuck! Erica usually wasn’t this insistent. I was starting to get worried. Was there some emergency? Had something happened? 
 
    I fumbled with the phone, a million possible catastrophes racing through my head. My fingers seemed suddenly to be the size of bratwursts, with the same amount of dexterity. The potholes weren’t helping; the cab was hopping around like a belly dancer. Finally, the screen cooperated and Erica’s texts popped up. 
 
    “Just got home. Miss U,” read the first. The time stamp showed that it had indeed come in while Steve and I had still been at O’Malley’s. 
 
    The second one was from a half hour later and said, “Hurry home. NEED U!” 
 
    I smiled. It was nice to be needed. Especially if she was talking about what I thought she was talking about! I scrolled down to her third message. This one had been sent just about 30 minutes ago. 
 
    “SO HORNY!” it read. “Where R U?” 
 
    Yep. My little wife definitely needed me! Using capital letters, no less! I couldn’t suppress a chuckle. This was fun! But when I got to the fourth text, the most recent one, my heart stopped. It was all caps. The blood turned to ice water in my veins and my cock was immediately rock hard in my pants. 
 
    “IF U DONT TXT ME BACK, IVE GOT A VERY INTERESTING REPLY TO MY DATING PROFILE! MAYBE I SHUD INVITE HIM OVER!” 
 
    Shit! Setting up a date with another guy without talking to me about it first?! She wouldn’t do that! Would she?! A month ago, I would have said it was impossible, but now…? With my heart pounding in my chest, I rapidly tapped out a message to her. “In the cab,” I wrote. “B there soon.” 
 
    Before I could put the phone away, it buzzed again. “Not soon enough!” was her reply. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    My eyes caught a movement in our second-floor window as I was paying the cabbie. Glancing up, I was greeted by the sight of my wife’s pale, pretty face looking down at me from between the parted curtains. When the cab pulled away from the curb, accelerating away into the night, I gave her a little wave, only to see her draw back, out of view. 
 
    She was waiting for me. Turned on and waiting, to judge from her texts. I bit back a smile. It was going to be a good night! 
 
    The dim bulb in the foyer cast a sickly glow across the tiled floor when I unlocked the door and stepped inside. Beyond its pale circle of light, the interior of the building was cloaked in darkness. If I squinted hard, I could just barely make out the staircase against the wall. The lights in the stairwell were out again! My hand searched for the handrail, and I looked up into the inky blackness above. Damn, it was dark! You couldn’t see your hand two feet in front of your face. I’d have to call the building superintendent in the morning.  
 
    It wasn’t the bulbs. No way all of them would burn out simultaneously. Last time, it had been something to do with the wiring. At least, that was what I had been told. It was supposed to have been fixed, but that was clearly not the case. They needed to get that shit figured out! Somebody was liable to get killed! With a hefty sigh of resignation, I felt for the smooth surface of the first step with my toe and, finding it, began my climb. 
 
    My mind returned to my wife’s earlier text. I was certain that she had just been messing with me. Well, maybe ‘certain’ was too strong a word. She hadn’t been serious. Had she? Would she really have called him? Invited some strange man over to fuck her in my bed? While I was out? No. Probably not. Nonetheless, I felt a twinge of jealous doubt, a tightening in my chest that spread down my belly to become a tightening in my balls. 
 
    Playing without me there… that was something we hadn’t talked about. Something I, quite frankly, hadn’t even considered. Did I want that? For her to make that decision without me? How would I feel if I opened the door and found them together, my beautiful wife with her dark-skinned lover between her ivory thighs? 
 
    I swallowed hard, imagining it. Jealous. I would feel jealous. The thought of her so eager for a new cock, so desperate to have him inside her that she would fuck him without me there, without even asking me, made me wild with a kind of rabid, heady jealousy that made it difficult to breath. But it also turned me on! Oh, so much! I reached down to adjust the front of my slacks, giving myself a little more room. I was sporting a rock-hard erection yet again. 
 
    Like every stage of this crazy roller-coaster of forbidden pleasure, there was a confusing duality to this idea. I hated it. I loved it. 
 
    There was something so slutty about the idea, my sweet Erica in the arms of a total stranger, driven by her lust for his big cock. The idea that she needed him so much that she couldn’t wait for me. It was so dirty, so intoxicatingly erotic. It was something we needed to sit down and… 
 
    That’s when it happened. Distracted by my thoughts of Erica and some faceless lover, I missed my step just before the first landing and nearly fell. With a grunt of surprise, I felt my toe slip off the polished nose of the stair step, worn slick by the feet of a thousand tenants over many decades, and I stumbled. 
 
     For the briefest of instants, my hand flailed wildly in the plutonian darkness, searching for the unseen handrail that I knew was there, and found nothing. My other hand opened spasmodically, dropping my briefcase, and I was dimly aware of the dull thumping sound it made as it bounced down the stairs behind me. There was a sickening crunch as it hit the tile far beneath me. 
 
    With no handhold, I teetered precariously on the step, clawing at the air, desperate for some contact with anything I could grab onto. My body seemed to pause, hesitating in midair, a millisecond that seemed to last forever, before I tipped inexorably backwards, picking up speed, falling, falling, ever faster. Oh God! 
 
    A chill ran down my spine, every muscle in my body tensing, bracing for the impact I knew was coming. I could feel the tiles below reaching up for me. There was the strangest of feelings in the pit of my stomach, an icy, disoriented, panicky sensation, nausea and adrenaline with a dash of sheer terror. Then suddenly, when all seemed lost, my clutching fingers found the polished wood of the banister once more and I clamped down fiercely, stopping myself. 
 
    I clung to the handrail there in the stygian darkness, my hands like iron vises, trying to pinch the wooden rail in two. I held my breath, afraid to move, afraid to lose the grip I had on the delightfully solid banister. My heart pounded within my chest, the sound deafening in my ears. I was so disoriented, I could scarcely tell which direction was up. Tentatively, my feet felt for the treads of the steps, testing the unseen terrain. 
 
    Once I had my bearings again, I sank to the cold step, my hand sliding down one of the balusters, reluctant to lose contact with my wooden savior. A wave of relief washed over me as my mind began to accept the idea that I wasn’t going to die after all, and I blew out the breath I had been holding, panting now as my lungs screamed at me to replenish the oxygen I had spent in my desperate flailing a moment ago. 
 
    “Fuuuuck!” I hissed through bared teeth. 
 
    Damn, that had been close! I shook my head. Way too fucking close! I eased my grip on the turned baluster, finally starting to relax a little. Turning slightly, I leaned my back against the handrail and closed my eyes, not that it made much difference. When I opened them again, I was greeted by the same deep, tomb-like blackness.  
 
    With the blood pounding deafeningly in my veins and the cool air of the stairwell filling my lungs in giant, eager gulps, I felt a sense of awkward, shaky exhilaration. A thrill of excitement and reckless happiness shot through me. In a strange way, I was exhilarated, invigorated. There’s nothing quite like cheating the grim reaper to really make you feel alive, I guess. 
 
     Don’t get too cocky! I reminded myself with a self-deprecating chuckle. What kind of an idiot gets so distracted that he nearly kills himself climbing the stairs? I’d been so wrapped up in my own thoughts that I hadn’t been paying attention to my surroundings. So busy fantasizing about my wife being fucked by some other guy that I had been oblivious to the potential danger around me.  
 
    A split second later, the fear returned. Once again, I felt the icy terror that had gripped me when I was sure I was going to fall. It was the same way I’d felt watching Nathan mount my wife last night, the way I’d felt when I got her text earlier. Yes, I thought, surprised by the impromptu analogy. It had felt like falling, a gut-wrenching plunge into the unknown abyss. 
 
    The fantasy that had made our nights sizzle for so long had now suddenly become a part of real life. A startling part as fraught with risk as this darkened stairway. We had crossed the Rubicon. Erica was having sex with other guys and, all along, I had been encouraging her racing with her down this unknown, unknowable pathway, both of us eager to see where the next turn would lead, oblivious to the fall that might await us. 
 
    Maybe it was a sign. I pondered the possibility. The dark staircase, almost falling. Maybe God, the universe, fate… someone was trying to tell me something, warn me that Erica and I were heading for disaster. It was a sobering thought, made all the more eerie by the pitch-black stairwell.  
 
    Then again, I smirked and shook my head, maybe I was just a clumsy motherfucker who should pay more attention to his footing! I stood up and cocked my head, listening to see if my little personal crisis had attracted the attention of any of the other tenants, but the building was silent. Not a single person seemed to have noticed. 
 
    My briefcase. I had a vague recollection of losing it earlier when I was trying to catch myself. I needed to go and find it. With one hand firmly on the handrail, I made my way slowly back down to the foot of the stairs, carefully probing the blackness beneath me for each step before committing my weight. 
 
    When I reached the smooth tiles of the ground floor, I was once more assisted by the light spilling feebly out from the foyer. A dark crumpled mass lay a few feet away from the newel post, a spray of papers surrounding the point of impact like a halo. I knew it was my briefcase, but in the dim light, it looked for all the world like a dead body, and I felt a shiver run down my spine as I thought of how narrowly I had avoided that same fate. 
 
    I knelt there in the semi-darkness and raked the loose papers together again. My hands were shaking like dry leaves in a storm. I started to stuff the wrinkled documents back into the briefcase, when I noticed its condition. The handle lay on the floor next to me, the screws that had once secured it to the leather case ripped out. One of the combination locks had torn free in the impact and dangled tenuously from its hasp. A huge gash marked where one of the sides had made contact with the edge of a stair tread on the way to the floor. There were no two ways about it, the briefcase was ruined. Grumbling to myself, I stuffed it under my right arm and began to climb the stairs once more, gingerly this time. 
 
    When I reached our front door, I knocked, too shaky to mess with finding my keys in the pitch-black hallway. It took Erica a few seconds to make it to the door. I stood there waiting, trying to get my heart to stop beating so fast. Finally, I heard the locks click and the door swung open, bathing the hallway in light. I blinked at the glare. 
 
    Erica stood in the doorway, looking lovelier than I had ever seen her in a black, satin nightie. She had obviously intended on giving me a warm greeting at the door. For a split second, my searching eyes peered past her into the light of the interior, half expecting to see a man behind her in our apartment. But, of course, there was no one there. A tiny pang of disappointment stabbed at my heart in the midst of my relief. 
 
    My wife had been smiling broadly when she swung the door open, eager to greet her tardy husband. Now, her sultry expression immediately melted away, to be replaced by one of concerned horror. 
 
    “John!” she gasped, her clear blue eyes going wide with apprehension. “Are you all right? What happened?”  
 
    Her warm hand found my still-trembling arm and she pulled me inside, closing the door behind me. A quick glance into the living room revealed that she was, indeed, alone. She locked the deadbolt and turned back to me, her eyes searching me from head to foot. “God, baby! Look at your briefcase! And your face! You’re as pale as a ghost! What… what on earth happened? Are you okay? John, say something!” 
 
    She was worried now. Genuinely uneasy. I could hear the fearful little tremble in her voice. I nodded, licking my lips. “I’m okay. I’m okay,” I managed a wan smile, trying to sound reassuring. “Just let me catch my breath for a minute, Please!” 
 
    I turned away from her and dropped the shattered briefcase in the entryway. I slipped out of my overcoat. Erica waited impatiently behind me as I hung up my coat and took off my shoes, placing them neatly against the wall. With a sigh, I turned back to face her. 
 
    “I slipped,” I explained, forcing a smile. “Coming up the stairs just now, I missed a step and almost fell back down the stairs.” 
 
    “Oh my God!” she exclaimed, her hand instinctively shooting up to cover her mouth. “Oh my God, John! But, you’re… okay?” She moved to my side, her arms wrapping tightly around me. She pressed her warm body insistently against mine, her pretty face burrowing into my shoulder, as if afraid I might slip away. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah!” I nodded. “I’m fine. Honest! Just a little shaken up!” I kissed the top of her head as she squeezed me tightly. “It’s all right, Erica. I just wasn’t paying attention, that’s all. It’s over now.”  
 
    Erica lifted her head and looked up at me. Her deep, sapphire-blue eyes brimmed with hot, salt tears. She studied me in silence for a moment, her lower lip trembling ever so slightly, as if trying to ascertain whether I was really telling the truth. When I gave her a little, wink, she smiled. “I’m glad,” she whispered. “Come on,” she gestured toward the living room. “Let’s go sit down.” 
 
    Her fingers slipped reluctantly through mine as she stepped behind me to switch off the light in the entryway. As the room was cast into darkness, she reclaimed my hand once more and led me into the living room, patting the overstuffed cushion next to her she took a seat on the couch. I plopped down beside her, thankful to be off my feet at last, and she snuggled up close under my arm. I could tell she was still thinking about my little mishap in the stairwell. 
 
    “Baby, I’m fine!” 
 
    “I know. I just missed you today!” 
 
    Her fingertips played absently along my ear lobe and traced little circles on the side of my neck. I could feel the tension begin to melt away from my muscles. A warm, happy glow replaced it. 
 
    “Speaking of today,” I said. “What did you and Alice do all afternoon?” I needed to redirect her attention, get her talking about something else. 
 
    “Just a little shopping,” she shrugged.  
 
    “Did you buy anything?” 
 
    “A few things.” 
 
    “Anything special?” 
 
    “Um yeah, I guess. A couple of things I want to show you.” 
 
    “I don’t suppose there was any ‘girl talk’,” I teased.  
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    “Did you tell her about our weekend?” 
 
    “Mm hmm. We talked quite a bit about that, actually. Alice was a little worried about how you might feel about Saturday night. You know, with Aaron?”  
 
    “Yes. I seem to remember there was some sort of incident involving Aaron!” I quipped.  
 
    Erica stuck out her tongue. “Very funny! Anyway, she seemed quite pleased that you had taken it so well. Apparently, most couples don’t jump into the whole hotwife scene quite as quickly as we did!”  
 
    She laughed suddenly, remembering her conversation with Alice. “God John! You should’ve seen her face when I told her about Nathan!” 
 
    “I can only imagine!” I chuckled. “Steve seemed pretty surprised, too.” 
 
    Erica bit her lip. “What did he say?” she asked hesitantly. “Does he think I’m just awful?” 
 
    “Awful, no. Although,” I grinned, “he did say that it sounds like I’m married to a first-rate little slut!” 
 
    She punched me on the shoulder. “Oh, thanks a lot! And, I suppose it’s too much to hope that you defended my honor!” The playfulness had returned to her eyes and she was blushing now, looking impossibly cute and innocent. 
 
    “Hey! Who am I to deny the obvious!” 
 
    “Oh! Oh, you bad, bad man! You’ll pay for that!” With a giggle, she threw her bare leg over me and climbed into my lap, tickling my ribs with her nimble little fingers. 
 
    “No fair!” I exclaimed. I caught her hands and trapped them behind her back, holding her thin wrists in one hand. “There! That’s much better!” 
 
    I leaned forward and nuzzled Erica’s long, ivory neck, feeling her breathing quicken as my lips explored her soft skin. With my free hand, I reached up and flicked a satin-clad nipple. It was hard as a marble beneath the shiny fabric. I flicked it again, eliciting a low moan from her. 
 
    “Oh God! Yes!” she whispered. 
 
    I released her hands and caught her behind the neck, drawing her face to mine and kissing her. Her soft lips tasted of fresh peaches. She wrapped her arms around my neck and moaned into my mouth.  
 
    My cock was now standing at full attention. She felt it, and ground herself down on me energetically.Even through my slacks, I could feel the heat of her pussy on my bulge. My near-death experience in the stairway suddenly seemed distant and very, very unimportant. 
 
    My fingertips roamed down her slender back, gliding across the smooth fabric of her nightie, feeling the warmth of her body. As our tongues dueled, her perfume filled my nostrils. My searching hands reached her ass and, I was surprised to discover that she wasn’t wearing panties underneath the sheer fabric. I groaned, breaking our kiss and tugging the hem of her negligée up. “You know,” I said with a demonstrative glance at her crotch, “I’m starting to think Steve might be right!” 
 
    Her eyebrow rose in a suggestive smirk. “Maybe just a little!” She climbed off of me and reached for my hand. “Let’s go talk about it in the bedroom!” she suggested. 
 
    “Yes ma’am!” I said, getting to my feet.  
 
    She led me to the hallway, and we started toward our bedroom. Catching sight of the bathroom door, I pulled away, jerking my head toward the bathroom.  
 
    “Hey, just let me grab a quick shower first,” I said apologetically. “It’s been a long day!” 
 
    “Okay,” she smiled. “But don’t take too long!” 
 
    “Not a chance!” 
 
    I walked quickly to the bathroom door and stepped inside, switching on the light above the vanity mirror. When I took off my clothes and placed them in the hamper, I was pleased to see that my hands had stopped trembling. 
 
    I turned on the water and stepped beneath the scalding spray. The heat felt good on my aching muscles. As I soaped myself, I couldn’t help but think of last night’s session in the shower. It had been amazing! The sight of my lovely wife kneeling in the shower with my cock in her mouth, the feeling of her used pussy as I rutted into her against the wall. Her little tryst with Nathan had sent both of us into a frenzy of lust! 
 
    What about her text? We still needed to have that conversation. But, what to say? Did I really want her texting guys for booty calls when I was gone? I had to admit, the thought of her playing without me sent a jealous little shiver down my spine. But, had she even been serious about that, or had she just been fucking with my head? Either way, it had definitely gotten to me. So much so that I had almost plunged to my death, I grinned. Okay, maybe that was a little melodramatic! Still, it had definitely been distracting. 
 
    I turned the water off and stepped out, reaching for my towel. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that this was just one of a dozen issues we had never really talked about. Hell, until this weekend, I had assumed it would all remain a fantasy. There was no reason to hash out a laundry list of dos and don’ts for a fantasy. Now that it was a reality, I couldn’t help but think that we needed to establish a few ground rules. Yes. Ground rules were needed! 
 
    I toweled myself off vigorously, then turned off the bathroom light and started down the hall. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    When I reached the bedroom with my towel tied firmly around my waist, I wasn’t completely surprised to find Erica lying on the bed with the hem of her night pulled up to her belly button, playing with herself. I liked the fact that she didn’t try to cover up, that she felt so comfortable with me. 
 
    Over the past few weeks, she seemed to have shed most of the modest shyness that had marked the last five years of our marriage. It had been a rebirth of sorts, sharing her with other men. For the first time, she seemed at home in her own skin, owning her sexuality, unembarrassed by the pleasure she sought. 
 
    Her warm smile melted my heart as I stepped through the doorway. “Hope you don’t mind. I kind of started without you!”  
 
    “Not at all.” I dropped the towel to reveal my rapidly thickening cock. “Just as long as you’ve got enough energy left to take care of me!” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry! You’re going to need that,” she nodded toward my cock. “This is just the warm up!” 
 
    Her small hand glided in lazy circles across the top of her slit, her palm pressed against her clit. She laid her head back into the pillow and sighed happily. Her eyes closed. 
 
    I joined her on the bed, rolling onto my side and watching her pleasure herself. “Whatcha thinking about?” I whispered, not wanting to break the moment. “Nathan?” 
 
    “Mmmm. No, actually. Aaron.” 
 
    Aaron? Alice’s Aaron. Why would she be thinking about him? Then again, why not? After all, he had been the first. The first strange man to fuck my naughty wife! But, hadn’t Alice made it clear that she was only going to share him with Erica that one time? Had she reconsidered? Had the girls hatched some other debauched scheme during their afternoon shopping trip? 
 
    Her eyes opened languidly and turned toward me. “Alice has a date with him tonight,” she explained, as if she could read my mind. “I was thinking about them together.” 
 
    “Yeah. Steve told me he was coming over.” 
 
    “Yeah, but did he tell you Aaron was bringing a friend?” 
 
    I froze, staring at her. A friend? What the hell was she talking about? “Umm. No.” 
 
    Her lip curled into a playful sneer when she saw the confusion on my face. “Mm hmm. Tonight is a special event. It’s what you might call a ‘double date’!” Erica said, arching her eyebrow suggestively. “If you catch my drift.” She tapped her clit rapidly with her finger as she added this last little tease. 
 
    “You mean like a… a threesome?” 
 
    “That’s exactly what I mean! I think she actually used the word ‘Oreo’! That little slut won’t be able to walk straight tomorrow!”  
 
    My mouth was suddenly dry. God! Alice was going to be fucked by not one black guy, but two! Oreo?! Fuck! “Does Steve…? I mean, does he know?” 
 
    “Of course, silly!” she giggled. “I was there when she texted him and asked if it was okay.” 
 
    So was I! I thought. I just hadn’t known it at the time. Fuck! A threesome! No wonder Steve had been so distracted! God knows I would’ve been! And, just like that, the fleeting image of Erica being manhandled by two large black man leapt into my mind. 
 
    “So…hmm,” I stuttered, having trouble wrapping my mind around this new information. “And, I guess he’s into it…Wow! Two black guys! So, how did this happen?” 
 
    “Well, Aaron has a friend named Tom, his best friend, apparently. He showed him a couple of pics of her on his cell phone, and the guy apparently flipped out! Said she was the hottest thing he had ever seen, told Aaron he was the luckiest guy alive, the whole nine yards.” 
 
    “So, Aaron just naturally invited him to tag along and take a test drive?” 
 
    “No,” Erica rolled her eyes at me. “I think there was a little more to it than that! Aaron was telling Alice about his friend’s reaction, about how pretty he thought she was. You know how we women are,” she wrinkled her nose in an impish grin, “flattery will get you everywhere!” 
 
    “Oh, so that’s the secret!” I snickered. “Flattery!” 
 
    “Maybe not the whole secret,” she gave me a pointed look as she rubbed herself. “Having a big black cock doesn’t hurt either!” She reached over and ran the index finger of her free hand down my abs and gave my cock a squeeze. “Although in this case, it’s more like two big black cocks!” 
 
    The smile froze on my face and I felt my dick jump in her hand. I still had yet to get used to my wife talking about other men’s cocks. Why did it excite me so much? “So how did Aaron talking to Alice about his friend lead to a threesome?” 
 
    “Well, like I said, she was flattered by the attention and asked Aaron about this guy. It turns out that he and Tom go way back. They were college roommates, played football together. And back then, they shared more than one girl.” She released my cock and I watched her hand stray to her right breast, giving the supple flesh a gentle squeeze as she talked to me and rubbed her clit. 
 
    Shared girls?! Damn! Sounds like their college experience was basically the opposite of my own. I glanced at Erica. She was still playing with herself, perhaps a little more vigorously now. Was it just my imagination, or had her breathing gotten quicker. I looked at her more closely and saw that her cheeks had a distinct flush to them that I hadn’t noticed earlier. 
 
    “Really? So, they’re into the whole ‘tag team’ thing?” 
 
    “Yeah. Ungh!” she gave a little grunt. “They’re both into white girls. And Alice says they really get off on threesomes!” Her fingers drummed insistently against her clit. There was no longer any question about it. Telling me about Alice and her two lovers was exciting her. And Erica was doing little to hide the fact. 
 
    “And Alice thought that might be kind of fun?” 
 
    “Yes.” The conversation was becoming more and more one-sided. Erica was concentrating more on getting herself off than on telling me about Alice’s threesome. That was okay. It wasn’t rocket science. I was pretty sure I could fill in the blanks from here. 
 
    “So, she told Aaron she might be up for a little group action?” 
 
    She nodded furiously, biting her lower lip. 
 
    “Mm hmm!” she replied, her voice more a hum than actual words.  
 
    “And now, Aaron and Tom are both going to fuck her while Steve watches?” 
 
    There was no reply. A glance at her face told me there wasn’t likely to be one. At least not for a few minutes! The whole time we had been talking, Erica had never stopped playing with herself. Now, things were coming to a head and my last question had her teetering on the brink. I glanced down at her little hand working between her thighs and waited for what I knew was coming. I didn’t have to wait very long.  
 
    Tossing her head back into the pillow, Erica suddenly held her breath and stiffened, her hand moving faster. Her eyes were clamped tightly shut and, as I watched her flushed face in the throes of orgasm, I couldn’t help wondering what mental images were playing out in that dirty little mind of hers at that moment. Her feet flexed, toes curled into the smooth fabric of the comforter, and her hips rose off the bed, pressing her pussy upwards as she rubbed out the last few precious seconds of her climax.  
 
    Damn! It wasn’t the first time I had seen my wife get off, but this one seemed to be especially intense. When the waves of pleasure finally began to wane, she went limp and blew out her breath in an explosive, satisfied sigh. Her legs relaxed, sinking languidly to the soft mattress. 
 
    “Whew!” she breathed, her crystal blue eyes opening to meet mine. “Wow! I needed that!” 
 
    “Apparently!” I grinned. “That was a big one!” 
 
    “I told you to hurry home!” she giggled. “I’ve been so horny all day!” 
 
    I moved in closer, kissing her cheek. “Because you were missing me, or because of what Alice was going to be doing tonight?” 
 
    “Yes,” she replied, teasing me with her non-answer. 
 
    “Ooh! You’re so bad!” 
 
    Watching her get herself off like that had me dripping with desire. Now, it was my turn! I rolled onto her and felt her legs open, inviting me in. Her pale, slender arms snaked up around my neck and pulled me toward her. Our lips met as the swollen head of my cock bumped her moist opening. I levered forward and groaned into her mouth as her warmth swallowed me effortlessly. She trembled at my penetration, soaking wet, but still sensitive from her recent orgasm. Her breath still came in rapid little pants. 
 
    “Were you thinking about them?” I asked her, slowly grinding myself inside her, enjoying the slippery feel of her pussy and the familiar rasp of her neatly trimmed pubic hair against my skin. “Were you thinking about Alice and Aaron and… what did you say his name was?” 
 
    “Tom,” she hissed. The fact that his name came so quickly told me all I needed to know. It had most definitely been on her mind. 
 
    I decided to press the issue. “Were you? Just now, when you came, were you thinking about them? Imagining the three of them together?” 
 
    “Maybe,” she answered coyly, avoiding my eyes. She hunched up at me excitedly. 
 
    I stopped the slow, even motion of my hips and gave her a stern look. 
 
    “Okay!” she relented, nodding. “Yes. I was thinking about it. About them.” Her eyes pleaded with me. 
 
    Leaning forward to nuzzle her neck approvingly, I resumed my slow, measured thrusting. “Do you think they’ll take turns,” I whispered in her ear, “or both fuck her at the same time?” 
 
    “Jesus, John!” Her nails raked my back. I picked up speed, sawing in and out of her at a steady pace. 
 
    “When you imagined them, what were they doing to her? Were they taking her from both ends? Was she riding one man with the other in her mouth?” I teased.  
 
    She shook her head, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “N…no,” she mumbled. “Not like that. No.” 
 
    I fucked her harder, giving her several long, deep strokes, then slowed to let her catch her breath. “What were they doing, Erica? Describe it for me.” 
 
    “Th…they were both…” She stopped. 
 
    “Both what? Come on, baby. Tell me what they were doing.” 
 
    “Oh God!” she whimpered, clutching me to her writhing body. She was excited. More than excited. She was about to cum again! 
 
    I kissed the sensitive area on her neck, behind her ear, the place that always drove her wild. It had the same effect it always did, causing her to moan and squirm beneath me. My lips moved to her ear and I stopped moving, smiling as I heard her whine in disapproval. 
 
    “Tell me, Erica!” I whispered in her ear. “Tell me what you imagined, and I’ll let you cum!” 
 
    In a voice shaking with need, she said, “They…they were both… ungh! They were both fucking her…at the same time! One…one in front and the other…from the back!” 
 
    I blinked for a second before it dawned on me what she meant. “Double penetration? You mean she had one in her pussy and one in her ass?” 
 
    “Aaah! Yes! Yes!” she moaned. “Just like that!” 
 
    Just like that, I had a mental image of Steve’s wife impaled on two ebony cocks, her small titties rippling from the dual fucking they were giving her. I had to admit, the thought had a certain appeal! 
 
    “Oh! You really are feeling naughty tonight!” I hissed.  
 
    Erica’s answer surprised me. Stunned me, in fact. She had made it crystal clear early in our marriage that anal sex was off the table. A previous boyfriend, long before we had met, had pressured her to try it, and she had promptly ended the relationship. So, that was it. No discussion, no negotiation. Not happening! And now, here she was, fantasizing about Alice taking it in both holes at the same time! Interesting… I decided to tease her with it. 
 
    “I’ll bet you wish you could trade places with her!” I said, rising up onto my arms and pounding her savagely. “Being serviced by two muscular black dudes! Fuck, that would be hot, wouldn’t it, baby?!” I watched her face to see what effect my words would have. 
 
    It was like a light switch being thrown in her brain, lighting her up like a Christmas display. She went wild beneath me, mewing and thrusting up at me like an untamed beast. I met her ferocity stroke for stroke, slamming forward into her greedy little hole, my hands gripping her around her waist, pulling her against my throbbing cock as I fucked her. In and out I stroked, using the full length of my cock and hammering into her with as much force as I could muster. 
 
    Erica’s beautiful face was twisted into an erotic snarl, her blue eyes blazing with an unholy light from amid the tangled mass of her long blonde hair. God! I couldn’t believe that the idea of being fucked by two guys at once turned her on so much. And double penetration? Where the hell did that come from?! Was that something she wanted to try? Some secret fantasy she had harbored for years, tucked safely away out of sight? Was she imagining that now? Thinking about two imaginary lovers plundering her body, wishing it was them instead of me fucking her right now? 
 
    “Aaaaaah!” she moaned through bared teeth. “Ah, Fuck!” Her hard, pink nipples jutted angrily up from her big, fleshy tits, which wobbled delightfully with each of my thrusts. 
 
    Now, it was my own imagination that began to run rampant. In my mind’s eye, the image of Alice was now replaced by one of Erica, and I felt a shiver of illicit excitement run down my spine as I thought of how she would look being DPed by two well-hung, young black men. I could just imagine those heavy titties of hers swaying back and forth as they rutted into her. One in her pussy, the other in her forbidden ass. It was unsettling, frightening even… but, damn was it exciting! 
 
    I felt the familiar burning tingle deep within my balls that signaled my impending orgasm. The frantic, almost panicky look on Erica’s face told me she was almost there herself. It was too late to stave it off. I was too excited for that anyway! I was going to cum and cum hard! But, I wanted her to cum with me, so I leaned down once more to whisper in her ear. 
 
    “I guess the only question is… when we find two guys to fuck you, are you going to let me watch?!” 
 
    “OH MY GOD!!!” she screamed, arching her back so hard that I was afraid she would hurt herself. Her whole body went as rigid as a pine board and she shook all over. She sobbed in ecstasy, the cutest little grunting noises coming from her mouth, like an asthmatic pug.  
 
    I was right behind her, the tendons in my neck standing out, taut as fiddle strings, as I thrust mightily into her molten core one last time. The heat in my balls boiled over, spreading like liquid fire through my crotch and belly as my dick began to pulse inside her. Time and again, I grunted, straining with each powerful spurt, filling her spasming pussy with my white-hot sperm. 
 
    “Aaaah!” I groaned. “Oh fuck!” 
 
    I was vaguely aware of my wife writhing beneath me as I jerked and squirted. The hot splash of my sperm inside her clutching pussy seemed to have triggered another mini-orgasm right on the heels of her first. She clutched my back, her nails digging into my skin as we rode out our mutual orgasms. 
 
    After what seemed like an eternity, the pulsing in my groin subsided and I lay on Erica, trying to catch my breath. 
 
    “Wow!” she whispered. “That was…” 
 
    “Amazing!” I finished, my voice a hoarse, breathless croak. I rolled off her, flopping onto my back. “Absolutely amazing!” 
 
    “Mmmm,” she hummed contentedly. 
 
    Our hands found each other and our fingers intertwined. We lay there like that in silence, breathing deeply, basking in the warm afterglow of our lovemaking for a while, each of us thinking our own thoughts. My mind wandered back to her earlier text. Erica and another man, without me there. For the past couple of hours, I’d been thinking about it off and on, and I’d come to a decision. I rolled onto my side and propped myself up on my elbow, releasing her hand. As I opened my mouth to speak, Erica beat me to it. 
 
    “You know I was just teasing you,” she said, her voice soft and quiet. “About inviting another guy over without you here.” 
 
    “Were you?” 
 
    She rolled her head to the side on the pillow and looked at me, a wicked gleam dancing in her crystal-blue eyes. “Mostly!” she grinned. 
 
    I returned her smile, “Actually, your text got me to thinking. Maybe that wouldn’t be such a bad idea.” 
 
    The playfulness left her face, replaced by confusion. “What do you mean?” she asked, wrinkling her brow. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I shrugged. “I was just thinking that maybe it would be kinda fun if you… you know, went on the occasional date without me.” 
 
    Her wide eyes stared at me for a second, digesting my words. “Really? Without you? But, I couldn’t… You’d like that? I just thought… I mean, after Aaron you were so adamant about being there next time, getting to watch. And it was so good. Baby, I don’t want you to feel left out.”  
 
    She brought her hand up to cup my face, gently stroking my cheek as she watched me. Her concern for my feelings made me feel warm inside. As much as she was enjoying her newfound sexual freedom, she wanted me to be involved. It was a reassuring confirmation that we were in this together. 
 
    “That first night was torture, with Aaron. Not knowing where you were, what you were doing. But it was a good kind of torture, if you know what I mean?! I was so insanely jealous, but more turned on than ever before. Once I came to grips with it, it was the sexiest thing, my mind running rampant, imagining all the dirty things you might be doing with him.” 
 
    She smiled at my description of my cuckold angst. “But I liked what happened with Nathan,” Erica protested. “I liked that you were there, watching!” 
 
    “Oh, I’m not saying I didn’t like watching! Not at all! In fact, I really liked it, and I am very much looking to a repeat! But, let’s face it: it’s not always going to be practical. You know how busy I’ve been for the past two weeks. We barely saw each other while I was working on that big presentation. And now that we’ve got the contract, I’m pretty sure I’ll be working some long hours again. At least, for a while. I probably won’t make it home before dark, some nights.” 
 
    Erica listened in silence, letting me talk. 
 
    “And if you only play when I’m there to watch… well, that’s going to limit things. And, honestly, that’s the last thing I want to do!” 
 
    “You’re sure? I mean, really sure?” 
 
    I could hear the excitement in her voice. She was trying not to seem too eager, but I could tell that she was interested. I nodded, “Yes. I’m sure. As a matter of fact, the more I think about it, the hotter it makes me! My wife out entertaining other men…” 
 
    “So, you wouldn’t mind if I set something up with one of the guys I’ve been chatting with online?” Her big, blue eyes now twinkled with a playful fire as they searched mine. She ran a finger slowly back and forth across my chest as she spoke. “Because, I have gotten a few interesting replies since we set up that dating profile for me. And if you’re really going to be neglecting me as much as you say, I might get pretty lonely here all alone!” Just like that, the tease came back. 
 
    Her dating profile. I was beginning to think Steve was right. Joining that dating site was going to make things a lot easier! I chuckled, “No, I wouldn’t mind. As long as you’re careful. But, I want to be kept in the loop. I mean it! I want to hear every naughty detail!” 
 
    “Yes sir!” She gave me a flirty, mock salute. Then, the doubt came tumbling back, and she was serious again. “But, tell me the truth, John. You’re not just saying this because you think I want it, are you? I mean, I want this to work for both of us. If it doesn’t turn you on, it doesn’t turn me on.” 
 
    I took her hand and placed it on my crotch. I was hard as a rock again. “Does it feel like it doesn’t turn me on?” I asked her. 
 
    She smiled warmly and glanced down at my erection. “You know,” she murmured, her voice suddenly low and sultry as she leaned in close. “This thing makes a pretty good lie detector. It’s kind of hard for you to deny being turned on with your cock pointing at the ceiling!” 
 
    Hearing her say the word “cock” made me jump in her hand. She had a point. It was a pretty good lie detector. 
 
    “I’ll have to remember that!” she gave me an evil grin, slowly stroking my cock. “Definitely have to remember that!” 
 
    “So, would you want to have a say in just who I go out with? You know, help pick out the guy? 
 
    “Nah. I trust your judgement. Just as long as you don’t try to seduce Steve!” 
 
    “Don’t worry. Alice would probably kill me if I fucked her husband. Besides,” she winked, “he’s like you.” She read the puzzled look on my face. “A cuckold.” Her blazing eyes stared back into mine, unflinching. The speed of her hand on my cock increased. 
 
    The word was like an icy stab to the guts. I knew she was just messing with me, just pulling my strings, but it was a shot that hit too close to home. I decided to ignore her little jab and change the subject. 
 
    “So, tell me,” I said, “Just how long have you been fantasizing about being fucked by two guys at once, you little slut?” 
 
    Her hand froze on my cock and she blushed furiously. “I… I don’t know. I mean, I really hadn’t thought about it much. Until Alice brought it up today.” 
 
    “But, now she’s got you thinking about it?” 
 
    Erica nodded, “Yeah. Somehow, I can’t seem to get it out of my mind.” 
 
    “Is it really something you’d like to try for real? Someday?” 
 
    “I guess… maybe, someday. But not right now. I’m just not… I don’t know. I guess I need a little more time first. I’m just not ready to get that crazy quite yet! Does that make any sense?”  
 
    “Sure! I can see that. I’m not trying to push you or anything, it just seemed that you were really into it earlier.” 
 
    “Yeah, it is hot to think about, two guys touching me everywhere. Two sets of lips, two pairs of hands…” 
 
    “Two big cocks,” I teased. 
 
    “Yes!” she giggled. “That too!” 
 
    “But the whole ‘double penetration’ thing. That excites you, too?” 
 
    “Yeah. Definitely. It makes no sense to me. I mean, I can’t really say why it turns me on, but it does. Maybe it’s just because it’s such a crazy, out-of-the-ordinary act. Maybe because it’s taboo, so bad! I don’t know! But, something about it… God, just thinking about it makes me so wet!” 
 
    She had begun to unconsciously stroke me while we talked, her pale, little hand moving slowly up and down my hard shaft. 
 
    “Wow!” I said. “I just didn’t think you’d be into that!” 
 
    “I know, right?” 
 
    “Because, you know, anal was the one thing you always said you had no interest in.” 
 
    “I know! I know!” she rolled her eyes. “But, over the last week, I’ve done quite a few things that I said I’d never do.” She shrugged, looking adorably embarrassed by her admission. 
 
    “So, you’re reevaluating your stance on anal sex?” My voice cracked annoyingly as the question left my lips. 
 
    “Easy, boy!” she smirked. “Don’t get too excited! At this point, I’m just saying that the idea of double penetration is exciting. That doesn’t mean I’m going into training!” 
 
    “That’s all right, baby!” I assured her. “I think it’s sexy that you were fantasizing about two guys at once!” 
 
    She looked down to where her hand was moving in my lap, and flicked her thumb over the sensitive head of my cock. “Yes, John. Apparently, you do,” her eyes rose to mine. “Anyway, that’s what your lie detector is telling me!” 
 
    Releasing my dick, she lay back and spread her legs lazily, her eyes never leaving mine. “Now,” she taunted, “I don’t suppose you’d care to put that to use, would you?” She nodded toward my stiff cock. “I’m afraid this discussion of ours has me all hot and bothered again!” 
 
    “Me, too!” I said, rolling on top of her again. 
 
    “You know there’s something wrong with us,” she whispered in my ear as my cock penetrated her slick folds. “None of this is normal.” 
 
    “Fuck normal!” 
 
    “Uh! Fuck me!” 
 
    And I did. Slowly, deeply, thoroughly. There was no more teasing, no dirty talk. We fucked in relative silence, each of us thinking about what our little talk would mean for our relationship. Both of us equally frightened and excited. 
 
    When I was finished, I sank down onto her soft, warm body, thoroughly and completely exhausted by my efforts. Erica’s fingers found my head and gently combed through my damp hair. It was a loving, reassuring gesture, and it was the last thing I remember before the thick blanket of sleep closed over me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    When I woke up the next morning, I stretched out my arm, reaching for Erica, but my hand made contact only with the cool sheets. She wasn’t there. I was alone. The rumbling, blaring sounds of the traffic outside simmered just beyond my consciousness, like a sort of urban white noise that we all lived with but only occasionally noticed.  
 
    With a weary groan, I rolled over and blinked my eyes, forcing them to focus on the glowing, red numbers of the clock on the nightstand. 2 to 6. Time to get up. I reached over and switched off the alarm.  
 
    That was usually the way it was for me. My internal clock almost always seemed to awaken me just before the klaxon sound of the alarm tore me from my sleep. Thank God! I hated waking up to that jarring sound. Deep down, I knew they were a necessary part of modern life, but I still couldn’t help but feel that the man who invented the alarm clock should have been tried for crimes against humanity! 
 
    Tuesday. Aargh! Another workday. Time to get up, grab a shower, and endure my daily bus ride. Time to sit in an office all day, soaking up fluorescent rays and taking a few more steps down the road toward carpal tunnel!  
 
    One day, I told myself, one day, it would all be worth it. All the years of hard work and scrimping would pay off. Erica and I would be able to finally buy that little house in the suburbs we’d always dreamed about and move out of the city, away from the noise and crime. Maybe we’d start a family then. Maybe. But first, I had to get to work! 
 
    I rubbed my eyes and sat up in the dark room. For the first time, it dawned on me that I was still naked. I had fallen asleep in Erica’s arms. The sheets around me were a tangled mess, yet another visual and tactile reminder of last night’s activities. I took a deep breath and caught a faint whiff of my wife’s perfume, comingled with the scent of her arousal.  
 
    My searching hand groped along the wall for the light switch and the room was suddenly bathed in the harsh light of the single bulb overhead. My eyes instantly fell on the framed pair of panties, hanging on the wall above me. Erica’s playful little jab at me, the panties she had worn the first time she gave herself to another man. I felt the blood surge to my cock. 
 
    From the kitchen came the sound of a pan dropping to the floor and Erica’s voice swearing quietly. I smiled and got to my feet. Damn, I needed a shower! 
 
      
 
    The smell of fresh coffee had filled the whole house by the time I was done with my shower. When I reached the kitchen, Erica was standing at the stove with her back to me, raking a large pile of scrambled eggs out of the frying pan and onto a plate. On the counter next to her lay a large, steaming platter of freshly cooked sausage links.  
 
    She was already dressed for work, wearing a cute, flirty summer dress that stopped about midway between her butt and her knees. It was nice. Very nice, in fact. It had a floral pattern, mostly pink with some greens and blues, and a bouncy, gathered skirt that seemed to draw your eyes inexorably to the swell of her round little ass. Just short and tight enough to be sexy, but not overtly so. Not what you’d call “slutwear”, but not something you’d wear to a church social. The thought of other men seeing her in it sent a little thrill through me. 
 
    I wracked my brain, but couldn’t remember having seen this particular dress before. Surely, I wouldn’t have forgotten an outfit that made her look that good. Then, I remembered she’d spent the afternoon shopping with Alice yesterday. 
 
    Her long blond hair was pulled back into a neat little ponytail, accentuating her perfectly shaped little ears and high cheekbones. She wore a pair of gold earrings. The same pair, I realized, that she had worn two nights ago when I had watched her with Nathan. Further down, her long legs ended in a pair of high heels that made her slender, supple calves look magnificent. I could feel my cock beginning to wake up as my eyes wandered down her curves. 
 
    “G’morning!” I said, walking up behind her, still buttoning my shirt. “You sure look good today!” 
 
    “Oh! Good morning, sweetie! I didn’t hear you get up!” she said, turning her head to flash me a brilliant smile as I stepped in and hugged her from behind. “You like the dress?” She glanced down at herself. 
 
    “Very much! I assume it’s one of the treasures you brought home yesterday? The ones you promised to show me?” 
 
    “Well, if someone hadn’t passed out last night…” 
 
    “Yeah! Sorry about that! Don’t think I’ve been getting enough sleep.” 
 
    “Join the club!” she quipped, her words sounding incredibly suggestive. “But yeah,” she did a little turn to the left and then to the right, “this is one of the things I picked up yesterday with Alice.” 
 
    “Very nice!” 
 
    She bowed her head graciously, obviously pleased by my compliment. “There’s coffee,” she said, handing me my cup from the rack next to the sink. 
 
    “Thanks!” I said, walking to the coffee machine and pouring myself a cup. She knew me all too well. I wasn’t myself until I’d had at least a cup or two of coffee. 
 
    Blowing on the steaming liquid, I nodded over the brim of my cup toward the heaping mound of hot food on the counter. “What’s the occasion?” 
 
    “Why does there have to be an occasion? Can’t a wife just cook breakfast for her husband?” 
 
    “Uhh. Sure. It’s just…” 
 
    “I know. I know. I’m only teasing you,” she smiled. She turned and planted a gentle kiss on my jaw, forcing me to set my cup down on the counter to keep from spilling it. “I just wanted to do something nice for you. Show you I appreciate you. I mean, you’ve been so great these past few days. Really great! And I know that it can’t have been easy for you. I just wanted you to know that I love you and…” She blushed, searching for the words. “Well, just thank you for being you!” she finished with a shrug, peering up at me with her big eyes, damp with emotion. 
 
    I kissed her lips. “I’m just glad you don’t think I’m some kind of pervert,” I said seriously. “I mean, any man who gets off on watching his wife with another dude…” 
 
    “Is a wonderful husband!” she finished my sentence with a cheeky little smile. 
 
    “I guess that’s one way of looking at it!” 
 
    At that moment, the toast popped up in the toaster, breaking the mood. Erica turned and picked the two scalding hot pieces of half-scorched bread from their respective slots with her fingertips and tossed them hurriedly down on a little plate. “Ow!” she shrieked, glancing at me as she blew plaintively on her singed fingers. She put the plate in the center of the kitchen table and then turned back to the counter, reaching for the napkins. 
 
    “To tell you the truth,” I grinned, “if I had known it would make you start cooking me breakfast in the morning, I’d have let you start fucking other guys a long time ago!” 
 
    “Ohh!” she cried, spinning around from the counter to face me. “You! I…I was being serious! Should have known better than to try to do something nice for you!”  
 
    She couldn’t quite keep the smile from her lips as she glared at me and slapped my shoulder playfully. I gathered her up in my arms and kissed her passionately. She melted against me, sighing with contentment. 
 
    “Thanks for breakfast,” I whispered into her hair. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” she said, handing me the two plates. “Have a seat while I get the orange juice.” 
 
    I picked up my coffee and took a sip, then grabbed the silverware from the drawer and put it on the table along with the plates. I turned back to the counter and retrieved the two steaming platters of sausage and eggs, then pulled out my chair and plopped down, sliding the plates and silverware into their proper places.  
 
    Her tall heels made a dull clicking sound on the linoleum as she crossed to the refrigerator. I looked up just in time to see her bend over at the waist to get the pitcher of juice, legs stiff. My breath caught in my throat when the skirt rode up the back of her shapely thighs to reveal just a hint of her panties. Black lace. I fought back the urge to groan aloud. God, what a sight! 
 
    I caught her watching me from the corner of her eye. She was trying to be coy about it, but I saw her peeking back at me over her shoulder. The little vixen was doing it on purpose, teasing me. Maybe I should do something about that, I thought. After all, my cock was now fully erect and ready for action.  
 
    Tearing my eyes away from my wife’s ass, I glanced at the clock on the wall, debating whether or not I had time to drag her back into the bedroom before work, but there was just no way. No. It would take too long. Plus, I’d have to shower again afterwards. Not enough time. Damn! 
 
    My eyes devoured her, gliding over the twin globes of her lovely ass cheeks peeking out from beneath her skirt, barely contained by the tight lace fabric of her skimpy panties. From there, they traveled down her glorious thighs, feasting on the smooth, pale skin. Beneath her knees, her muscular calves flared elegantly outward before narrowing once more into two perfectly shaped ankles. And it was only here, at her ankles, that my eyes encountered something unexpected. 
 
    Around her right ankle, glittering in the soft light from the open refrigerator, was a thin gold chain. I looked closer. Sure enough, she was wearing what looked like a bracelet just above her foot. When she straightened up, I noticed some sort of little golden charm dangling from the chain. 
 
    I was no expert on jewelry. Not by a long shot. It was one of those things in life that just didn’t interest me. Erica, on the other hand, loved shiny, glittery things. I did my best to feign an interest, but I really didn’t even know what pieces Erica had, beyond her wedding ring and the earrings she had worn when she fucked Nathan. Pretty sure I wasn’t going to forget those! But, I was fairly certain that I had never seen this little ankle chain before. After all, it was unusual. 
 
    When she returned with the orange juice and two glasses, she sat down in her chair across from me. I leaned forward and took her leg in my hand. She smiled at me, as if unsurprised by my actions, and passively let me pull her foot up into my lap. “This is new, too,” I said. “Isn’t it?” I ran my fingers along the dainty chain, not really looking at it. But, I knew my wife well enough to know that noticing it would please her. 
 
    She nodded quickly, biting her lip. Her eyes seemed to light up as she stared across the table at me. “Alice took me to a store over on 32nd Street and helped me pick it out. She said I needed one now.” She seemed to be waiting for a reaction, but I had no idea what I was supposed to be reacting to.  
 
    Needed one? Why would anyone “need” a bracelet for their foot? It had been a while since I had been over to 32nd Street, but I didn’t remember seeing a jewelry store last time I was there. In fact, from what I remembered it was kind of the seedy part of town, mostly liquor stores and sex shops. Weird. 
 
    Curious about her new jewelry, I glanced down to take a closer look. It looked like any old gold chain to me. There was, of course, a little charm dangling from it. Probably a little heart or a dolphin or something equally cute. My fingers found it and twisted it toward me. It was a set of initial. Two letters: HW. HW? But, those weren’t Erica’s initials. Who the hell was HW?  
 
    “Alice says it’s called a ‘hotwife anklet’.” 
 
    It hit me like a clap of thunder, taking my breath away: HW stood for “Hotwife”! 
 
    “What the…?” 
 
    My eyes flashed up to hers, and her coy grin blossomed into a full-fledged smile. “It says that I’m married, but that my husband doesn’t mind sharing me. Do you like it? It took me forever to find just the right one. There were so many to choose from!”  
 
    I just stared at her, speechless. Like it? My pants suddenly seemed two sizes too small. Oh God! It was hard to breathe. 
 
    “Alice has one just like this,” Erica continued, not waiting for me to answer. “Well, maybe not just like it! Hers says ‘BBC’. But, that seemed a little too direct for me.” Erica picked up her fork and nonchalantly took a bite of her sausage and eggs. “You’d be surprised how dirty some of them were,” she said with a wink before taking a sip of her OJ. 
 
    Too direct? Was “HW” somehow discreet? Dirty? Just how dirty had the others been? 
 
    I reached for my cup and took a sip of the bitter elixir, stalling for time, hoping the coffee would clear the fog inside my skull. She jiggled her foot in my lap, causing the charm to dance on its chain. 
 
    “Personally, I think it’s just the cutest thing!” 
 
    “And… You’re going to… I mean, you’re going to wear it to work today?” 
 
    “Sure!” she shrugged. “Why not?” She shoveled another large forkful of eggs into her mouth. “After all, I am a hotwife now!” 
 
     I swallowed hard. A hotwife! Oh my God! It was true. Of course, it was true! But wearing an anklet?! My wife was going to advertise the fact that she fucked other men! Everyone would know! Know about us! Know about me! This was terrible! Why the fuck did I have a boner?! 
 
    “But, what if someone… You know, what if someone sees it?” 
 
    She could see the concern in my eyes and relented, at least a little. “Don’t worry, honey! I seriously doubt there are very many people that know what ‘HW’ stands for. And if anyone asks, I’ll just tell them that I inherited it from my grandmother ‘Henrietta Worthington’. No problem!” 
 
    “But, that wasn’t your grandmother’s name!” I protested. My mind was still in a swirling fog. 
 
    Erica sighed and rolled her eyes like someone trying to be patient with a mentally deficient child. “I know that. You know that. They won’t!” she explained. Then, a wicked smile curled the corners of her mouth. “Of course, if you’d rather, I can just tell them that I fuck other men and ‘HW’ stands for ‘Hotwife’!” 
 
    “Oh. Um, no. No! Don’t do that! You’re right. Of course. Your grandmother’s initials would make a good explanation.”  
 
     “Actually, it’s meant to be discreet. Only someone who’s in the lifestyle themselves would know what it symbolizes.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I nodded. “I guess that’s true. If you didn’t know better, ‘HW’ could stand for anything. I guess no one will know.” Had I reached the bargaining stage, or was this acceptance? 
 
    “The thing is,” her eyes bored straight into my soul, “you’ll know what it means, and I’ll know what it means. And every time you see me wearing it, it will remind you of the fact that your wife spreads her legs for other men. A secret little reminder of this game we’re playing, just between us!” 
 
    I glanced down into my lap once more. The anklet around her leg was now so much more than a simple chain of gold. I would never be able to see it again without thinking about our situation. Fuck, it was sexy, the thought of her wearing a piece of jewelry that announced her hotwife status! Even if no one else would ever know. It was so… I don’t know… naughty! 
 
    “Although, you never can tell!” Erica forged ahead. Her foot wiggled between my legs, jostling my balls playfully. Her voice was now positively dripping with lechery. “Maybe somebody will figure it out. There’s always the chance some cute guy will come in the travel agency and immediately recognize my anklet for what it is! I might get lucky and get caught by some stud who’s in the know about such things! Who knows, maybe he’d blackmail me to perform all kinds of perverted acts for him, just to keep him from telling anyone about us…” 
 
    I knew she was teasing me, trying to get a rise out of me, but I still found it difficult to rein in my madly beating heart. My breath was coming in shallow little gulps now. 
 
    “I wonder if Becky and Pam would suspect anything if I asked them to close up the travel agency for me. Think I could pull it off without them getting suspicious? I could say I wasn’t feeling well and then meet him at the motel down the street. I bet that would turn you on, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    Oh my God! I felt my cock lurch in my slacks. Erica felt it too. “Mm hmm! That’s what I thought!” Curling her toes to trace along my hard shaft, she gave me a knowing look and then slid from her seat to the floor. 
 
    No sooner had she disappeared beneath the table, than I felt her nimble, little hands unzipping my fly. I looked down to find her smiling up at me from between my knees. She reached into my pants and pulled my underwear down. My hard cock sprang out to greet her and she immediately engulfed me in her warm mouth. 
 
    “Uh. I. That is…” I stammered, glancing at the clock on the wall. “Erica. I… I don’t think we have time for that!” Damn, her mouth felt good. She was getting better and better at giving blowjobs, and the fact that at least some of that was due to the recent practice she had gotten with Aaron and Nathan made my ears ring with excitement. “Baby!” I tried again. “We don’t have time!” 
 
    Her only response was to swallow my entire cock to the root, her soft lips touching my pubic hair. She held me there and ground her mouth against my belly. A low growl deep in her throat sent shockingly intense vibrations rattling up my shaft. As I sucked in a big gulp of air, she suddenly popped off me and tucked my wet penis back into my underwear, zipping me up again with a quick, deft motion.  
 
    She ducked out from under the table and hopped to her feet, smoothing her dress back daintily into place where it had ridden up her shapely thighs. “No. You’re right. We don’t,” she grinned, wiping her mouth on the back of her hand. “But that doesn’t mean I can’t send you off to work with a good case of blue balls!” She gave me an evil wink.  
 
    I stared at her, stunned. My erection throbbed insistently in my pants. Damn! Who was this woman? She was so different from the Erica of a month ago! Hell, this new Erica was different from the woman I had known just a week ago! The new Erica. She scared me a little. Unpredictable, demanding, naughty as fuck! But there was no longer any denying the fact that I liked the new Erica very, very much! 
 
    “You’d better hurry up and eat your breakfast!” she smirked as she turned to leave. “You’re going be late!” 
 
    I looked down to find my plate of sausage and eggs untouched on the table in front of me.  
 
    “Have a good day at work,” she said, her voice as cheerful as a waterfall. When my eyes came back up, Erica was disappearing through the kitchen door. The last glimpse I had of her was the little golden anklet on her leg. “And no jerking off until tonight!” her voice came from the other room. “Not until I say it’s okay!” 
 
    I heard the sound of the door closing behind her and all was silent. I sat there alone at the table, looking at my uneaten food. So much had happened in the last half hour. So much to think about, to process.  
 
    No jerking off? Where did that come from? I hadn’t really planned on jerking off. I mean, I wasn’t really the kind of guy to slap one out in the company restroom. But still, it bothered me. Now Erica was assuming control of my orgasms? What next? 
 
    I could jerk off if I wanted to, goddammit! And maybe I would, at that! Just to show her. But as soon as the thought crossed my mind, I knew I wouldn’t. No. I would do as I had been instructed. 
 
    It was a troubling thought. And like every other troubling thought I had had over the past few weeks, it aroused me terribly. The dichotomy of this game of ours was breathtaking. She had been right last night. We definitely weren’t normal! 
 
    I looked at the clock again and realized I would have to take a cab if I were to have any chance at all of getting to work on time. With a heavy sigh, I pushed all thoughts of Erica and her anklet from my mind and began to hastily shovel food into my mouth.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    As it turned out, my words could not have been more prophetic. After a frantic cross-town taxi ride, during which I bribed the driver to break several speed limits, I was greeted by an office in uproar. 
 
    Several of the contracts we had prepared for our new client had been rejected. Nothing major, no deal breakers, just a few changes here and there. It was, however, enough to keep most of us working after hours. 
 
    A little after lunch, once I had an idea of just what I was facing, I texted Erica to let her know that I would be working late. I found it a little bit odd that she didn’t text me back immediately, but honestly, I had other things to worry about at the moment. For the first ten minutes or so, I checked my phone every few seconds to see if she had written, but when no reply came, I gradually gave myself over to the fog of sorting out the various corrections, omissions, and revisions the client had insisted upon and soon forgot all about it. 
 
    About an hour later, my telephone buzzed on the desk next to my keyboard. Erica! About fucking time! I forced myself to ignore it long enough to finish the requested addition I was making to the contract I had open on my screen, then picked up my cell phone. As expected, it was a message from my wife. I tapped on her picture and brought up her text. 
 
    “No prob,” it read. “Got a date w a guy named Shawn. May b home late 2nite myself…” 
 
    The letters on the screen of my phone blurred before my eyes and a wave of nausea swept over me. It felt like last night in the staircase, like falling into the abyss. My mouth was as dry as ash and my heart pounded inside my chest, rattling like a locomotive over a worn-out trestle bridge. 
 
    Fuuuuck! I felt my blood boil with jealousy as I read and reread her text. A date? Already?! That was certainly fast! I’d only given her the go-ahead to see other guys without me last night! And just who was this Shawn character, anyway? Did I know him, or was he one of the dudes who had replied to the online dating profile we had set up for Erica?  
 
    The questions flooded my brain, a tsunami of uncertainty and nerves. I should stop her, write her a text and tell her not to go out with him. But, even as I considered it, I realized that my cock was as hard as a fireplace poker. No. Deep down, I didn’t want to stop her. Not according to the “lie detector” between my legs! I felt the now-familiar, heady mixture of jealousy and arousal wash over me as I typed out a reply. 
 
    “Have fun. C u 2nite!” 
 
    I hit send and laid the phone aside. There. It was done. I’d given her my blessing. No backing out. No prevaricating. How did that old saying go, the one my grandmother had always used? In for a penny, in for a pound. I had wanted Erica to be a hotwife, had fantasized about it for weeks. Now that fantasy was real, and it was time to trust my wife and see just where this crazy game of ours was going to lead us. I took a deep breath and got back to work.  
 
    Erica had been right about the blue balls. Her interrupted blowjob that morning and the sexy text she had sent me had my nuts working overtime. It was uncomfortable, but it also heightened the excitement for me. I couldn’t remember ever being so sexually frustrated. 
 
    She never replied to my second text. Maybe she was too busy with work, or maybe she was too busy with something else. I had a terrible time keeping my thoughts on the matter at hand. After all, my wife was going out with another man tonight. For all I knew, she might have made good on her tease from last night and left work early. Hell, she could be on her knees servicing him at that very moment!  
 
    The rest of the day dragged by at a snail’s pace. Time and again, I had to force myself not to think about Erica and what she might be doing. The dull ache of my balls didn’t help. 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was dark by the time I finally got home. Very dark. As I walked from the bus stop, my eyes were glued on the row of windows that were our apartment, hoping to see a light. They were dark. Maybe she was reading in bed, I reasoned, or watching TV with the lights off. But, deep down, I knew she was still out with him.  
 
    I mounted the steps to the front door, feeling awkward. When I caught myself peeking hopefully up at the window above me once more, I had to smile at the sense of déjà vu that came over me. That night she had gone home with Aaron had been just like this. I had been aroused like never before, crazy with lust, while at the same time constantly hoping that the whole thing wasn’t really true. 
 
    At least the lights had been fixed, I thought to myself as the front door closed behind me. The staircase, where I’d nearly taken a tumble last night, was now bathed in bright light. It was amazing, how much easier the stairs were to climb, when you could actually see them. Just the same, my hand maintained a careful grip on the handrail as I made my climb. 
 
    When I slid my key into the lock of our front door, I listened, hoping for any sound that might betray the presence of my wife inside, but there was nothing. I opened the door and stepped into the black entryway. There was no one watching TV in the living room, and the bedroom was as quiet as a tomb. The apartment was empty. Erica wasn’t there. 
 
    I took a long shower, letting the hot water melt away the kinks in my shoulders. Predictably, I was hard again. As I soaped myself, my hands naturally gravitated to my erect penis and lingered just a little longer than necessary, moving back and forth along my shaft, getting everything good and clean. It felt so good. God, I need some relief. My balls ached terribly. They had for hours! I thought about finishing myself off there in the shower, but Erica had asked me not to. I still wasn’t sure how I felt about that, but going against her wishes somehow felt wrong. I took my hands from my cock and finished my shower. 
 
    Once I had dried off, I put on a pair of comfortable sweatpants and a white t-shirt, then went to the kitchen and made myself a sandwich. I hadn’t realized just how hungry I was until the smell of the sliced ham hit my nostrils. God, I was famished! My hands were actually shaking as I put the ham on the bread. Grabbing a soda from the fridge, I took my plate and plopped down on the couch to watch a little television while I ate. 
 
    There was nothing on TV. I finally settled on some idiotic action film that I’d already seen a dozen times. You know the kind: a larger-than-life manly man of a hero who never misses a shot, saving a damsel in distress from a bunch of guys who couldn’t hit the broad side of a barn if they were locked inside it. And then our heroes all lived happily ever after in a house far too nice for the salary a guy like him could ever hope to pull in. 
 
    Yeah, it was mindless drivel, but that was okay with me. I couldn’t concentrate anyway. Not with my wife out on a date, very probably in the arms of another man at that very moment. The movie was nothing more than background noise to me, something to keep me company, to drive away the sudden sense of longing and loneliness that I felt, sitting in our apartment alone. 
 
    It was almost an hour later that I heard her key turning in the lock. Erica. Erica was home! 
 
    “In the living room!” I called out to her. 
 
    When she stepped around the corner, it knocked the air out of me. I suppose that, on some subconscious level, I had been hoping that she hadn’t gone through with it. That she’d met this Shawn guy for a few harmless drinks in a well-lit, respectable restaurant, laughed dutifully at his undoubtedly hilarious jokes, then told him that she’d have to take a rain check on the whole sex thing. One look at her, and I knew for certain that that was not the case. 
 
    She was wearing a tight, long-sleeved top that screamed “fuck me”. I recognized it immediately as one she had bought a few days ago, one of those she’d modeled when we were trying to decide on pictures for her dating profile. Elegantly casual, it was obviously a designer top, the fabric soft and luxuriant, and it fit her body like a glove. Erica’s oversized tits looked even larger than normal as they heaved with each breath beneath the stretched fabric. 
 
    The bouncy little skirt she wore stopped just below the tantalizing swell of her ass. Charcoal grey and pleated, it gave her a sort of ‘naughty schoolgirl’ look that was absolutely breathtaking. So suggestive. So dirty. The old Erica would never have left the apartment in something so revealing. I felt my heart begin to beat faster. I loved the fact that new Erica would. 
 
    Her long blonde hair, normally perfectly coifed, was a topsy-turvy wreck. With no bounce left, it hung in tangled disarray around her lovely face, making her look like a wild animal. Her makeup, what little she was wearing, was a mess, her lipstick hopelessly smudged.  
 
    But, it was her fishnet stockings that made it unavoidable. They were black and elegant, with floral tops that rose to within two inches of her scandalously short skirt. Torn and tattered now, they were ruined. The stockings of a woman who had spent the evening on her knees. Oh yes, my wife had most definitely been fucked! 
 
    She stood there, just inside the living room, and stared at me with her large, wild eyes blazing from beneath her tousled locks for a good 15 seconds, neither of us saying a word. I rose to my feet, and she gave a plaintive little groan, half sob, half growl, and rushed headlong into my arms. 
 
    Was she upset? Aroused? I couldn’t read her. And Erica wasn’t giving me time to ask questions. 
 
    Our lips met in an urgent, passionate kiss that was as fierce and wild as my wife’s appearance. It felt like she was trying to climb inside me. She tasted different. Normally, she tasted like peaches, sweet and clean. This was earthier, more masculine. I realized suddenly that I was tasting him on her lips. 
 
    Before I could voice my protest, her hand came up to the center of my chest, and she pushed me forcibly back. The edge of the couch hit me behind the knees and I toppled onto the cushions. As soon as my ass hit the fabric, she was on me like a jungle cat, her hands clawing, pawing at my clothing, tugging the sweats down my thighs. She’d never been this aggressive before, ever, and the effect was bewildering. Sexy and scary, both at the same time. 
 
    I hadn’t put on any underwear, and now, the cool air of the apartment hit my erect cock when it bobbed free. 
 
    Without a word, Erica hiked her skirt up and crawled into my lap.  She didn’t bother to remove her panties, just pulled them to the side and sank down on my throbbing erection. Her eyes burned with passion, her pubic bone crushing down hard against mine. 
 
    Fuck, she was hot inside! It was like someone pouring a cup of coffee down my dick. She was swollen and wet, maybe a little looser than normal, but that could have just been my imagination. I knew she’d been fucked and it was easy to tell myself that I could feel a difference. 
 
    She wiggled on me, smashing my sensitive balls enough to make me gasp. My hands instinctively came up to grab her beautiful ass as my hips flexed, driving my full length up into her molten core. I needed this. God, did I need this! 
 
    “Oh, yes!” she hissed, the first words she had spoken since entering our apartment. 
 
    She began to bounce urgently on my dick, up and down like a sexy pogo stick in my lap. Shit! With her early morning blowjob and the tension of knowing she was out with another guy all evening, my poor nuts felt like they were ready to pop. If she didn’t slow down, I wasn’t going to last very long!  
 
    My hands found the hem of her shirt and I peeled it upwards, allowing her heavy tits to tumble free. Leaning forward, I sucked a hard nipple into my mouth and swirled my tongue around it. 
 
    Erica gasped. Her hands found the back of my head and pulled me to her. “Yesss!” she repeated. 
 
    I teased her for a moment, holding the hard, little bud between my teeth while I lashed it with my tongue. Then, I pulled back, releasing her nipple with an audible plop, and smiled at my wife, who was still riding me frantically. “So,” I said, “I guess this means your date went well?” 
 
    “Ungh! Yeah!” she snarled through half-bared teeth. “It… it was hot!” 
 
    “He was a nice guy?” 
 
    Erica shook her head, her hips bucking even faster. “No. No, not really.” 
 
    I was confused. She could read it on my face. 
 
    “Actually…he, um…he was a real asshole!” 
 
    My mouth fell open. “But… I mean…You just said..” 
 
    “I said it was hot. Aaaah! The sex was hot!” she snarled. “So hot! But, Shawn was a real asshole,” she repeated, her pussy clenching me so hard it felt like she was trying to rip my cock off. “Arrogant, loud…you name it. Never met someone so cocky and.. Ummm!...into himself!” Her breath was coming in ragged gasps now. “Total jerk! Couldn’t fucking stand the guy!” she spat angrily. She rammed her hips savagely down on me, as if to emphasize the fact. She was close. Sooo close! “But, oh John! He was so gorgeous! Aaaah! And so… so big! And God, could that guy fuck!” 
 
    Huh?! Oh my God! Erica had fucked a guy she couldn’t stand, just because he was hot and well-hung?!! What the fuck?!  
 
    Her words were like a torch thrown down on a pile of tinder, lighting a fuse in my brain that burned, sizzling, down the length of my spine to my crotch. I felt my swollen balls tighten painfully. With her insane words ringing in my ears, I rammed my cock up into her as hard and far as I could, and came, my fingers digging into the softness of her amazing ass.  
 
    “Aaaah!” A strangled cry broke from my throat, reverberating from the walls, sounding oddly loud in our sparsely furnished living room. Erica immediately stiffened on my spurting cock, sobbing as she went wild. 
 
    God, how I came! Again and again, giving my screeching wife the cum that had been percolating all day inside my aching testicles. The intensity was overwhelming. Liquid fire blossoming in my pelvis and rocketing out the end of my jerking cock. I squirted so hard it felt like my balls were turning inside out! In the throes of her own orgasm, Erica reached behind herself and somehow managed to find my scrotum, rubbing and squeezing my nuts in her warm little hand as I shot inside her, milking me for every last drop. I filled her to overflowing and felt my cum bubble out of her and run down my still-pulsing shaft, and still I came. 
 
    After what seemed like forever, the pulsing slowed and Erica slumped forward, laying her head on my shoulder, my cock still trapped inside her sodden pussy. Her soft lips planted a whispery kiss on my earlobe. “Mmmm!” she hummed, her breath hot against the side of my neck.  
 
    Still gasping, I asked, “What do you mean? A total… an asshole? But you still…? What…?” 
 
    “Later,” Erica said simply. She pulled back and hooked her hands behind my neck, cocking her head to the side as she studied me at arms’ length. “Feels like you were good today,” she smiled happily. 
 
    My brows knitted in confusion as I looked back at her, not understanding. My mind was still grappling unsuccessfully with the fact that she had let a ‘total jerk’ fuck her tonight. 
 
    Her right hand left my neck and strayed down behind her to cup my now-sticky balls once more. “You came so much for me. No jerking off?” It was part explanation, part question. 
 
    “N…no,” I croaked, my throat dry from exertion. I coughed. “No. you asked me not to.” My voice was clearer now, less desperate sounding. 
 
    “But you wanted to,” she asked, kneading my balls, “didn’t you?” My deflating cock began to stiffen again inside her. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “I bet it killed you, knowing I was on a date, not being able to play with yourself.” She didn’t wait for me to answer, rocking gently on me. “And yet, you waited, because I asked you to?” 
 
    I nodded again, warily. 
 
    “Good boy!” she smiled broadly. She brought her hand to her lips and delicately licked her fingers clean as though she were enjoying some gourmet treat. “I’m so glad you waited!” 
 
    I fought back the urge to groan at her nasty display. My cock was now fully hard again, and that realization made me feel manipulated. She was torturing me, making fun of me. She’d purposely left me hanging this morning, goddammit! And now, after I’d let her go out and fuck another guy, she was treating me like a child! 
 
    “Why?” I asked, feeling the irritation rise up in me again. It had been a long and frustrating day on several levels. “What’s the deal with this whole ‘no masturbation’ rule? And that interrupted blowjob this morning? What the fuck, Erica?” I could feel myself getting angrier as I spoke, the heat of indignity rising to my cheeks. 
 
    “Shhh,” she put a finger to my lips. She leaned in, hugging me close and put her lips to my ear. “Don’t be mad, baby! I love you! Just settle down and listen.” 
 
    I gritted my teeth, waiting. 
 
    Erica kissed my earlobe lovingly, mashing her gooey crotch firmly against mine. Not really fucking me, not trying to get off or get me off, just maintaining my erection. A wet squelching sound rose from between us. “You asked me why.” Her words were soft, more serious now, no longer teasing. 
 
    Was that a statement or a question? I nodded quickly. “Yeah!” My back was tense and straight, my voice still hard with annoyance. 
 
    “Because it made it more exciting!” she whispered tenderly. “For both of us.” She shimmied against me, causing her big tits to sway from side to side, her hard nipples dragging lightly back and forth across my pecs. “Hotter!” 
 
    I gulped, shivering, trying to ignore her luscious breasts, trying to stay mad at her. “Hotter? How? Do you have any idea what you put me through today?” 
 
    “Oh yes, sweetie!” she murmured. “Some idea, anyway!” Her hot breath in my ear made it hard to concentrate on my wounded pride. She leaned back, her blue eyes searching mine. “I don’t think you know how much I love teasing you!”  
 
    “But, I…” 
 
    She kissed my lips, choking off any reply I might make, and moved her hips in a lazy circle. “I was wet all day at work, thinking about you, about the way you felt in my mouth this morning, the look on your face when I didn’t finish you off. God, it was hot! Knowing that you’d be thinking about it all day, too. Knowing that you’d be waiting at home with a boner while I was out with him. That he got to cum before you did!”  
 
    Fuck, that was dirty! And yet, her words had a ring of truth to them. I had thought of her all day. It had been borderline obsession since the moment I left the house this morning. And it hadn’t gotten any better as the day wore on. With each uncomfortable step, my aching balls had forced my mind to turn to Erica. And now her little taunt about letting her faceless lover cum before I got to! It was mind-blowing! My anger vanished like smoke on a windy autumn day. 
 
    Her hand slid down once more beneath her cute little skirt to where my cum was still leaking out of her, dripping down my ball sack, and ran a fingernail across the tender, wet skin. “Knowing that these were full and aching…” Hearing me gasp, she gave me a wicked little smile. “And that you wouldn’t empty them until I said you could!” 
 
    Her eyes glowed with excitement as she spoke. “Tell me you weren’t turned on all day!” she challenged. “Tell me some part of you didn’t like the frustrated tension of knowing you weren’t allowed to cum!” 
 
    I groaned. I couldn’t. She was right. She had me. There was no way I could deny it. I’d been a walking erection for the past 12 hours. And even though I didn’t understand it, it had been strangely erotic, knowing that I had to wait. 
 
    Without even pausing for my answer, she forged ahead, “And just now, when you finally got to have me, after your long, long wait…” she leaned in and kissed my lips before continuing in a breathy whisper, “tell me your orgasm wasn’t more intense than normal. That you didn’t cum so hard you saw stars!” 
 
    “Okay. Okay!” I admitted. “I guess it was pretty intense!” 
 
    “Pretty intense?” She hunched on me, using her pussy as an interrogation tool. 
 
    “All right, it was unbelievable! Happy?” I grinned. “I came so fucking hard I nearly had a heart attack!” 
 
    “It was Alice who gave me the idea,” she beamed, a smug look coming over her pretty face.  
 
    Alice! Another one I owed that little minx, I thought with a grim little smile. “Great!” I chuckled. “Be sure and thank her for me! Or, better yet, I’ll just call the florist and have a bouquet of poison ivy sent to her!” 
 
    “Oh stop!” Erica giggled. “It was fun!” She slapped my shoulder playfully. “She and Steve do it every time she goes out with another guy.” 
 
    “No wonder he’s always so distracted at work!” 
 
    “Mm hmm. I suppose that’s true.” 
 
    “Hey!” I said, remembering her words from earlier. “What was the deal with this Shawn character. You really didn’t like him? Or was that just another tease?” 
 
    Erica kissed my cheek and shuffled off my cock, rising to her feet. “Not even a little,” she said flatly as she pulled the gusset of her panties back into place. She ran her hands down her soiled skirt and tugged the hem of her shirt back down. She turned slightly, surveying her ruined stockings. “Not even a little.” 
 
    “So, did you really…?” 
 
    “Fuck him?” she smirked, her blue eyes flashing back up to meet mine. I blanched at her directness. I still hadn’t completely gotten used to the new Erica. “Oh yeah!” 
 
    Her answers confused me. “So… I mean, are you going to see him again, or…” 
 
    “Nope! Not a chance! Once was enough! It was fun. Don’t get me wrong. But, life is too short to put up with guys like that!” There was a bitterness to her pronouncement that made me pause. 
 
    She caught my hesitation and her eyes softened. “Come on,” she held out her hand to me. “Let’s go take a shower and I’ll tell you about it!” 
 
    As I rose from the couch, her hand found my erect penis. “You know,” she remarked, “I never really realized how handy these things are. Not only is it a perfect lie detector,” she smiled playfully, “but it also makes an excellent leash!” She pulled me forward and led me to the bathroom by my cock. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    For the rest of the week, Erica was home waiting for me every evening when I came in. No midday texts. No dates with other guys. It was like old times. 
 
    When we made love, there was no mention of Shawn, nor of Nathan or Aaron. It wasn’t that she wasn’t interested in sex. Far from it. In fact, we had more sex that week than we had since the first few months of our marriage. And it was good. Really good. But, the naughty pillow talk and crazy stories gave way to a tender lovemaking. 
 
    To my surprise, I wasn’t disappointed when Erica tapped the brakes. In a way, I think we both needed a break, time to step back and think about the events of the past week. It was good to have her all to myself, to reconnect with my wife, to just be a normal couple for a bit, even if, deep down, I was fairly certain that it was only a temporary thing. 
 
    Early on, I had voiced my concern that Shawn might have somehow hurt her, but Erica has been quick to allay those fears. He was, she assured me, not that kind of guy. 
 
    Nonetheless, something about what had happened that night with Shawn bothered her. I could see it in her eyes, hear the hesitation in her voice. I didn’t know what, but I could tell she was dealing with something. When I caught her gazing out the window, absently rubbing her wrists, I asked if she was okay. “Sure! Sure!” she smiled. “It’s nothing. Just thinking!” 
 
    She was thinking, all right, but I didn’t believe for a second that it was nothing. I knew my wife, and I knew that when she was ready, she’d talk to me. So, I didn’t pressure her, just waited for her to process whatever it was. She would tell me in her own good time. 
 
    Then, out of the blue, I got a text from her Monday morning, telling me she would be out late that night. She’d been going through the messages she had received on her dating profile had set up a date with a good-looking black man named Adam, a business executive who was taking her out for dinner.  
 
    I had barely finished texting her back, when I got a reply from her. “And remember,” it said, “no jerking off!” Erica the hotwife was back! 
 
    The excitement I felt that afternoon rivaled that of her first night with Aaron. The tension of our little break seemed to well up in me, and I spent most of the day with a boner, thinking about the fucking my wife was going to get that night. 
 
    Once again, I came home to a dark and empty house and sat waiting for my wife to return, my mind filled with nasty, forbidden thoughts. When she finally made it home, I was beside myself with erotic frustration.  
 
    When she had returned from her date with Shawn, it was immediately obvious that she had been naughty. But, when she walked through the front door after her date with Adam, I felt the sting of disappointment. Her hair was still perfectly neat, her clothing unwrinkled. She looked as prim and proper as when I had kissed her goodbye that morning. She didn’t go through with it, I thought. I was wrong. 
 
    “How did it go?” I asked, trying to sound chipper. 
 
    “Awesome!” she beamed. “Adam was a super nice guy! Really fun and intelligent. I had a great time!” 
 
    “That’s nice. Where did you go?” 
 
    “Giordino’s. And I can tell you, the food there lives up to the hype!” 
 
    Giordino’s?! Damn! This Adam fellow sure knew how to show a girl a good time! From what I had been told, you couldn’t get a plate of spaghetti there for less than $50. And that was if you could get reservations! 
 
    “Adam is friends with the owner,” Erica explained with a brilliant smile, reading my mind once again. “We got the royal treatment! Food, wine, the works! It was really, really nice!” 
 
    “Good! That’s great! So, just dinner, then!” 
 
    “Why John! Whatever do you mean?” she said in her best Scarlett O’Hara voice. “Why, I’m a married woman!” 
 
    “Mm hmm.”  
 
    “Well, maybe not just dinner. I might also have gone to his place for a little nightcap.” 
 
    “Little?” I smirked, raising my eyebrow questioningly. 
 
    “Not at all, now that I think about it. No, ‘little’ is definitely not the right word. In fact,” she winked suggestively and began to unbutton the green blouse she was wearing, “maybe I should have said ‘long and thick’!” 
 
    “God, Erica! You’re so bad!” My cock was so hard it felt like it would break off if I touched it. I pulled my t-shirt off over my head and started toward her. 
 
    “Mm hmm! I really am!” she purred, letting the blouse fall to the floor. Her big tits looked mouthwatering in the black lace bra she was wearing. “Lucky for me, my husband approves of that sort of thing!” 
 
    “He sounds like a great guy!” I moved to her, putting my hands on her hips. 
 
    Erica reached behind herself and unzipped her skirt, letting it to fall to her ankles. “Oh, he is!” she smiled. “He definitely is!”  
 
    She dropped to her knees in front of me, wearing nothing but her matching bra and panties, and unbuckled my pants. My aching cock sprang out to greet her. Looking up at me, she said, “And I love him more than anything in the world!” Then she took me in her warm little mouth. 
 
    Ten minutes later, I pulled her to her feet and led her to the bedroom, where I stripped off the last of her clothing. When I pushed her back onto the bed and pressed my cock into her pussy, I slipped in up to my balls with a single stroke. There was no resistance. She was so wet, so open. 
 
    “I told you he was long and thick!” my dirty little mind-reader said with a smile. 
 
    I made love to my wife twice that night, rutting desperately into her used sex as she recounted every delicious detail of her tryst with Adam. 
 
    He had been a regimented, meticulous man, who had taken her home with him and fucked her in his bed. He had been courteous almost to a fault, treating her like a lady all evening, and it wasn’t until Erica urged him to fuck her harder that he had let loose and really given her what she wanted. 
 
      
 
    Two days later, it was a personal trainer named Geoff who took my wife to dinner. Like Adam, and Nathan before him, Geoff was black and well-hung. He had been very physical, fucking Erica in positions we had never even dreamed possible. And my wife enjoyed him to the fullest.  
 
    She even came home with a few selfies of her time with Geoff. If possible, they were even sexier than the pics Alice had sent me of her first romp with Aaron. Maybe it was the fact that my wife had taken them herself, taken them for me. But, I practically drooled over her phone, going through them again and again. 
 
    Some of them had obviously been taken by Erica, like the picture of her sitting on Geoff’s big black cock. With her legs straddling his, he was inside her up to his balls and she was smiling for the camera in her hand. God, she looked sexy, her pink lips stretched tightly around his veined shaft! His balls, hanging low and ominous beneath her, looked like they were the size of chicken eggs! 
 
    Others could only have been taken by her lover, like the video clip that showed her magnificent ass rippling with each powerful thrust as he plowed into her from behind. Thank God, I could see a thin layer of latex stretched tight around his cock when she rose up. With balls the size of his, I shuddered to think just how much cum he would have left inside my wife. 
 
    My mind immediately leapt to my favorite fantasy, the one in which she took her lover bareback, where I watched my wife being seeded by another man. Like Aaron had done! I didn’t know why it turned me on. It was crazy! But it did. 
 
    Erica was right, though. I knew she was. It was too risky. Even with her on the pill. Although, I thought, and immediately felt my heart flutter, she had mentioned eventually finding a steady boyfriend and getting him tested… Maybe someday. 
 
    I shook the idea from my head and saved her pics on the laptop, tucked safely away in an innocuous-looking file that no one would think twice about, fodder for a future masturbation session. If she ever lets me masturbate, I thought with a wry little smile.  
 
    After she had explained it to me, I actually came to like her little ‘no cumming’ rule. It was kind of hot, knowing I had to save it for my naughty wife. And the effect on Erica was profound. She really got off on blowing me before a date, then leaving me hanging. She liked the thought of me walking around with blue balls while she was out getting fucked, and I liked how much it excited her.  
 
    In reality, I probably wouldn’t have jerked off anyway. It just wasn’t really my style. But knowing I wasn’t allowed to made me think about it. It was like when I was a kid on a long road trip: I was never really thirsty until my parents told me we weren’t going to stop for a soda pop. Not having it available made me think about it all the time. 
 
    Despite their similarities, each of the men my wife slept with was different. They did different things with her, caressed her in a unique way, went down on her… or didn’t, were gentle or forceful, giving or selfish. Erica was fascinated with these differences, seeming to become aware for the first time of just how varied sex could be. And I was the beneficiary of all her new experiences. 
 
    Every time she came back from a date with a new guy, we fucked like rabbits. For days afterwards. It was out-of-this-world hot! When she used a new trick on me, some little thing she had picked up from another man, it blew my mind.  
 
    Sometimes it was something simple, like the way she now made a ring of her thumb and index finger, using it to stroke beneath the sensitive crown of my cock while she nibbled on the tip. (Thank you, Adam!) Sometimes, it was more overt, like the way she pushed me to my knees in the shower and held my face to her sopping pussy, grinding against me until she got off.  
 
    But these things were new, different. They had never been a part of our sex life. Not until she started fucking other guys. And, therefore, they served as a constant reminder of that! 
 
    I was starting to get comfortable with our new arrangement. Maybe not comfortable, but my fears and my fetishes had at least reached an uneasy truce. I still felt a little pang of jealousy when I knew she was out with another man, but it was no longer the searing, heart-stopping, green-eyed monster it had been that first night with Aaron. If anything, the jealousy now served to heighten my arousal. Maybe it was some primal urge to compete for my mate with my rivals, but the sex between us had never been more intense. 
 
      
 
      
 
    It took almost another week for Erica to finally tell me the whole story of her date with Shawn. When she did, I understood why she had been so distant and reserved these past couple of weeks. 
 
    The main gist she had given me in the shower that first night, when she’d come home with her stockings in tatters, with a few more details once we made it to the bedroom. But, to be honest, those details had been pretty sparse. Then, bit by bit, night after night, little comments trickled out of her that had helped me to flesh out that night and given me a better understanding of what had taken place and her reaction to it, in particular. 
 
    On Saturday night, after a couple of glasses of Chablis, she told me all of it. When she was done, I had to admit, her initial assessment had been correct. Shawn really had been an asshole. That much was beyond dispute.  
 
    I had somehow been surprised to learn that Shawn was a white man. I guess, after our experiences with Aaron and Nathan, I had come to think of my wife as having a thing for black men. But apparently, the color of their skin was less of an issue for her than I had imagined. Maybe it was I who got all hot and bothered at the thought of her with a black guy. 
 
    Shawn did have several physical traits in common with her other two previous lovers. Large and muscular, he was a born athlete, with biceps that looked like someone had surgically implanted two bowling balls in his arms. And, he was tall. According to my wife, he had been a good 3 inches taller than everyone else in the diner that night.  
 
    He had also been the proud owner of a very large cock. A cock that featured very prominently in his online dating profile pics. And in the end, that had been the deciding factor, the reason Erica had gone out with him. 
 
    He had been good-looking, in a rakish sort of way, a hulking, burly man with buzzed off blonde hair. With a lantern jaw that sported two days’ beard growth, Shaun exuded physicality. In high school, he had been his team’s star football player. They had even gone to the state finals, and those exploits from his glory days still made up a large portion of his conversational repertoire, from what Erica could see. That and sex, of course. 
 
    Now, he was the quintessential bad boy, crew cut, leather jacket, motorcycle, and all. His speech was as rough as his exterior and he had eyed my wife like a hungry wolf from the moment she sat down. 
 
    Their “date” had consisted of a burger and several beers at a shabby little diner near his place. He had waited patiently for her to finish eating before suggesting they “get out of here and go fuck”. Classy! 
 
    “So, I still don’t understand why you went home with him!” I laughed when she told me about his proposition. “I mean, really? ‘Let’s get out of here and go fuck!’” I hunched my shoulders up with my arms spread out to the sides in my best gorilla imitation and spoke this last sentence in a voice two octaves lower than my normal speaking voice. 
 
    Erica snorted, almost choking on her Chablis, at my attempt to mimic Shawn, putting her hand on my arm and laughing along with me. “Oh God, John! That’s so him!” 
 
    When she realized that I was actually waiting for an answer, that the question hadn’t been rhetorical, the smile left her face, and she was suddenly serious, placing her wine glass on the coffee table and turning toward me on the couch. Her wide eyes stared at me. She unconsciously began to nibble on her lower lip, thinking. Twice, she opened her mouth to speak, then closed it and shook her head. Then, finally, she found the words and said simply, “I don’t know.” 
 
    I looked at her, waiting for more, but that was it. She didn’t know. I shook my head, “What do you mean, you don’t know?” I said it in a gentle tone. No accusation, no disbelief. I genuinely didn’t understand. 
 
    “It’s embarrassing!” Her eyes fell to the floor. Her hands went to the hem of the little skirt she wore and tugged down an inch, as if trying to cover herself. “I’m not proud of that night. And I don’t want you to think…” 
 
    My hand found her knee. “Hey. It’s me, Erica! You don’t need to be embarrassed about anything with me. I know you. I love you!” I put a finger underneath her chin and gently lifted her head. Her eyes met mine and I read the lingering hesitation there. “Talk to me,” I said softly. 
 
    She shook her head, her eyes dropping again. “It’s still kind of confusing,” she muttered. “And it pisses me off. At myself. I honestly don’t understand why it happened. Logically, I should have told him to fuck off and come back home. But, that’s not what I did, is it? 
 
    “I did exactly what he told me to do. I went home with him, and I fucked him, even though I couldn’t stand the guy.” She paused, thinking back on that night. “Why? I…” Her mouth snapped shut, her lips drawn into a hard, bitter line. “I guess I’m just a slut!” she spat, the words hot and full of venom. Her blonde hair bounced on her shoulders as she shook her head angrily. 
 
    “No, you’re not. You’re just a woman who enjoys sex.” I stroked her bare knee. When she lifted her head, I shot her a mischievous grin and added, “Who just happens to be married to a pervert who gets off on letting you shag other guys!” 
 
    My little joke broke the tension. Erica laughed, leaning over and hugging me tightly. I kissed the top of her head and stroked her soft hair with my hand. When she pulled away from me and sat up again, she shook her head. “Thanks! I needed that. But, you’re wrong, you know. So wrong.” 
 
    I was silent, waiting for her to go on. This had been a long time coming, and I needed to let her feel her way through what she needed to tell me. 
 
    “I am a slut,” she explained, holding up her hand to stop the protest she knew was coming. “I’ve been giving it a lot of thought lately. I didn’t want to admit it at first, didn’t want it to be true, but it is. You’re married to a slut! And Shawn was the one who made me realize it. 
 
    “He was so… I don’t know… so forceful, so dominant. And I caved. I just melted. I did exactly what he asked. 
 
    “I followed him out of that diner like a well-trained dog. But, by the time we reached his bike in the alleyway, I was starting to think a little more clearly. I had made up my mind to tell him ‘no’. And then…” She turned her face away from me, looking at the wall. 
 
    “Then, what?” I asked. 
 
    “Um, well, when he turned around, he was holding it in his hand.” 
 
    “It? He was holding what in his…? Oh! You mean,…?” 
 
    She nodded, biting her lip again. “It. His cock. He was just standing there, leaning against the gas tank of his Harley with his cock out.” Erica closed her eyes and I saw her shiver. “God, baby! It was beautiful! So thick and hard! I couldn’t take my eyes off of it. Like I was hypnotized or something.” Her eyes snapped open, and I could see the excitement burning in them. “And when he ordered me to suck it, it was like I couldn’t resist. I just dropped down on my knees and did it!” 
 
    Oh fuck! The image that popped into my head, of my lovely wife on her knees in a dark alley, blowing some handsome stranger she’d just met made me dizzy with excitement. “Your stockings,” I muttered, one more piece of the puzzle falling into line. 
 
    Erica nodded, “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Don’t be. What happened next?” 
 
    “Well,” she began, taking a deep breath, “once I had him hard, he pulled me off him. And, when I say that, I mean he literally had to pull me off him! I didn’t want to let go. I wanted to make him cum so badly! To taste him, to swallow him. I begged him to let me finish.”  
 
    My heart was racing as I listened to her description. Erica had never liked me cumming in her mouth, and now she wanted this guy to do it? It was so dirty, so naughty! Begging him?! 
 
    “When he shook his head and pulled me to my feet, I thought he was going to fuck me right there in the alleyway. But he didn’t. He just tucked himself back into his pants, swung his leg over his motorcycle, and said, ‘hop on, slut’. And, instead of slapping his face, I did it! I just climbed on behind him, wrapped my arms around his chest, and off we went.” 
 
    I felt my temper flare. Just who the fuck did this guy think he was?! I’d kill that son of a bitch for treating my wife this way! No. No, I wouldn’t. I felt the fire in my veins die down. I had no right to be angry at this man. Because Erica had gone along with it. 
 
     Some part of her had wanted this. I couldn’t reconcile the woman before me with the wanton slut she was describing, the one who meekly accepted such treatment. It was mind-boggling! But, her tale wasn’t finished. There was more to come. 
 
    “You saw what I was wearing that night. It took all of two seconds on a motorcycle for that little skirt to be raised up around my waist. But, do you think Shawn stopped? Oh no! He just kept on driving, flashing my panties to anyone who wanted to look. It was so humiliating! 
 
    “And when we got to his place (a beat up old trailer down by the lake, by the way), he grabbed me by the waist, lifted me off the motorcycle, and immediately put his hand down my panties. ‘Nice and wet!’ he said when he slipped his finger into me. ‘Ready for some more of this cock?’ And I…” she shook her head again, as if trying to wrap her head around what she had done, “I just nodded and said, ‘Yes, please!’ Can you believe that?” 
 
    Now it was my turn to shake my head. I’d never known my wife had a submissive streak, but Shawn seemed to have discovered it. 
 
    “He was right. I was wet. Wetter than I’ve ever been. I was desperate for it,” she continued. “It was like a drug, his cock! I wanted it. No, I needed it! At that moment, I think I would’ve done anything just to have that big dick of his! And he knew it. Oh God, how he knew it! 
 
    “I was sucking his cock as soon as he had the door unlocked, down on my knees in the dark, on the gritty linoleum, sucking him like my life depended on it. He took me fast, that first time, just lifted my skirt up, bent me over the kitchen counter, and fucked me. I barely had time to put a condom on him. In his own way, I think he needed it as much as I did. 
 
    “After that, he took his time. He stripped me naked and really went to work on me. God, he was a beast! I’m not sure he even knew my name, just called me ‘slut’ or ‘whore’. He tied me to the headboard, held me down, spanked me, made me suck his big balls, made me beg for his cock. And he fucked me. God John! He fucked me so hard, I thought it was going to kill me! 
 
    “And I never made a single objection, just did everything he told me to. Not even,” she blushed, “when he put his thumb up my ass!”  
 
    “Oh my God!” I gasped. I gripped the edge of the couch tightly, as though afraid I might fall off. 
 
    “Those were my words exactly!” Erica giggled nervously. “It was so dirty, so demeaning, and so… surreal. Like it wasn’t even me it was happening to. Like I was watching some other slut being fucked and dominated by this man. It was crazy!” She looked me squarely in the eye. “But the thing was, in some strange way, I loved every second of it!”  
 
    I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. It was a lot to take in. And in all honesty, I didn’t know what to think. 
 
    A pained expression came across her face. “And, it scared me. Not scared that he might hurt me, but more scared of how far I might go, scared I might mess things up, hurt you. In that moment, I think I would’ve done anything for that big cock of his. And that scared me. It still does!”  
 
    “Yeah. I can understand that,” I offered. It was the truth. Hell, the way she described her need for that big cock frightened me a little! 
 
    “I was out of control that night. Totally off the rails! I hated that man, but to tell you the truth, if he had walked through that door the next night, I’d have been on my knees in a second!  
 
    “And, it wasn’t just Shawn. Ever since that thing with Aaron, I’d been going 90 miles an hour, craving more. I was like an addict! We’d unleashed this raging monster that lived inside me and I couldn’t control it. I couldn’t trust myself after that. Not until I got my head on straight again.” 
 
    “And that’s why you took a break after your date with him,” I said. It wasn’t a question. I understood what had happened with her now. “Wow!” I whispered. We were both silent for a few moments, her words hanging over us like a pall, forcing the air from the room. I was dimly aware of the fact that my cock was making a tent in the front of my trousers. 
 
    Erica nodded. “I was like a kid playing with his father’s gun. I got so caught up in the excitement, the forbidden thrill, that I let things go too far. I needed time to think things through. That’s when I realized that Shawn’s words had been true. I really was a slut! Once I accepted that about myself, I could move forward. I started paying better attention to just who I went out with. Vetting them better. No more bad boys. No more assholes! Geoff. Adam. They were sweethearts.” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Okay, so they were sweethearts with big cocks!” she laughed. “But you know what I mean! They’re nice guys. And that’s what I’m into. Not some macho jerk who treats me like shit! I don’t need that!” 
 
    “So, no more spankings?” I grinned. “No more being tied up and fucked senseless?” 
 
    “I’m not saying that,” she gave me a sheepish grin. “I’m just saying I’d prefer it if the guy who ties me up isn’t a total dick about it!” 
 
    I looked at her for a second, trying to decide if she was teasing or not. 
 
    “I’ve been trying to tell you. You married a slut!” she shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    I didn’t argue with her this time. She was right. She was a slut. The thing was, I liked that. I liked what she had become. The barometer between my legs was registering fully turned on. 
 
    “Oh, that reminds me! Could you pick up some more condoms tomorrow? We’re running low!” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. “XL, I assume?” I winked at her. 
 
    Erica nodded, “Yeah. Although, I’ve been thinking maybe you should pick up some regular-sized ones as well. Some of the guys on there look like they’re about the same size as you.” 
 
    “Hmm,” I frowned. All this time, I had thought that Erica was mainly interested in trying out guys with big cocks. Now she was apparently considering sleeping with guys that were more average. 
 
    “I know what you’re thinking,” she cooed, scooting closer and putting a hand on the very prominent bulge in my slacks. I felt my dick jump at her touch. 
 
    “That those guys might be a little small for you, after your last few dates?” I offered. 
 
    “Mm hmm. But, you’re being short-sighted,” she whispered, her lips caressing my ear as she spoke. “It’s all relative.”  
 
    Her hand unzipped my fly and began to stroke cock. With the excitement of her confession about Shawn still swirling inside my brain, I was having trouble maintaining control. 
 
    “Relative?” I croaked. 
 
    “Yes. You see, sweetie, I’ve been thinking that a dick that size would be just perfect… for my first anal experience!” 
 
    I grunted like a lovesick otter as I squirted in her pumping hand. 
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    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?  
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 2 
 
    For some time now, John and Erica have harbored a secret fantasy: sharing her with another man. A black man. It’s a powerful, exciting idea that dominates their pillow talk, a tease that quickly rises to the level of an obsession. But, it’s only a harmless fantasy. Isn’t it? 
 
    Erica’s best friend, Alice, a veteran of the hotwife lifestyle, is quick to note John and Erica’s budding interest and more than willing to give the young couple the final nudge they needed. When a company party provides her with the perfect opportunity, she arranges for Erica to be seduced by one of her lovers.  
 
    Suddenly, the fantasy has become a stark reality. It’s no longer just a game. Erica, the innocent, faithful wife, has taken a black lover. And, as John soon discovers, she has no intention of stopping there! 
 
    What happens when John is forced to deal with his wife’s infidelity? Will Erica’s newly discovered wild streak destroy their marriage or make it stronger? Would she stop if her husband asked her to?  Does he really want her to stop? 
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