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		This is an erotic work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is accidental and damned amazing.

		

		There is sex, lots of it. There is wife cheating and all kinds of goings-on. If that offends you, please don’t read this book. But if you’re looking for a fun, dirty read, this is it. If you are offended by violence, particularly violence against women, consider yourself warned.

		

	
		

		Prologue

		

		I sat back and stared at the blank monitor. My cock would throb whenever I remembered what I’d seen.

		Watching them had been exciting. Watching, knowing how close I was to losing my wife, and that there was nothing I could do about it, made the experience intense.

		I tried to process my conflicting emotions. Obviously, I’d been aroused but I was also simmering with anger. The big cocked bastard was taking Brittany away from me. He thought he owned her now, he owned my wife. She’d even told me Amare owned her. But she’d also said she loved me, and she was still my wife. How could I reconcile that?

		Was she going to leave me for him? Anxiety threatened to overcome me. How would it work, a white woman living deep in the bush?

		No, I didn’t think she was leaving me for him, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t losing her.

		I remembered how loose her pussy had felt after her first, shorter, visit with him. She’d given her body to him even then, long before I knew. I felt myself sliding into depression, on the verge of giving up. My wife had become the property of another man and she hadn’t said a word to me about it.

		I was heading for the depths and I tried to pull myself back. Maybe it really did work the way Amare had explained. In his world, in the mountains, Brittany was his and he protected her. In my world, in New York, she was my wife. I should try reconciling myself to this arrangement.

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		I’d considered us a normal couple before my wife took a long-term project in the mountainous jungle and left me at home. We’d lived in a nice suburban house with two cars in the garage and a barbeque grill in the backyard; the works. My wife was an engineer, and I was… between engagements.

		Brittany and I had gone to the same school and graduated at the same time. But I’d dropped out my first time in college and enlisted in the Army before my junior year. After my discharge, I’d reenrolled and completed my degree in journalism. Now the only jobs I could find were freelance writing gigs for internet platforms. I’d write a piece, it would get used and I’d get paid, or it wouldn’t get published and I wouldn’t get paid. My wife was younger than me by the same eight years I’d spent in uniform.

		Before going to the project in the jungle she’d been making good money. Partly because there weren’t a lot of top female civil engineers, but mostly because she was very good at what she did. While she was away, she’d be making phenomenal money.

		Brittany had a wonderful, irreverently humorous personality. In addition to being wildly intelligent she was tall, slender, shapely, and blonde. My wife was well aware of how she looked and was not above using her appearance to get ahead. She was an accomplished flirt. I’d always thought that she stopped at just flirting.

		Many people who knew her might have been able to guess how enthusiastic Brittany was in bed, since she always seemed to be just one drink away from stripping off her clothes. Her fantasies could frankly outrun mine, and that’s saying something. I never found a thing that my wife wasn’t willing to try.

		The bridge project involved her working with people she’d never met, thousands of miles away in a pretty much completely isolated area of the world. The damn project changed our lives. In some ways for the better and, in many more ways, for the worse.

		It started because a group of businessmen and the government wanted to take advantage of a small nation that consisted of jungle covered mountains. Their idea was to connect otherwise isolated small settlements with bridges to make it easier to extract and transport an abundance of rare and valuable minerals. They preferred to keep all profits for themselves.

		Brittany had been doing the same sort of fieldwork here for a company contracting with our Department of Transportation. The project in the mountains offered greater responsibility and a whole lot more money. She thought it was being done for humanitarian reasons. Of course, nobody told her the real purpose.

		It was a project fraught with problems. A few natives understood what was being done and didn’t like it at all. Either they thought the rocks should be kept in the ground, or they wanted a bigger cut for themselves. Opinions differed. The most vocal opponent was a man named Omar. The government soon had him in jail.

		The money being spent was outrageous, and only some of it made its way to constructing the bridges. Questions were already being asked.

		Brittany was enthralled by the amount of money they were offering her but was blind to the purpose. She arranged for vacation time to interview for the project she’d be working on. As much as I argued against her going, Brittany made the arduous trip anyway. Communicating with her became difficult and spotty the entire month she was away.

		I wasn’t at all surprised when she came back wildly enthused about the experience. Especially since government minders had been with her the entire time filtering out any negative opinions.

		“I can do this, Daniel,” Brittany said. “They have everything including the labor; what they need is me.”

		“That’s nice,” I said, a feeling of dread coming over me. “How about if I interview you and write an article about the many advantages of the bridges?”

		“I want to do more than that, Daniel. I want to go there, I want to be the on-site engineer,” Brittany said flopping down beside me. My feeling of dread deepened and caused my heart to pound.

		“I don’t think there are many jobs for journalists in the mountains,” I said hesitantly.

		“That’s okay. I can go, and you can stay here and work,” Brittany was full of enthusiasm. I expected her to jump up and start packing. “I’ll ask for an unpaid leave of absence, so I don’t have to quit my current job. Sebring can’t deny me, he owes me, and if he won’t do it, I’ll just give my notice. The money and experience they’re offering would be worth it.”

		She was on her feet pacing the living room, her barely-there white shorts riding up her pale thighs. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from my wife’s camel-toe. I felt my cock growing thick and hard. “How about if we take a break and spend some time in the bedroom?”

		“Okay, let me just write an email first,” Brittany swung toward the computer. I was hypnotized by the wobble of her boobs while she energetically typed.

		Gotta love that woman. But leaving civilization?

		Brittany had always been like this, it’s how she ended up becoming a civil engineer in the first place. She could have done anything and been successful. In addition to using her skills, she saw engineering as a way to make the world a better place. I guess I could be thankful she hadn’t discovered political science first.

		

		We’d been invited to a party at her boss’s house, and Brittany’s one email turned into two hours of work. By the time she finished writing we were already late.

		I was convinced her boss, Mr. Sebring, only invited us because he had hopes that someday he’d be able to get into my wife’s pants. The old reprobate.

		Brittany was no fool, she knew what she looked like, and she knew what men wanted from her. She was quite willing to use her looks to get what she wanted.

		For this party Brittany wore a blouse just short of being risqué. I was afraid, more accurately I was hoping, that at some point a nipple would appear. It could have. Again, a miracle of engineering.

		“Brittany! I’m so glad you could make it,” Mr. Sebring was truly excited to see her. He wasn’t faking it. Her boss was a slightly built older man with a short gray fringe of hair surrounding a shiny bald dome. He wore outrageously red framed glasses above a strange, off-center, dark mustache and an enormous nose.

		He paid no attention to me as he put his arm around my wife and directed her into the house. The top of his head was about even with Brittany’s shoulder. I followed meekly behind.

		The old man’s skeletal hand crept dangerously close to my wife’s ass as we walked. He hadn’t forgotten I was there; he just didn’t care. Before we entered the main room, Brittany gave me a smile as if to shrug and say, ‘what are you going to do?’

		The room was crowded, though there were only a few of Brittany’s fellow employees in attendance. At least none below the rank of senior vice president. The women were mostly the older wives of the decidedly older men. But not all.

		Being ignored gave me the opportunity to grab a drink and play a game of ‘spot the trophy wife.’ This was always enormously great fun. Not because they were hard to find, that was the easy part of the game. The really fun part was spotting the older wives who were looking at them with disdain.

		Sebring was busy introducing my wife. After each introduction Brittany would point out her husband standing along the wall nursing a drink. The older wives looked confused; their husbands looked intrigued. I’d seen enough hotwife clips, and read enough books, to guess what they were thinking.

		“Old man Sebring’s doing one of his employees in front of her husband.” Dirty old fuckers.

		Sebring’s hand was making lazy figure eights on my wife’s ass.

		“Why do you do it?” He wasn’t exactly an old fucker. Still, he had at least 15 years on me.

		“Why do I do what?”

		“Why do you let Sebring do it?” He asked again.

		I judged him carefully before I spoke, how unlike me. “I still don’t understand?”

		“Okay, you’re going to make me say it. Why do you let him fuck your wife?” He said.

		“My name is Daniel,” I stuck out my hand.

		He looked at it, I guess to make sure there was nothing on it, before shaking. “I’m Mark, Mark Fellowes.”

		I recognized his name immediately. Fellowes Industries was not only one of the largest companies around but was also deeply involved in building the bridges. He employed thousands in our area. “Sebring isn’t fucking my wife.”

		Fellowes looked at me oddly, as if appraising me. “Are you sure? He’s awfully friendly with her.”

		It was hard to see them now, too many people blocked our view and the rooms seemed darker than before. When the crowd parted enough for me to catch a glimpse, Sebring had my wife backed against a wall, his head with his hideous red framed glasses were only inches from Brittany’s face. He okay must have been standing on his tiptoes. My wife was smiling at him. I couldn’t see his hands.

		“I think the old bastard’s feeling her up,” Fellowes said. “At least it looks that way from the little I can see.”

		“Why do you care, Mr. Fellowes?” I asked him.

		“Let’s go somewhere quieter to talk,” Fellowes suggested. “And, please call me Mark.”

		We slipped unseen from the reception, and down a hallway to an unmarked double door. Inside was a room decorated in a way Sebring probably thought was manly. Maybe he liked the way the dark paneling absorbed the light. The room was dreadful, animal heads stared at us from the walls. A pool table, looking as though it had never been used, stood on a narrow platform under one of the few lights. The narrow platform made the table unusable. The room even had an old jukebox.

		“I have no idea what he does in this room,” Mark said. “He can’t play pool in here, he’s never hunted. Maybe he just likes using this bar?”

		It was a beautiful old mahogany bar, the top buffed to a high sheen; stocked with every imaginable liquor. All it needed was a bartender in a white shirt, sleeve garters, and a black bowtie.

		We made drinks for ourselves and settled into leather club chairs along the dark rear wall. Mark asked if I minded before pulling out a cigar. I did, I hated the smell, but I told him to go ahead anyway. Fellowes Industries, the jungle, and billions of dollars.

		We chatted about nothing while he fiddled with his smoke and finally got it lit to his satisfaction. The smell wasn’t as bad as I expected. Maybe it was just a very expensive cigar.

		“You might not have seen my wife,” Mark said. “Let me rephrase that, you definitely saw her, you just didn’t know who she was. She’s the redhead, with big boobs.”

		He was right, I’d seen her. I thought she was one of the trophy wives, scorned by dozens, admired by the men. “You’re right, I did see her.”

		“What did you think?” He asked.

		“What did I think about a beautiful redhead with big knockers? Is that what you’re asking?” He laughed.

		“Okay, fair enough. Do you want to know what I thought of your wife?” He asked.

		“Yes,” I said. Now I was curious, Fellowes was a different sort of man than I had expected.

		“I thought she was even more beautiful than my own wife and her ‘knockers,’ while smaller, were still impressive. I know, already, that she’s great at her job. What I couldn’t understand is why she’d be sleeping with somebody like Sebring,” Mark said. “Why do you let him get away with feeling her up like he’s doing?”

		“He’s her boss, and I know that’s all he’s getting,” I said.

		“What if he was getting more, and you just didn’t know about it?” Mark was assessing me carefully.

		“Mark, this conversation is getting weird,” I said. “If it’s going to get any weirder, I’m going to need another drink.”

		We got up, made new drinks, and settled back down in our club chairs where I waited as Mark re-fired his cigar.

		“Let’s agree this conversation is just between us and everything is hypothetical,” Mark said when he had his cigar going sufficiently. I agreed.

		“Have you ever heard of a hotwife?” Mark asked me.

		I must have looked surprised, because Mark smiled, and said, “You have.”

		“I have been apprised that such a thing exists but, unlike the unicorn, hotwives can be found. I’ve just never met one,” I answered.

		“You’ve seen one though, she’s the redhead in the other room.”

		I felt my cock thickening. “Let me make sure I understand the concept. A hotwife is a woman, a married woman, who has sex with other men while her husband watches and approves.”

		“That’s basically it, sometimes it’s not a man and sometimes the husband only hears about it, but you’ve got the general idea,” his head was hidden in a large billowing cloud of cigar smoke.

		“You think, or you thought, that my wife was a hotwife? Not that there’s anything wrong with it,” I said. “In fact, I can see the appeal.”

		“Can you?” He asked. “Can you really see the appeal, Daniel. Because if you can, I think we can have a very interesting conversation.”

		We sat in silence for several minutes nursing our drinks as Mark’s cigar burned down. Finally, he broke the silence again, “I enjoy watching my wife with other men, Daniel. I’ve only watched her with another woman once, but I enjoyed that, too.”

		I had a hard on.

		“What do you guess your wife would think of this conversation?” He asked.

		We waited for several more minutes as Mark sat quietly to let me ponder what he’d said.

		“I think the four of us should get together some night, and we’ll ask her,” I said. “If it’s just me asking, I may not get the response we want. But if she likes you, and she likes your wife…” I left my answer hanging.

		“Excuse me for asking, but is Brittany… Her name is Brittany? Correct? Is Brittany generally open to new ideas in the bedroom?”

		Our conversation was interrupted by a couple stumbling into the room. They were focused on each other and didn’t see us sitting in the dark.

		All we could make out, at first, were silhouettes before it became clear that one of them was Sebring himself. He stopped for a moment as if sniffing the air, probably because of the lingering cigar smoke before remembering that he wasn’t alone.

		“Mr. Sebring, please don’t do that,” the other silhouette was Brittany.

		Mark and I slid down in our chairs so we couldn’t be seen. “I told you Sebring was up to something,” Mark whispered.

		“I can do you a lot of good Brittany,” we could clearly hear Sebring’s weak old man’s voice. “Besides, you’re very wet.”

		“Of course I am, when you’re touching me like that,” my wife said. “I’m only human.”

		“I can arrange for that jungle covered mountain thing you want so much; you wouldn’t even have to take a leave of absence. You could get paid while you were gone,” I heard Brittany moaning.

		“What do you want?”

		“I want to fuck you,” Sebring was so excited his voice shook. Or maybe it was just old age.

		“How about if I do this instead?” My wife said.

		Mark and I exchanged a look before we peeked over the top of the table. Brittany was on her knees with Sebring’s tiny cock in her mouth. His head was back, and he moaned loudly with excitement.

		The old man didn’t stand a chance. He barely had an opportunity to enjoy what he’d wanted for so long when he orgasmed. I was concerned that he was having a heart attack. I briefly wondered which was preferable.

		Had the old bastard already forgotten all about her project?

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		“Brittany, I’d like you to meet Mark Fellowes,” My wife was acting flustered, and I could see a small speck of white cum in the corner of her mouth.

		“Brittany and Daniel, this is my wife, Régene,” the blonde goddess was meeting the redhead. Mark and I grinned at each other.

		“Brittany!” Régene ’s face lit up. “I’ve been admiring you all night, you’re so beautiful.” Mark’s wife moved into hug mine.

		It was the first time I’d seen Régene up close. She’d looked fantastic from a distance; up close she was breathtaking. She spoke with an undefinable accent, clearly not American, but not clearly anything else, either.

		Brittany didn’t know quite what to do, her arms hung loosely at her sides as Régene kissed her first on one cheek and then the other, before kissing her on the lips. We all expected it to be a quick smack, but it turned into a lingering, and very hot, kiss.

		At first Brittany’s eyes grew wide, before closing halfway in a look I was familiar with. The other woman’s kiss was affecting my wife.

		“You taste good,” Régene I said, licking her lips. “A familiar taste, yes?”

		Before my wife could answer she was being kissed again, and this time she was kissing back. Brittany wrapped her arms around Mark’s wife, and their bodies seem to merge.

		“We have agreed to see them next weekend, they’re coming over for dinner, perhaps we should save the ‘greetings?’” Mark suggested.

		“Of course, of course how thoughtless of me,” Régene said. “We’ll get to know each other much better next weekend.”

		My wife looked shocked.

		

		“I saw you,” we were in our bedroom and I was undressing my wife.

		“You saw me…?”

		“I saw you give the old bastard a blowjob,” I said.

		“Oh shit, Daniel, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean…” Brittany was flustered.

		“It’s okay,” I had my face buried between her legs.

		She tried to push me away, “What do you mean… okay?”

		“I mean, it made me hard,” I said. “And Régene’s kiss made you wet.”

		“Did not,” Brittany said. “Oh shit, did too. Did too a lot. What do you think will happen next weekend?”

		I spent another few minutes lapping at my wife’s clitoris before looking up at her, “We’ve never talked about it. How do you feel about sex with another person, maybe even a woman?” I went back to my duties.

		My wife put her hands behind my head and pulled me in tight, “Oh Christ, Daniel. Before tonight, I’d have never… Oh, that’s good.”

		“She liked licking the old geezer’s cum off your mouth,” I said. “How do you think she’d feel about a young geezer?”

		“Shut up and keep licking,” I licked Brittany through two hard, deep orgasms. I was providing the tongue, but Régene was providing the stimulation.

		When I slid my erection inside her pussy, my wife locked her ankles behind my head. Her thighs felt hot and slick against me as she fucked me as hard as I fucked her.

		“Are you…going to…eat her?” I asked. I was close to coming and judging by Brittany’s thrusts, so was she.

		“Oh Daniel, oh Daniel,” she was coming again, even harder this time. “Yes!”

		I didn’t know if she said ‘yes’ she was coming or ‘yes’ she’d eat pussy. I took it to mean, “yes, I’ll eat her pussy.”

		

		Our week was normal, which was fine after the weekend we’d had. I’d awakened Brittany on Sunday by trying to fuck her while she was still asleep. Fortunately, she’d been just as wet as I’d been hard.

		“You’re going to do it, aren’t you?” I asked at breakfast.

		“Do what?” Brittany had her reading glasses on and her laptop open. I’d peeked at the screen only to see the usual rows of numbers and diagrams.

		“You’re going to eat pussy,” I didn’t look up.

		“Why do you think I’m going to eat pussy?” Brittany probably hadn’t looked up either.

		“Because you’re hot for Régene, and she’s hot for you. You looked good kissing her.”

		“You men, that’s all you think about. Two women ripping their clothes off and going at each other,” Brittany made some entries in her spreadsheet. “Or maybe we’ll just strip down to our panties and have a pillow fight.”

		“That’s what you were thinking about when you kissed her back?” I sipped my coffee.

		“A pillow fight? Okay, let’s say, I did think about it,” Brittany took her reading glasses off. “Let’s say I wanted to fuck her. How soon before you became jealous and territorial?”

		“If you’d started fucking her last night, I’d have gotten ‘jealous and territorial’…let me think…pretty much never,” I smiled at her. “Want to see my hard on just from thinking about it?”

		“You really wouldn’t mind if I made love with another woman?” Brittany asked. “What if I excluded you, wouldn’t even let you watch.”

		“Would you tell me about it?” I asked.

		“Let’s say I wouldn’t.”

		“I wouldn’t like it,” I said. “But I could live with it.”

		I had my wife’s attention now. “You could live with it?”

		“Let’s say it wasn’t Régene. Let’s say it was Mark,” I said.

		“Oh, goodie. Let’s say I was fucking Mark and I excluded you,” Brittany was sitting forward in her chair.

		“If you wouldn’t even tell me about it?” I asked. “How could I feel one way or the other? I’d have to know something.”

		“Okay. Fair enough. I told you I was fucking him, but you couldn’t watch, and I wasn’t going to give you any details,” my wife was all in.

		“I’d be jealous, I’d be angry,” before my wife could say ‘ah-ha,’ I finished with, “And I’d be constantly hard wondering what you were doing with him. Every time you were gone, I’d beat off. Every time you came home, I’d try to bone you.”

		“You would?” Brittany seemed surprised. “It would turn you on if I fucked another person?”

		I stood up with my erection sticking through the slit in the front of my boxers. “Need proof?”

		Brittany wrapped her hand around my cock and rubbed the head on her lips. “I want to fuck Régene. I want to lick her pussy and when I’m really wet, I want Mark to fuck me.”

		I moaned. “Oh, Brittany. At the same time?”

		“What difference does it make? You can’t be there; you have to stay home while I fuck them.”

		“I might come,” I said. My cock throbbed in her hand.

		“You’re serious, aren’t you?” she asked.

		“Yes. You have my permission to fuck either one, or both. You don’t have to tell me anything,” I was close to coming.

		“I probably won’t,” my wife said, sucking the head of my cock into her mouth right after saying, “But I very well might.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		“Tell me about the project,” Mark said. The four of us were sitting on matching couches, across from one another.

		It was the magic question. Brittany and Mark talked for almost two hours about the project she wanted to do, and about her visit to the village. After a while Mark sat next to Brittany and I moved over by Régene.

		My wife explained that she planned to work with a ghost tribe living deep in the mountains, largely cut off physically from civilization. Each village was even cut off from others of the same tribe because of the need for bridges. Much later I realized that the amount of natural resources they controlled was never mentioned.

		The primary village, at the base of the mountains, while difficult to get to, had some contact with the outside world. They lived in primitive conditions, but an effort had been made by the government to improve education, bring them electricity, and provide a spotty connection to the Internet. The result was, a semi-successful education program, the introduction of electrical power from solar generators, and two computers. Amare, who had been educated in the West, benefited the most.

		They practiced their own blended religion mixing Western and traditional teachings. They did not practice circumcision but did practice polygamy, at least for important males.

		We watched as they became engrossed in their conversation. “I think my husband wants to fuck your wife.”

		Régene’s comment caught me by surprise. I turned to face her, “You think… What again?”

		Régene merely looked at me, “My husband wants to fuck your wife. I’m not sure it’s a bad thing, they’re beautiful people, I think I’d like to see it.”

		“You wouldn’t mind your husband with a different woman?” I was intrigued. Maybe she was just being European.

		“Oh no, I’ve seen it before, but never with a woman as beautiful as your wife. It gives me the shivers,” she said. “Is that the right word? Shivers?”

		Her mouth, when she said the word shivers, looked like it was puckering for a kiss. “Oh look, I think maybe I’ve made you a little hard.” Régene had her hand on my thigh, which didn’t help the situation.

		“But this is what I mean by shivers, it’s the same way with women,” she said. “It just doesn’t show.”

		Her hand was moving up my thigh, very close to my ‘shiver.’

		“Mark,” Régene suddenly announced. “I think maybe I should take Daniel into the bedroom.”

		“Why?” My wife asked.

		“I am giving him erection, I think,” Régene answered. She looked over at my wife and her husband, “Watching you two is exciting to us.”

		Brittany looked confused. Mark said, “My wife has an overactive, oversexed imagination. She thinks because you’re so beautiful that I want to sleep with you.”

		“You do, Mark,” Régene said. “Admit it. Even Régene wants to fuck her.”

		My wife laughed. I was happy to hear it; this could have gone bad. “Besides,” Régene continued. “You sucked the cock of that awful Mr. Sebring, and Mark would be a much better choice, don’t you think?”

		Oh, crap. I sat frozen watching my wife study the man next to her.

		“You’re right, Régene. Mark would be a great improvement.”

		Régene clapped her hands. “Wonderful! It’s settled then, you fuck Mark. Daniel and Régene will watch.”

		Before I had a chance to object, Régene pulled me off the couch and down the hallway.

		We settled into a loveseat in an ornate bedroom and waited. Minutes later, minutes that felt like hours, Brittany and Mark walked through the door. My wife gave me a questioning look, and I smiled at her.

		“I’d like to talk to my husband, if nobody minds,” Brittany said.

		“Oh no, please talk,” Régene said.

		“We’ll just go out into the hall,” Brittany said.

		“Oh… You can talk here. Mark and I need to use the bathroom,” Régene said.

		When they were gone, Brittany turned to me. “Is this what you want?”

		“This is all Régene’s idea,” I said.

		Brittany snuggled up close to me and ran her hand over the crotch of my pants. I felt myself coming alive at her touch. “Mark is a sexy man, being so close to him has had an effect on me,” my wife said. “Now go home.”

		“What?” I said not understanding. “Régene’s right here.”

		“That’s the deal, you remember?” I nodded dumbly. My cock was throbbing wildly in my pants. My wife was going to have sex with another man and his wife, and I couldn’t be there.

		My movements were slow and jerky as I collected my things. I adjusted my cock so I could walk almost normally.

		“Oh, I’m so excited,” Régene exploded from the bathroom with Mark trailing behind her. She’d changed into a very sheer negligée, and her boobs were visible, bouncing as she made her way toward us.

		“Daniel has to leave,” my wife said, hugging Régene. “But I’m staying, if that’s okay?”

		Brittany was caressing one of Régene’s nipples through the negligée. I could see it getting hard. Neither woman looked my way.

		Mark was just wearing a pair of boxer shorts, his erection making a giant tent in the front. “We’ll miss you, dude. But we’ll take good care of Brittany.”

		Walking in a fog, I made my way through their house and out to our car. It didn’t occur to me until I was halfway home that my wife was stranded. The thought made my cock throb even harder.

		I made myself another drink as soon as I walked into the house, I had a hard time holding the glass without shaking the ice out of it. I was painting incredibly dirty scenes with my imagination. Everything filthy I had ever seen in a pornographic film was playing, with my wife in the lead.

		My cock was hard; I wondered what they were doing to her. I wanted to go back, I wanted to see for myself.

		I paced the house, picking up pictures of Brittany when I pass them, and putting them back down.

		There was our wedding picture, of course. She looked spectacular in her gown. She looked even better in the picture taken the day she graduated. Older, more sophisticated, much hotter than her younger self. Was his cock large?

		At least he was married, she wouldn’t leave me for him. What was she doing with Régene? I’d never known Brittany to be attracted to another woman.

		It was two in the morning when I couldn’t take it anymore, and I sent her a text:

		

		[Daniel] Just checking in, are u ok?

		

		I waited a long time for an answer. I fell asleep dreaming of Brittany, she’d been naked, teasing me, disappearing every time I reached for her. Sometime during the night, I taken off most of my clothing. My pants were gone, leaving me with just my boxer shorts. Next to me on the floor was a half empty bottle of Jack Daniels, lying on its side. The television was playing a rerun of a very old sitcom, which didn’t help my headache.

		

		[Brittany] On m wy

		

		I guess that meant ‘on my way.’ The head of my cock and the inside of my shorts felt crusty. I hadn’t come, it must’ve just been leakage. I tried to get up, apparently, I didn’t make it.

		“You smell like an old bar,” a female voice said next to my ear. I cracked one eye, it hurt.

		“You smell like pussy,” I said to Brittany.

		“You know how good pussy tastes?” Brittany said. “Oh, silly me, of course you do.”

		“How good did his big dick feel?” I asked.

		Brittany peeled down my shorts and inspected my throbbing hard on. “You missed me, didn’t you? I’ll bet you want to know what happened, what they did to me?”

		I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close, “Tell me everything.”

		“Everything?” Brittany wiggled out of my arms and started walking toward the bedroom. I followed her as fast as I could, my feet becoming tangled in my discarded clothing and I almost fell. By the time I made it to our bedroom, my wife was taking off her dress, she had nothing on underneath it.

		“I’ve got an offer to work for Fellowes in on the project in the mountains, and that old goat Sebring will have to approve the leave of absence,” Brittany said. Was her pussy puffier than normal? Were her thighs wet?

		“What did they do to you? Please tell me,” I said.

		“No, that wasn’t the deal. Let’s just say I had a wonderful time,” Brittany said. She kissed me then, full on the lips. She did taste like pussy.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Brittany’s pussy was swollen and wet; it felt looser somehow when I was inside her. I was a man possessed despite my hangover, I wanted to reclaim her. I don’t know how many times I told her that I loved her. Until she finally laughed at me and said, “I get it, you love me even though I’m a tramp.”

		I couldn’t get enough, every night I was after her, I was having a hard time writing, thinking about what she was doing.

		“If you don’t stop thinking about pussy, you’ll never get anything done,” she told me.

		“I can live with that, let’s fuck,” I said.

		She had to meet with Mark a lot regarding the trip. She was going to be gone a long time, between six and nine months, and I’d be here alone. There were times when we could talk on video chat, but they were iffy, the connections to that remote area were not always good.

		The next few months passed in a blur. Brittany was getting ready to travel at the same time she was preparing herself for the work ahead.

		A lot of nights Brittany came home late with a smile on her face. I wasn’t sure who she’d been with. It could have been Mark, or Régene, or both. In one sense it didn’t matter, whatever she was doing she’d always come home to me.

		

		“I feel bad, Daniel. I’ve been working and we haven’t spent any time together, you haven’t had a chance to play.”

		‘Play,’ was code for a couple’s game we’d read about after I’d confessed to Brittany that I could see the appeal of the old wife swapping parties. After her laughter had died down, we talked about what I’d found interesting.

		One weekend, when we were out, she agreed to play a hotwife game. The first one was very simple. We sat in a bar and Brittany pointed out the men she found attractive.

		I found the game so exciting that I couldn’t keep my hands off my wife. We talked about the men she’d pointed out and fantasized about the things they would do to her. It turned out to be so rewarding for both of us that Brittany was eager to play again.

		We’d reached the point where my wife would allow herself to be hit on, and even leave a bar with strange man, while I watched from a distance. I never knew if anything happened when she was out of my sight, but Brittany loved how it made me want her even more.

		The last time we’d been out, Brittany had introduced me to the man she was talking with as the husband she cheated on. The added humiliation caused my stomach to clench and my cock to become uncontrollably erect. An effect noticed by both of them.

		The next morning when Brittany came home, I wanted her. Not waiting until she was through with her shower, I took her while we ran out of hot water in the process.

		“You know what they say, ‘all work and no play makes Daniel so horny he can’t walk because his cock is always hard.”

		Brittany laughed politely. “I don’t think that’s how it goes. Besides, your cock doesn’t get quite that large.”

		“Don’t toy with me, Brittany.” I was salivating at the prospect of some action.

		“I have an idea for a game,” she told me.

		This should be fun because it was my wife’s idea to play. The only rule we had was that the person suggesting we play a game had to come up with the idea which, up to now, had always been me. It would be fun to find out what my wife was thinking, and more importantly, what turned her on.

		“I’ll be surrounded by black guys, everywhere I turn, big, handsome, black guys,” she was sitting next to me, lightly stroking my erection and smiling. “How do I know you won’t get jealous? Maybe I should – you know, fuck a ‘bull’ here. I mean, you know, play with a bull but, like, not for real.” She giggled.

		My cock was throbbing in her hand. “I think I’ve handled my jealousy pretty well.”

		“Yes, you handled an old man and a rich guy, can you handle a big black bull?”

		“Oh god,” I pulled her hand off my dick before I exploded. “In fairness, there was a woman in there, too.”

		“It got you close, didn’t it?” Brittany straddled my lap, her mouth close to my ear. “I have a secret.” I could feel her lips just touching my ear, along with the brush of her breath when she pronounced ‘s.’ “I’ve been on a dating site looking for a bull, and I think I found one.”

		My heart was pounding so hard I was sure Brittany would be able to hear. “Brittany?” It was all I could get out.

		“I probably won’t fuck him, but I’m curious.”

		The next Friday I was in our car driving to pick up Tyrone and bring him back to our apartment. He would go upstairs, and I’d stay with the car. When they were done doing, whatever it was, I would drive Tyrone back to his home.

		The area he lived in was somewhere between respectable and ghetto. It would go one way or another in the next few years.

		I parked the car between a jacked-up Chevrolet from the 1960s and a newer luxury car. Tyrone himself was a good-looking, Ali-type guy. Except his jeans exposed the boxers he wore, and the baseball cap on his head was turned sideways. He looked arrogant, and he walked with a swagger, as if his cock was so big, he couldn’t move normally.

		“I understand your wife wants to play with a bull tonight,” I might have been wrong about him. He had a big smile and an easy way. He didn’t appear to be taking this too seriously. “Well, here I am, your wife’s bull. Riiight, that’s what I do, I fucks white women.”

		He laughed so hard I had to join in. “Riiight,” I added.

		I couldn’t help looking at him in the rearview mirror. He had sprawled in the seat, seeming to take up the entire car. When he caught me looking, he grinned.

		“You’re the husband.” It wasn’t a question.

		I nodded, without saying a word.

		“Don’t you worry, Tyrone take care o’ your woman,” he tried to get into character but ended up laughing again. I liked him, if Brittany was going to let a black man between her legs, this was the black man she’d want.

		Still, I felt humiliated, despite his good humor. After all, I had been told to pick up a man to fuck my wife, and I was doing it. What did he really think of me? As I drove the bull to our apartment, I caressed my own cock through my pants.

		It was torture sitting in the car waiting for Tyrone to return. He seemed to be gone for a very long time. I wondered if I could sneak in the front door of our apartment before giving up the plan as unworkable. I understood my wife’s sudden interest in black guys and maybe they were actually up there fucking. Would Brittany do that to me?

		Hours passed before Tyrone returned. After he was in the backseat, he gave me a huge smile and put on a pair of dark sunglasses. “Man, that wife of yours is something. I’ve never been with a woman who liked to have her nipples bit like she does.”

		I nearly drove into a tree. Britany loved to have her nipples bitten when she was fully aroused. Maybe she just told him about it, or maybe he found out by actually biting them.

		Would she really fuck him and leave me sitting in the car playing with myself? God, I loved that woman.

		Tyrone chuckled at my distress.

		No words were spoken when I dropped him off. I drove as fast as I dared and when I walked into our apartment Brittany was already in bed. I looked for clues as to what had happened, all I saw were two glasses on the coffee table. One with my wife’s lipstick on the rim.

		The bed might have been messed. My naked wife was sleeping on a bare sheet. The covers were on the floor.

		I took off my clothes, but before I got into bed with her, I looked through the laundry basket, next to our freshly wet shower, to see if I could find any incriminating evidence. There was nothing.

		“Hi, baby. Did you get Tyrone home okay?” Brittany asked in a sleepy voice.

		“What happened?” I asked, trying to get a peek at her nipples. But she managed to keep them covered. Did she cover them on purpose?

		“We talked and had a drink. I’m tired, I’ll see you in the morning.” Brittany turned away from me, took a deep breath and seemed to fall asleep.

		I sat against the headboard, deeply frustrated and very hard. It had been a demeaning experience, but I was more turned on than I’d been in a very long time. Had he fucked my wife? I wanted her to tell me, I wanted her to tell me everything, but I didn’t really want to know.

		

		We made love a lot before she left. The last time we held each other for what seemed like hours, until we broke apart, and it felt like it had been just minutes. We were both crying.

		“It’s not forever,” Brittany said. “It’s just for a few months. I already know the guy I’m to be working with, Amare. His English is good; he’s like an assistant tribal leader, and the people respect him.”

		Brittany would be the only white person within 100 miles of the village. A beautiful blonde white woman, with perfect little breasts, what could go wrong?

		“Nothing’s going to happen, so just lose that erection,” Brittany said with a smile.

		“How come I never got to watch you with Mark or Tyrone?”

		“How do you know anything’s happening with either one?” Brittany asked. She was bustling, getting everything together.

		“Would you tell me if you fucked them?” I asked.

		Brittany paused to think. “I might, although I think you like the mystery.”

		“What about Régene” I asked.

		Brittany couldn’t hide the small smile on her face as she turned away from me. “You’re doing her, aren’t you?” I’d gotten up to help her pack.

		“She’s an interesting woman,” Brittany said snapping the last suitcase shut. I hugged her from behind, my hands on her breasts. Brittany leaned back against me. “I’m going to miss this, but I’ll be home before you know it. I’ll try to connect with you tonight or tomorrow on video chat.”

		Brittany’s flight didn’t arrive at the nearest airport to the village until the next day when she sent me a text.

		

		[Brittany] Just landed. Amare’s here, he’s waiting. Call or chat when I get there if I can. Tired as hell - long way to go. Love you.

		

		I imagined them driving in a beat-up Range Rover on rutted roads and open fields. They’d transfer to boats to paddle up storm swollen rivers. I looked up the temperature there. Hot, very hot. The forecast was for even hotter.

		Brittany was finally able to get through to me the following day. The picture was surprisingly clear, but my wife looked miserable. Sweat was visible on her face and her hair was matted to her head.

		

		[Brittany] I can’t talk long; we only have a limited time for the satellite.

		

		[Daniel] I love you; I miss you.

		

		[Brittany] I miss you too but I’m too damn exhausted to do anything about it. Besides, Amare and I need to start work. We need to finish the first project before the rains.

		

		[Daniel] Are you okay?

		

		[Brittany] Gotta go. Me too, bye.

		

		A few days later the first email arrived, along with attached pictures.

		

		It’s been a rough few days. The temperature is over 100 degrees, and the humidity has been almost as high. We’re doing some great work. I’m very proud of what we’re accomplishing in such a short amount of time.

		

		The pictures were of a remote village with many naked natives going about their business. There was a picture of my wife, her clothing wet and plastered to her body. She was smiling weakly at the camera. My heart went out to her, this was going to be a long six months.

		Régene called to have lunch. It was only when she told me she’d heard from Brittany that I agree to meet with her. Mark’s wife always referred to herself in the third person. It was just the two of us at the small table, but it felt like more.

		“Régene and Mark have heard from Brittany. Mark hears all business, how work is progressing, how money has been spent, all boring stuff,” she said. “Régene hears the good stuff.”

		Régene loved a drama. She left me suspended as she checked out the rest of the restaurant. She had a comment to make about every person there until I was ready to strangle her. “Régene, tell me about Brittany.”

		“It’s not a good place to be. Hot, uncomfortable, even dangerous, I think. Is it true, you were in the Army?” I nodded yes but Régene went on as though she’d forgotten the question. “The people are nice. Did you know, many are naked all day?”

		Régene had her elbow on the table and was leaning close to me. “Even the men, their cocks hanging out, I’m excited thinking about it. Maybe you’ll fuck me when we’re done eating?”

		“Brittany told you about their cocks?” I asked.

		“Of course, silly,” Régene said. “Brittany’s very interested in cocks. Especially big ones, like that man, oh what’s his name? Amare! That’s it, Amare.”

		“You mean the guy who’s helping her?” I sat back in my chair. “He’s with my wife all day, he’s naked, and he has a big… dick?”

		“Yes. Régene was not clear?”

		“Brittany told you this? She hasn’t mentioned it to me,” I said.

		“Oh, silly man,” Régene said, patting my arm. “Of course, Brittany would ‘forget’ to mention such a thing to her husband.”

		Régene was laughing as she looked around the restaurant again. “Do you think our waiter has a big cock?”

		I wasn’t sure how much more information I could extract from her, but I thought I’d give it a try.

		We talked about other things and ate our food. “Is Brittany sleeping with Amare?” I asked when it seemed that the subject had been safely tucked away.

		“Régene does not know.” I resisted the urge to tell her to ask Régene if she ever saw her. “She might be, she’s a hot-blooded woman.”

		Régene patted my cheek before she left, saying, “Brittany loves pussy, does that help?”

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		We exchanged emails, along with occasional video chats, for the next two months. I even talked with Amare, his English was good, and he was a pleasant enough guy. A handsome face, very black skin, and while I only saw him from the waist up his muscles were well developed.

		In one of the pictures, Amare could be seen in the background. His cock hung halfway to his knees.

		Brittany’s emails referred to Amare a lot. How much he was helping, what a great guy he was, it made sense really. She was with him every day, he was one of the few English speakers, of course she’d write about him.

		Jealousy is an ugly thing, even when it’s accompanied by an erection. Every mention of the man drove me crazy with lust. I dreamt of my wife, blonde and pale, her legs spread wide and a strong black man fucking her. I woke, my cock throbbing hard, and tried to recapture the dream as I exploded, ropes of cum reaching to my chin.

		They’d been in the same hut my wife video chatted from, lying somehow so I could see them. I heard the echo of my wife’s voice from the dream. She wouldn’t really say those things, would she?

		When Brittany’s face came up on video chat that day, the dream was still in my head; my cock had never fully gone down. Brittany’s hair was up, and her face was streaming sweat. Her shoulders were bare, and all I could see was the top of her wet bare chest.

		

		[Daniel] Are you naked?

		

		[Brittany] What if I am? It’s more than 38°C here, that’s more than 100° where you are. It’s so humid I can drink the air.

		

		[Daniel, smiling] You’re going native, aren’t you?

		

		[Brittany, smiling back] Maybe a little.

		

		[Daniel] I dreamed about you last night.

		

		[Brittany, interested] Really? What did you dream?

		

		[Daniel] I dreamt you were being fucked, right there on the floor, where I could see you.

		

		[Brittany] Was it a good dream, or a bad dream?

		

		[Daniel] I woke up hard, I came without touching myself I was so excited.

		

		[Brittany] You got excited dreaming about me being fucked by another man, I’m guessing a black man, right?

		

		[Daniel] Yes, he was very black. In fact, I’m hard right now.

		

		[Brittany] Show me.

		

		I slowly stood, my cock hard and throbbing so she could see it in the monitor.

		

		[Daniel] Your turn.

		

		Brittany smiled at me, and looked embarrassed, before standing. Her bare breasts slowly came into view. She didn’t stand up all the way, I could see her only down to her belly button.

		

		[Daniel] Are you totally naked?

		

		I was insanely jealous; my wife was walking around with her gravity defying boobs on full display.

		It was then that Amare appeared, clearly not knowing Brittany was on video chat. He hugged my wife from behind, his large black hands grasping her breasts. His immense cock, already beginning to harden, was pushed over her shoulder and toward the screen.

		Before Brittany could stop him, or explain the situation, Amare directed his erection to her mouth. My wife looked sideways at the screen, even as she accepted the immense mushroom head, stretching her lips as far as they would go. I could hear the wet slurping sounds of her mouth.

		Brittany put her hands up to grasp the black shaft. She wrapped both hands around him and there was still cock visible, her hands were not big enough to fully hold him. I thought she had forgotten all about me, her hands pumped him as her mouth worked on as much cock as she could get inside.

		

		[Brittany] Amare, my husband…

		

		She pulled her mouth away from his cock and flapped a hand toward the computer monitor. Amare seemed to miss the message. My wife’s tongue swiped the length of his cock from his mammoth balls to the head. He pulled my completely naked wife to her feet, just before the screen went blank.

		I tried to get the connection back, without success. My cock was throbbing wildly, on the verge of erupting. At first, rage flashed through me. It only served to fuel my desire for her. I was afraid of how I would stack up compared to a man like Amare. I felt ashamed, even as I jacked off to the memories.

		

		I determined to get back into shape, I couldn’t compete with Amare now, but maybe in a couple of months? I worked hard at it; I was gratified by the quick results. I’d already been running a couple of miles a day, I added more, and even practiced some hand-to-hand to get the rust off.

		The next time Brittany and I talked she tried to act as though nothing had happened.

		

		[Daniel] We can’t avoid it, so let’s talk about what happened.

		

		[Brittany] Try to understand, I’m separated from the world here, I’m living in a different reality.

		

		[Daniel] I don’t understand, I saw you sucking another man’s cock, what am I missing?

		

		Brittany leaned close to the camera; she was wearing a sweat -soaked khaki blouse.

		

		[Brittany] When I’m here, I’m in a different world, a different reality that has nothing to do with the world you’re in. My life here is unlike anything else, and when I come back, I won’t be in this world anymore, I’ll be in yours. Do you understand?

		

		I’ve tried to explain to the wonderful people here that I’m married. But they don’t see a husband, so they don’t understand how I could be married to an invisible man.

		

		Some think it’s wrong for a woman my age to be unmarried and without children. It’s unsettling to them.

		

		Please tell me you understand what I’m going through.

		

		My wife stared at me through the flicker of the computer monitor.

		

		[Daniel] I have a confession to make.

		

		Brittany looked interested.

		

		[Daniel] I don’t understand, but I think about what I saw, and I jack off. I feel guilty, but I’m also angry and jealous. Here’s the funny part, it turns me on.

		

		[Brittany] You got a peek at how I have to live when I’m here, and you liked what you saw?

		

		[Daniel] Is he good to you?

		

		[Brittany] He’s very good to me. Here, I’m his mate. Wives are property, do you understand?

		

		[Daniel] You’re his property, like a table?

		

		[Brittany, blushing] Yes, he can use me anyway he pleases, and Daniel, the way he uses me is very pleasing.

		

		[Daniel] Will you tell me all about it? And will he let you go when the time comes?”

		

		[Brittany] Yes, and I think…

		

		The connection died. I sat frightened. A man could sell a table he owned. Did the table understand the danger it was in?

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		The nature of her emails changed. Brittany began sounding happy, almost giddy. The hard days she’d experienced at the beginning of her stay were gone. She talked about the project, but mostly her emails were just empty words. Always in the background was the specter of Amare.

		When she talked about what she’d done, even innocent things like eating by the lake, I knew Amare had been with her. The emails became shorter as time passed, and more impersonal.

		I arranged another lunch with Régene. She was as ditzy as ever.

		“Régene, what’s going on with Brittany?” I asked. “I know about her affair with Amare, so you can just tell me what you know.”

		“Daniel, Régene will tell you what she knows. It might hurt,” she said, suddenly serious. “Brittany might be in love.”

		I felt like I’d been hit in the stomach with a steel fist. I bent in half and the air rushed from my lungs. I gasped out, “Is our marriage finished?”

		Régene looked concerned. “Régene doesn’t know. Régene only knows that Brittany is happy and can’t get enough of Amare’s loving.”

		I had a terrible time making another video connection with my wife. When we finally talked, it was brief.

		

		[Daniel] I want to watch.

		

		My wife looked surprised, her shoulders were bare, and what looked like tribal markings were on her arms.

		

		[Brittany] Are you sure? Things will never be the same.

		

		[Daniel] Things will never be the same, anyway.

		

		[Brittany] I’ll ask Amare.

		

		I couldn’t sleep imagining what was happening. I felt full of nervous energy as I paced the apartment. My connection to Brittany seemed tenuous. I was being replaced by Amare. I loved Brittany with all my heart, but the changes were too much for me to grasp. My beautiful blonde wife was living with and fucking a large black man.

		At the same time my cock was so hard it hurt, and I couldn’t stop playing with myself. What was wrong with me?

		Finally, the connection was secured again but it was Amare on the line.

		

		[Amare] Daniel my friend, I know you have questions. But this is not so difficult to understand.

		

		[Daniel] Amare, it’s difficult for me. Brittany is my wife; we’ve been married for some time.

		

		[Amare] I went to school in your country, but you’re a long way from here, and our ways are different. In your country Brittany is your wife and I suppose I must respect that. In my world, here on the edge of the mountain, Brittany is my property and you will respect that. On this we must agree.

		

		[Daniel] I’m struggling. Part of me wants to agree, part of me wants to… I don’t know what.

		

		[Amare laughed] We are not only many thousands of miles apart, but between us lies thousands of years of history and culture. But, if you can agree with me, and respect our differences, then I understand that you want something I have the power to provide.

		

		I caught a glimpse of a paleface and blonde hair peeking into the room.

		

		[Daniel] I agree, for now. But she’s still my legal wife, we have to agree on that.

		

		[Amare, shrugging] She is your wife. She is also my property.

		

		It was my turn to shrug.

		I didn’t know what would happen next. Almost a week went by during which I couldn’t connect with them. Then I received an urgent email from Brittany that only gave me a date and a time. I assumed it was their local time and added the right number of hours. I left work early, and sat in front of the computer, my pants gone but my shirt still in place, so I looked dressed.

		When the connection was made what I first saw was that the room had been rearranged. The camera now had a view of the mat on the floor from the three quarters angle. My wife was naked and kneeling on the mat. Her head was lowered so her chin touched her chest, and her blonde hair covered her face. Her body was wet with sweat, her breasts glistened and seemed even larger than they actually were.

		Her knees were parted slightly, her hands were on her thighs, her wedding ring sparkled. The reddish blonde hair on her pussy had been allowed to grow some. Her slit look red and angry, her labia were puffy. I’d never actually seen them stick out from between her lips before. The resolution was great, I could see the very tip of her clitoris. It had always been hard for me to find, but now the tip was visible, marked by a small gold ball.

		Amare walked into the room, his massive cock bopping in front of him, his muscles rippling. His black skin was shining with sweat. He stood in front of Brittany, and she raised her head to look at him, a worshipful expression on her face.

		Amare said a few words, and my wife began kissing his body, starting with his feet, and working slowly up his legs until she reached his balls. Her eyes were bright, and I could see clearly between her thighs. The lips of her pussy were more fully engorged.

		She moaned and rubbed his massive cock on her face to mark herself.

		

		“Who do you belong to, woman?” Amare asked.

		

		“To you, I am yours,” my wife said.

		

		“What will you do for me, woman?” Amare asked.

		

		“Anything,” my wife answered, emphatically.

		

		“What may I do to you, woman?” Amare asked.

		

		“Anything, oh please, anything,” my wife begged.

		

		Brittany kissed and licked his massive cock and balls before ducking her head to lick his ass. I had to turn away. My wife was being deeply humiliated, or maybe it was me being humbled; it didn’t matter which.

		Brittany was an intelligent woman, with an advanced degree in engineering, and she was kneeling naked in a hut telling me, her husband, that she was the property of a black man with a massive phallus. My heart was breaking from jealousy and pain.

		When he was hard, he positioned her on her hands and knees on the mat so I could see her face, her breasts and part of her side. Brittany’s face was eager, she smiled at me, her smile turned to wide-eyed wonder when Amare knelt behind her.

		

		[Brittany] Oh… Oh, wow.

		

		Brittany’s eyes had grown wide, her mouth fell open and her head went up so I could see her throat. I realized Amare had her hair in his hands and was pulling her head back.

		

		[Brittany] He’s in me, oh god fuck, Daniel, he’s in me. He’s stretching me so much, it’s so good.

		

		[Amare] I’ll fucked you anytime I want. Isn’t that right?

		

		[Brittany, gasping] Yes, anytime, please more.

		

		When did this happen? When did they start, was it when she visited the first time? Was she already living two lives, or did it start when she went back? We had much to talk about, only not now.

		My cock was fully erect and hard. My fist was wrapped around it, stroking in time to Amare’s fucking.

		I wasn’t surprised by Brittany’s first orgasm.

		

		[Brittany – her head held up by Amare’s grip on her hair] He’s all the way inside, I can feel his balls against my clit, I’m so… Oh god oh god oh god oh god.

		

		The picture flickered in and out, and I was afraid I’d lost them. When it recovered, Brittany was on her back, resting on her elbows, her legs spread wide to accept Amare’s thick member. His cock was so big he had a hard time getting it into her vagina, which was tight like a sphincter muscle. Amare pushed and pushed hard, seemingly bending his large prick in half with the effort. Finally, the head was in, followed by the shaft, showing wet with each massive inch. He was far too big for my wife and yet, he made his cock disappear deep inside her.

		Brittany howled with pleasure; her boobs wobbled as she moved her hips trying to force more of his cock inside her pussy. Her second orgasm was even more powerful than the first.

		She wasn’t given a chance to rest, once again wrapping her hair in his hand and pulling her head to his cock, just as he erupted in a fire hose of sperm against her face, and into her mouth. Brittany had never accepted cum from me when she gave head. I erupted along with him.

		Much later the video came back to Brittany, her face covered in dried cum.

		

		[Brittany] Are you happy now? This is what I’ve become, a greedy slut. Sometimes, I’m still an engineer, when he lets me. I’m belong to him here.

		

		[Daniel] Do you remember our life together?

		

		[Brittany] Of course, I’m still your wife. It’s just that I’m also…

		

		The connection was lost again.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		I sat back in my chair and stared at the blank monitor. My shirt was covered in cum and my cock was slowly softening. It would throb whenever I thought about what I’d seen.

		I’d never been so excited in my life. Watching it, knowing I was so close to losing my wife and that there was nothing I could do about it made the experience even more intense, and much worse at the same time.

		I tried to process my conflicting emotions. Obviously, I’d been aroused but I was also simmering with anger. The big cocked bastard had taken Brittany away from me. He acted like he owned her now, like he owned my wife. She’d even told me Amare owned her. But she’d also said she loved me, and she was still my wife.

		Was she going to leave me for him? Anxiety threatened to overcome me. How would it work, a white woman living deep in jungle covered mountains?

		No, I didn’t think she was leaving me for him, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t losing her.

		I remembered how loose her pussy had felt after her first, shorter, visit. She’d been his property even then. I felt myself sliding into depression, on the verge of giving up. Brittany had become the property of another man and she hadn’t said a word to me about it.

		I was heading for the depths and I tried to pull myself back. Maybe it really did work the way Amare had explained. In his world, in the mountains, Brittany was his property and he protected her. In my world, in New York, she was my wife. I should try reconciling myself to this arrangement.

		It must have been the best sex she’d ever had. Brittany had been glowing when we’d talked, her face coated in dried cum. She’d never looked as happy when she’d been with me.

		Instead of remembering individual moments, I tried to recall the entire sequence in order and as I did, my aching cock thickened. I used hand lotion to jack myself again, stopping before I could finish to send my wife a text.

		

		[Daniel] I don’t understand why watching you with Amare excited me more than I can say. I’m covered in my own cum Please, may I watch you two again?

		

		I love you; nothing could ever change that. I understand you belong to him there.

		

		Please, may I watch?

		

		Watching was all I could think about. I wondered what he was doing to her.

		I sat up straight in bed, a thought had hit me like a bolt of lightning. I was fully awake wondering: How many women does Amare have?

		

		[Daniel] I have to know, I’m sorry, does Amare have “property” in addition to you?

		

		I was eating breakfast when the sun came up, unable to go back to sleep after sending the last text. Hopefully, it was one of the days when electronic messages could get through, when my phone dinged with an incoming text.

		

		[Brittany] Amare says yes to your request. I’ll try to work it out. I’ve decided, I will be dressed when you and I talk from now on.

		

		Amare has more wives, and I sometimes have sex with them. Are you jealous?

		

		[Daniel] Yes, I’m insanely jealous. Will you write me and tell me what you do with them and with him?

		

		[Brittany] I might. How graphic would you want me to be?

		

		[Daniel] I want to know everything.

		

		Brittany was showing her dominance of me at the same time she was submissive to Amare. I couldn’t watch my own lawfully wedded wife have sex with him unless he agreed, and she would no longer be naked during our video chats.

		Brittany was having sex with other women and she might tell me about it. My cock was throbbing, and my stomach was knotted.

		

		I had lunch with Mark at the conference table in his office. He had meals brought in for us, chicken salads. The table was set up like an expensive restaurant with a tablecloth, silverware, and a centerpiece.

		“Daniel my friend. How are things in the mountains?” he asked.

		“I’ve been told that the project is on track,” I reported. “My personal life, on the other hand, is a bit of a mess.”

		Mark looked over at me, his face expressionless as he continued to eat. A waiter in a white coat poured our iced tea, giving me time to think.

		“She’s having an affair with one of the natives,” I said. I was using my fork to stir the salad. “More than just an affair, I think. The man has informed me that things are different there. In fact, he’s made it clear that Brittany is now his.”

		Mark continue to eat, his face expressionless; I didn’t know what more to say as I chewed some lettuce. Finally, he looked up at me, “It’s a different world. Is Brittany on board with this?”

		“She seems to be completely on board,” I answered.

		“You’re conflicted because his ‘ownership’ of your wife infuriates you, but the vision of your wife fucking a native arouses you,” Mark had summed things up nicely.

		“Yes,” I said continuing to eat my salad.

		“It’s both too much and too little, isn’t it?” Mark asked. “Right now, Régene is in bed with a nice young man who used to live next door to us.”

		I looked at him in surprise. “When I get home my wife will be freshly fucked. I’m eating my heart as much as I’m eating this salad, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

		“Do you ever watch?” I asked.

		“I do, sometimes,” the waiter was taking our used dishes away. “But these days, I’d rather not be seen. Except by a few select individuals such as Brittany.”

		“I want to go there, I want to see it,” I said.

		“I won’t finance your trip, because it’s a bad idea,” Mark said bluntly. “That’s Amare’s territory, not yours.”

		Mark leaned back with his freshly lit cigar. It was a no smoking building and office, except in the executive suite.

		He smiled at me. “You don’t see it yet, how could you, really? But this could be the best thing to ever happen to you. Brittany is getting it all out of her system, thousands of miles away, instead of with a black guy from the ‘hood.”

		“It’s hard for me to describe,” I desperately searched for the right words.

		“He’s well hung, I take it.”

		“He’s beyond ‘well hung,’” I said. “He’s so big he had to force himself inside her. I was afraid…”

		“Afraid he’d hurt her? An aroused woman is difficult for one cock to hurt.”

		“She was aroused, you have my word on that, but even so, he had to push hard to penetrate her,” it was harder to talk about what I’d seen than I thought it would be.

		“Did she show signs of pain?”

		“At first, yes.”

		“How about later?”

		“No…not later. I’ve never seen her…enjoy sex so much.”

		“Did she orgasm?”

		“Yes.”

		“More than once?”

		“Yes…several times. She…she’s submissive to him. He claims she’s his property, and she acts like she believes it.”

		“I’m convinced going would be a huge mistake,” Mark said. “You’d be forcing her to make a choice between you and her ‘owner,’ on his home territory. Hell, she might even be forced to compare you to him physically. You stand a good chance of losing her permanently, in my opinion.”

		I hadn’t thought of it that way. “I hadn’t thought of it that way.”

		“When he was ‘forcing his way inside her,’ did it turn you on?”

		I was embarrassed and ashamed, “Yes.”

		Mark smiled. “Ain’t it wonderful?”

		

		Another email came in from Brittany, that night.

		

		Amare fucked me tonight, I love his big black cock. Does that hurt you? I don’t mean to hurt you, but you seem to like it when I do.

		

		He has three other women. They’re fascinated by me. We sleep together, my head on a thigh or breast.

		

		Is this what you wanted?

		

		I wanted more, a lot more. My cock was throbbing as I read her message, what did she mean they were fascinated by her? Were they fascinated by her blonde pussy?

		I was so damn horny. My wife loved Amare’s black cock. Did I want her to hurt me? I didn’t know. I reread the email, and felt the hurt, and stroked my erection. She was right.

		Brittany wrote at least one email a day and, as time went on, they became more graphic with much more detail. The problem was that the system was not available every day, so I might get two or three emails at one time. I tried to read them chronologically.

		

		I’m getting used to him, he fucked me again today, his cock is so thick. The first time I thought he was going to destroy me. He goes so far inside, it hurts, then it’s the most wonderful feeling I’ve ever had. He touches something, the pleasure is immense.

		

		This is what you want isn’t it? You want to know how it feels for your wife to be fucked by this amazing black cock. Well, it feels wonderful, spectacular. He sends warmth through my entire body. It’s so amazing, like nothing exists except his cock and my pussy. The harder and faster he fucks me, the harder I come. I can feel the warmth in my clit just from writing this. I feel so blissful with him. I just want to lay down and play with myself until he fucks me again.

		

		Brittany had never talked like this. She’d always been open about sex, but never like this. I had an erection.

		

		When we’re not working, I’m completely submissive to him. It’s different when we’re working, but I’m still not wearing clothes, and if we stop work and he tells me to suck his cock, I’ll do it.

		

		Sometimes, one of his other women will clean my pussy with her mouth. I’ve learned to love it.

		

		My heart was breaking. She was torturing me, and she knew it. I had to see them again.

		

		Brittany, can I see you with him on video chat? Would you send me pictures? You know me so well, you know how much this hurts me, and how jealous it makes me feel, and you know how it turns me on. I miss you so much, and I love you.

		

		The next email contained pictures of three good looking young native women. They were naked, peeking at the smart phone camera. The one on the far-right was smiling, her hand held partly over her mouth. The woman next to her looked as though she were laughing. Behind them was a dense growth of forest.

		

		I’m coming home for a brief visit with Mark and Mr. Sebring. Can you pick me up at the airport? See you next Saturday.

		

		My heart stopped. My wife was coming home, I couldn’t wait to see her.

		I ran to greet her when she came through customs. She looked tired as I gathered her in my arms and stroked her sun-bleached hair. Her face was deeply tanned, she didn’t look the same.

		“I look different, don’t I?” She said taking my hand.

		“I’ve never seen anyone so beautiful in all my life,” I said, our lips touching.

		Brittany had a strange look in her eyes. “I hope I haven’t changed too much,” she said. “I’m afraid you won’t like me anymore, Daniel.”

		“I’m terrified, Brittany,” I said. But I couldn’t hide the erection I was pushing against her hip.

		My wife ate like a starving horse, before taking a shower and collapsing into bed. She slept for twelve hours before we could talk.

		I didn’t want to compete with Amare. He was big, powerful, and rough. I had to be what I am, I treated her gently. I held her and stroked her hair as she nuzzled against me. My wife was home. I kissed her, and caressed her breasts, before trying to work myself between her thighs, but she stopped me.

		“I have some new jewelry,” Brittany said. “He gave me a vertical clit post.”

		I spread her thighs gently and looked at her pussy. A surgical steel post ran through her clitoris and hood, stretching them. There were small round gold balls on each end of the post, and just touching one caused my wife to gasp.

		“The piercing stimulates my clit with every movement,” she said. “Even walking turns me on. I wasn’t meant to be aware of how my pussy feels every minute of every day. Normally, it’s just there unless something happens to arouse me. With that post through it, and those gold balls rubbing on me every time I move, instead of my pussy just being there, it’s all there is. Do you understand?”

		Brittany was dripping wet and her pussy was visibly throbbing. When I licked her clit, her orgasm was almost immediate. My wife’s pussy even smelled and tasted different. Wild, somehow. Gamey. She didn’t taste like she had, sweet Brittany. Now her pussy flowed freely, she was uninhibited and eager. She was in constant heat; he’d turned her into an animal who wanted to be mounted and taken.

		I push my erection inside her, marveling at how much slacker she felt to me. I wasn’t sure if it was in my head or if Amare had spread her permanently.

		I fucked her hard, pounding her with my aching cock, trying to get the sensation I was used to having. Finally, Brittany swung around so she was on her hands and knees, “Fuck me in the ass.”

		We’d never done that before, not once, but she was so wet all it took was a little extra lubrication and I was able to push inside. Brittany stroked her new jewelry and I was able to explode inside my wife.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		“Have you done that with Amare?” I asked.

		Brittany was wiping herself, preparing to take another shower. “He’s pretty big.”

		That wasn’t much of an answer, I thought. “What the fuck?” I said. “This is a fucked-up arrangement.”

		“I know it’s not conventional,” Brittany said sitting back down on the bed and looking at me with sympathy. I hated when she looked at me like that.

		“Don’t look at me like that,” I said.

		Brittany sighed and looked away. It appeared as though she couldn’t stay still. She had her hands on her legs as if she were trying to keep her hips from moving. “I’m going back there in a few weeks. Right now, I’m going to shower then we’ll get this settled between us.”

		Later we sat at the kitchen table, as though negotiating. Brittany had poured coffees, and she had one hand on top of mine when she started to speak.

		“I know it’s hard on you, I don’t mean that as a joke, it hasn’t always been easy for me either,” she said. I must not have looked like I believed her. “It took a long time for them to accept me, I was treated… let’s just say, poorly. I always had a good relationship with Amare, the first time we made love was probably because of my loneliness.”

		She had my full attention; I’d never considered her side. My wife was telling me about the first time she had sex with another man.

		“I said the ‘first time we made love,’ that’s not really accurate. The first time he banged me,” she kind of laughed. “It was the most amazing sex I’d ever had. His cock felt enormous, I thought he was going to rip me in two, I think I told you that. Then it felt good, way up inside me.”

		I pushed back from the table so she could see how my erection was making a tent in the thin nylon shorts I was wearing. Brittany let go of my hand and slid down in her chair so I could see the wet strip in the crotch of her panties.

		“Amare stood up for me, I went native, I walked around naked. They’d never seen a naked blonde woman before, men would stare at me, so would the women, I was constantly horny,” Brittany was using the finger of her right hand to stroke the center of her wet panties.

		“Then Amare told me I was his, he owned me, and he’d protect me. To mark me they gave me the clit post. He could have had me tattooed; I would have let him.”

		I couldn’t help it; I was stroking myself even faster.

		“Things changed after he claimed to me, I became part of the group, part of the village. He introduced me to the other women, and I even slept with them. When Amare wasn’t using us, we used each other,” Brittany stopped stroking herself and looked up at me. “I love you, I’m your wife, but I have to go back. Do you understand? I’m torn, I want to be both your wife and I want to belong to Amare.”

		We sat for a long time looking at each other, lost in our private thoughts. “Say something,” Brittany finally said.

		“I love you; I don’t want to do anything that might cause me to lose you,” Brittany leaned forward anxiously as if she had something to say, but I held her off.

		“You have hurt me, you’ve made me incredibly jealous, angry, and possessive,” I said in a rush. “But you’ve also given me an inconceivably sensual adventure. I told you I wanted to see you fuck Amare again, and I meant it. Watching you have sex with him is like watching the best, most stimulating porn I’ve ever seen, with my favorite actress. I said that poorly.”

		Brittany stood up and sat on my lap snuggling her butt against my erection. “Want to go again, sailor?”

		Hours later the conversation continued. “Are these bridge projects so important to you?”

		“Yes, and I have important news about them,” she said. “They want us to connect more villages higher in the mountain. I might have a more difficult time contacting you. But our first project went so well, and there’s so much need.”

		You said you wanted to watch me again with Amare, so I brought home a jump drive,” she continued.

		“A jump drive?” I asked.

		“A collection of our greatest hits. I’ve been filming myself with him for you, something to keep you warm while I’m gone,” she said laying a black and red jump drive on the table between us. “There’s even some footage of the other women and me.”

		Despite all we’d done, my cock was hard again. Brittany laughed at me, “Now you know how I feel with that post in my clit.”

		We went back to the bedroom.

		

		The following weekend we visited Mark and Régene. After catching up, Mark and Brittany got down to business and talked about the project, including the expenses that were his responsibility. An organization Mark had established would handle the expansion, but Mark would still be in charge.

		“You had sex with a black man?” Régene asked. “A man with a big cock? Mark has a big cock, you haven’t forgotten?”

		Brittany blushed, “I haven’t forgotten.”

		Régene moved to sit next to me, “Good. Mark and Régene want to watch. How can we do this?”

		I thought of the jump drive. Wondering what would happen if Régene watched it.

		“Maybe a drink to start,” Mark said. “Then we’ll see what happens.”

		Brittany showed relief that Mark wanted to have a drink to relax.

		“You’re so beautiful Brittany,” Régene said. My wife looked spectacular, her blonde hair further lightened by the sun, her body deeply tanned, and her muscles more pronounced than when she’d left. “Even Régene wants to fuck you. But we drink, then you tell us about your big black man.”

		Brittany finished her drink in one gulp, took a deep breath, and started telling her story. She told them essentially the same version she’d told me, but with more detail. I could see it was affecting her as her chest grew pink, and she had a hard time catching her breath. The lights had been dimmed and the liquor continued to flow. Brittany finished breathlessly with Mark holding her tightly, the palm of his hand on her left breast, his fingers squeezing her nipple.

		Brittany turned to Mark and without hesitation kissed him. Régene crawled between my wife’s knees, where she pushed her dress up to her hips, exposing Brittany’s thoroughly soaked panties. Régene didn’t hesitate, she pushed them aside and began feasting on my wife’s clitoris.

		Brittany fell back against the couch, her legs spread wide and her hand on Mark’s bulging cock as Régene stuck two fingers in her vagina and sucked her clitoris deep into her mouth.

		Régene’s ass was pointed right at me. She pulled her own dress up so I could see her dripping twat. The dirty woman hadn’t bothered with panties for the evening. I wanted her, I wanted both of them, my cock had inched down the inside of my pant leg, hard as it’s ever been, where it throbbed with need and jealousy.

		Brittany was encouraging Régene to eat her pussy while she kissed the woman’s husband. They were both groaning and breathing heavily. Mark’s heavy prick was making a tent in his pants.

		I knew I couldn’t compete with Mark. My wife had his thick cock out of his pants and had fallen sideways to take him into her mouth. A few months ago, I would have said there was no way she could deep throat a cock as thick as Mark’s. Maybe that had been true a few months ago, it wasn’t true today.

		Mark groaned when his cock disappeared into my wife’s mouth. Régene sat up in amazement and looked at my wife with new respect.

		They were soon all naked, my wife’s face buried between Régene’s thighs while Mark fucked her hard from behind. Régene tried to get me to stand so she could suck my cock, but instead I went to the bar for another drink.

		The scene was wildly erotic, but what I wanted was to see my wife with Amare. It was clear to me that is big as Mark was, he wasn’t in Amare’s league. Perhaps no other man was.

		Régene was howling. Her hands on my wife’s head, her hips humping her pussy against Brittany’s face as she came.

		

		“Why didn’t you join us?” Brittany asked when we got home.

		“The only woman I want is you, and the only scene I want to watch is you with Amare,” I said. “How fucked-up is that?”

		“Pretty fucked-up,” my wife teased me.

		“Brittany, I can’t compete with those two guys,” I said. “The things they do to you, the places they touch I can’t reach, the pleasure they give you. I just don’t compare.”

		My wife held me. “It’s not a contest; you touch me in ways they can’t. But… I have to say, the fucking is incredible.”

		I watched her ass as she walked up the stairs. I wondered if she’d let me take it again.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		We watched one video together before Brittany had to leave. The video was shot in a different hut and the lighting was better, but they were still on a mat on the floor.

		It started with Brittany, naked on her back as two beautiful, nude, native women prepared her. The women were young, maybe still in their teens. They washed her body before stroking her with hands covered in warm oil. Their fingers caressed her breasts, her thighs, and her pussy. Whenever they touched the jewelry on her clit my wife moaned.

		By the time they were done, Brittany was writhing in anticipation. I could see how aroused she was. Her nipples were hard points, her slit was visibly wet. By the time Amare walked into the hut the women had brought my wife to the edge of orgasm, then stopped.

		He was naked, his cock already partially erect. The two women oiled him where he stood, the oil made obvious the hard muscles on his black body. Brittany moaned when they oiled his hardening dick, making him ready.

		My wife began begging, “Please, you know I’m yours, you know I’m your woman, you can do anything you want to me.”

		I tried to get Brittany to look at me, but she was staring at the floor; her face red under the deep tan. I put my hand on her thigh near the bottom of her shorts, her leg was already wet. “Oh god, Daniel. I’d forgotten, I’m sorry. I can’t watch.”

		I stopped the video. I’d have plenty of time to watch it later and for now I had the real Brittany, but why was she sorry? Because I was watching, or because of what she’d done?

		“I’m such a slut,” the crotch of Brittany’s shorts had turned a darker green color. She was breathing hard as she looked at me, making her breasts rise and fall. Her stomach appeared to have a pulse, and her thighs were quivering.

		“Are you having an orgasm?” I asked her.

		“Yes… it won’t stop….” Brittany hugged my arm and dragged my hand to the crotch of her shorts and squeezed her thighs shut. Even through the fabric I could feel her wet, pulsating pussy.

		“I can’t do it like he can,” I said.

		“You don’t have to,” Brittany was already up, spreading a sheet covered with towels on our floor. “Get your hand lubricated.”

		“Now what?” my hand was dripping lube.

		“Shove it inside me, Daniel. Don’t be gentle,” Brittany was on her hands and knees sounding desperate.

		I took my wife at her word and spread her labia with the fingers of one hand and punched my other, well lubricated fist, into her pussy.

		“Oh god, oh Daniel. Now hard, fuck me hard,” Brittany was screaming.

		“Is it good for you?” I asked, stupidly.

		“Yes, so good. Push in further,” I was sure I’d hurt her, but I followed instructions. “Are you… hard… my love?”

		“Yes,” my cock was throbbing wildly.

		“Shove it in my ass.” I wasn’t sure I’d heard her correctly, but it was better to beg forgiveness. I lubricated Brittany’s ass as well as I could and shoved my desperate erection inside.

		“My pussy… don’t forget,” Brittany was breathing very hard. Her head was on the floor surrounded in a halo of blonde hair. Her tanned and toned ass was high in the air. My left arm was in her pussy to well past the wrist and my cock was buried in her asshole. My fist and my cock fucked my wife in unison until she began to scream.

		“Ohgodohgod….Amare!” she screamed. My wife’s orgasm lasted a very long time. I came when she’d shouted Amare’s name.

		My soft cock fell out of my wife’s ass with a plop, I sat behind her and watched her asshole slowly return to normal before easing my fist out of her vagina. Brittany fell to her stomach and lay still for several minutes.

		“I called his name, I’m sorry,” her voice was soft and partly muffled.

		I caressed her back, “It’s okay. I guess I understand.”

		“What do you understand?” Brittany had rolled on her side, facing me.

		“When the sex is really good, you think of Amare,” I guessed.

		Brittany didn’t say anything for a very long time, she didn’t have to. “Your nice, church-going wife has been turned into a hopeless slut with a big, stretched out cunt.”

		Brittany looked suddenly alarmed, “I shouldn’t have told you all that, please don’t leave me.”

		I held her in my arms as she trembled. “I’d never leave you, but I’m afraid I’m losing you to him.”

		“Before you deny it,” Brittany was already trying to say something, but I held a finger against her lips. “I know I’ve lost a part of you that belongs to him now. I won’t deny how much that hurts me or how much it excites me.”

		My cock was hard again, and Brittany squeezed it. “He may take my ass this time.”

		It wasn’t what I expected her to say.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Brittany was somewhere over the Atlantic when I had a panic attack. I’d buried most of my emotions while my wife was home, but they suddenly erupted, raw and painful. My wife was in a meaningful relationship with someone else, in some ways a better man, thousands of miles away.

		Despite her insecurities, Brittany was in total control of our lives. Only she decided what I was allowed to see, and what I was allowed to know.

		Brittany had never been more sexually exciting to me. She had been constantly aroused during the visit, always wet and ready. This was not the Brittany who had boarded the airplane the first time. Maybe some of it had to do with the clit jewelry, I was sure that played a part.

		I hungered for her. She’d barely left, and I wanted her, I loved my wife. I even, I had to admit to myself, loved sharing her.

		I re-watched the part of the video I’d already seen, stopping it before it reached anything new. I saved it. Savoring what was to come was even better than watching for now. It felt like a fist was squeezing my chest.

		I made the decision to edge as I watched, and when I talked to her. I’d get as close to orgasm as I could and stop. I wasn’t sure how long I’d be able to do it, but I’d go as long as I could.

		I went online to investigate what it meant to be a cuckold. I even looked into getting a cock cage to wear while Brittany was away. I was surprised to learn how wearing progressively smaller cages could, over time, make a cock smaller and virtually useless. I was hard and throbbing by the time I logged off the computer.

		I received a brief text when Brittany landed on the island. Nothing more than to tell me she was there, and safe. I thanked her and went to bed.

		

		[Brittany] I have a tribal tattoo. Do you want to see it?

		

		It wasn’t our first video chat since she’d returned. We talked several times, but there’d been no further sex.

		Today, she looked incredibly happy. Her eyes were sparkling, and her smile was bright. She was wearing a khaki blouse with the sleeves cut off. I wasn’t allowed to see my wife naked on video chat unless Amare was present.

		

		[Daniel] Sure, show it to me.

		

		Blood was pounding in my ears; he’d marked my wife again. This time permanently.

		

		[Brittany] I shouldn’t be doing this, we’ve made the decision not to show you my body, but here goes, just a quick peek.

		

		She quickly flashed open her blouse to show me her right boob. A snake was tattooed around her breast, ending at her nipple with a stylized eye, as if the nipple was the snake’s pupil. He’d marked her permanently; Amare had marked her very womanly breast to prove his ownership.

		

		[Daniel] What does it mean?

		

		Brittany had already closed her blouse.

		

		[Brittany] I don’t know, it hurt like hell. Daniel, why do you think I was turned on while they did it to me? I mean, is something seriously wrong with me? I just wanted to prove how I felt about him, but I orgasmed from the pain.

		

		Before I could answer one of the other women came into the hut, and Brittany had to leave.

		My wife had become a pain slut. Would she become addicted to ink, getting more elaborate markings to prove her love for him and to achieve release?

		My mind was in turmoil. It was about then that I caught a cable news report about trouble near her. The news was not well reported, there wasn’t even much on the internet, our national political news was overshadowing everything else.

		I was finally able to piece together the story. Gangs of armed insurgents were roaming the countryside, killing and robbing people. The gangs were reportedly under the loose leadership of a warlord named Omar. Our government considered him a terrorist, although he just sounded like a thug to me.

		I drank heavily that night before calling Black Ken. We’d had two guys in our unit named Ken. One was a white guy, hence White Ken, and the other was black.

		I’d been an officer, and Black Ken had been my Sergeant. He’d saved my ass numerous times, and I hoped he’d be able to save it again.

		I didn’t want to burden him with my sad story. I just needed a friend. We drank until closing, telling stories and jokes which made me feel better.

		When the bar closed, Black Ken had to give me a lift. I was in no condition to drive. Before he left our apartment, he asked me what problem I had that would cause me to sit in the bar drinking with him all night.

		“It has to do with Brittany. That’s all I can tell you right now. She’s in the jungle, working on a project, and I think I’m losing her,” I slurred.

		Black Ken just looked at me funny. “Sounds serious, get some sleep buddy, we’ll talk about this.” I don’t remember him leaving.

		

		The next day I received a message to be available for video chat. I was given a time and instructions to mute my microphone, but to leave my speakers on. Brittany didn’t want someone to know I was watching.

		I waited, my heart pounding. I was unable to keep my hand off my erection. I didn’t know what I’d see, but I knew what I’d asked for and I was afraid this was it. Could I stand seeing it again? Could I tolerate watching my wife give herself to another man? I felt a thrill on the back of my neck.

		When the screen lit up, my wife was nude, kneeling on the familiar mat, her eyes looked vacant and dilated. She was breathing heavily. The eye tattooed on her nipple stood out sharply in the light. Her legs were slightly parted and there was a wet spot on the mat between her knees.

		She watched a line of thin native men walk in and stand looking at her. They were all naked of course, some were already sporting erections. Brittany licked her lips and the wet spot between her knees seemed to grow larger.

		I didn’t like what was likely to happen, but my traitorous cock was already hard and throbbing. I tried to look away, but my cock kept pulling my attention back to the screen. I remembered to press record with a trembling hand.

		Amare, a stylized robe hanging from his shoulders, stood in front of Brittany. His enormous fat erection was pointed at her face.

		A native woman knelt beside my wife and began rubbing oil on her body, fondling my wife’s naked breasts, making them shine in the faint light. When the woman got to Brittany’s pussy, my wife spread her thighs further and groaned even more loudly.

		A small white cup, like something from a child’s tea service, was placed in Brittany’s hand and she was encouraged to drink. It didn’t take long for the puddle to grow larger between her legs.

		An ornate mask was placed over Amare’s head and he began to recite something in a language I’d never heard. It was a strange combination of words, whistles, and clicks that echoed from inside the wooden mask.

		“Are you making me a member?” Brittany sounded almost incoherent. Another small cup was forced into her hand. The woman was now oiling my wife’s ass and spreading her cheeks to oil her anus. Amare paid no attention. He continued to chant, before long all the men were intoning along with him.

		Brittany’s hands were moving in desperate spastic jerks as she tried to pinch her own nipples and rub between her legs. It was as though she didn’t have good control of her own limbs. She was groaning loudly, as the men continued to chant.

		The woman encouraged Brittany to take a huge wooden phallus between her lips. Then she held my wife’s head back by pulling on her hair. The dildo slid further down Brittany’s throat and the men chanted louder. Brittany was trying to move her hands over her own desperate body as the woman brutally fucked her face.

		When the phallus was removed, Brittany began to chant in her own way. “Oh god… Oh shit… Please, Amare… Fuck me… Fuck me.”

		Amare’s big cock was twitching from side to side. I couldn’t understand what they were chanting, but it didn’t matter, the more of the little white play teacups they emptied the more difficult it was to make out any words.

		Amare then dipped his thumb in a bowl one of the women held up for him and pressed it against Brittany’s forehead, leaving a brilliant green dot. Her head was then forced down to the mat, her ass high in the air, her arms spread out in front of her.

		I couldn’t see my wife’s ass or pussy, but I could see a nipple. The light reflected off a new gold piercing.

		A village elder came forward and chanted more words. Amare said something, and my wife said something that sounded like, “I do.”

		My heart broke at that moment. I wasn’t sure what it happened, but I believed my wife had just married Amare.

		I was aching. There was nothing I could do except watch, or not watch. In my indignity I wanted to stop everything, I wanted to yell out that this could not happen. I wanted to turn on the microphone.

		More than anything I wanted to beat off my needy prick. God, how I envied Amare. He’d be fucking Brittany tonight, and I’d be sleeping alone.

		Amare moved behind my wife and knelt; the ornate wooden mask still in place. His body was hard with muscles and his six-pack abs stood out in stark relief. He was very black. He laid his cock on my wife’s back, which made it look immense. It seemed to reach halfway to her neck. Brittany shuddered.

		The old man recited more words before coming to what appeared to be the end of his presentation. He nodded at Amare who rubbed the head of his cock between my wife’s legs and pushed forward penetrating her.

		He pulled on Brittany’s hair and when her head came up, her mouth was open, screaming. He began to fuck her, it was a strange sight to see, this strong body, his face covered by the mask, was fucking my wife so hard her body shook.

		I don’t know what they’d been drinking or what kind of drug had been in the cups, but he fucked her through multiple orgasms. I lost track of time as the men used my wife’s newly remarried pussy.

		I guess the gangbang symbolized her acceptance by the community. Weird.

		It went on for hours, by the time the internet connection was lost, Brittany looked horrible, in a decidedly erotic sort of way. Her pussy was leaking rivers of cum, she seemed barely conscious. But strangely happy.

		The men were still sporting erections, as if they been drinking a magic sort of erectile medicine.

		I sat in my chair, my cock throbbing hard because I had not allowed myself to come. I spent a lot of time thinking after that and arrived at the conclusion that as long as my wife was with Amare, she wasn’t really my wife.

		

		An email arrived the following day.

		

		I didn’t know that a ceremony was going to happen. I don’t know what was in those cups, but we could make millions if we could sell them at home.

		

		So, now you know. I’m a bigamist with a sore twat.

		

		I love you; you know. I’m your lawful wife. No drunken ceremony here changes that.

		

		Love, Brittany

		

		P.S. Some gangs are rumored to be near here, we may need to hide.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		There was no more news from my wife. I had a hard time sleeping, I read everything I could find on the troubles. There wasn’t enough information.

		I contacted the State Department, and used old connections from the military, but learned little else. Until finally I read that the gangs were to be considered terrorist organizations.

		I couldn’t sleep or work. Fortunately, since we had the same boss, he wanted to know what was happening as much as I did. I spent my days on the telephone and my time traveling back and forth to Washington.

		My nights were spent with my hand on my throbbing cock watching the recordings. A parade of strong black men lining up to fuck the beautiful blonde American. I watched all the videos back to back, over and over. I couldn’t stop whacking off; I knew I was sick.

		I also read about villages destroyed, women raped, and people mutilated by machetes. The country was convulsed in violence, and my wife was in the middle of it as some of their bridges were destroyed. It seemed that when they weren’t after the women, they got particular enjoyment from destroying the bridges. I was pulled between stomach churning worry for her life, and a sickening fantasy of her being willingly fucked by terrorist savages.

		I finally convinced Mark to meet with Black Ken and me. We didn’t meet for fun; we gave Mark a briefing.

		After we were done Mark agreed to help us, first by letting us use one of his airplanes. Not only would it get us there much faster and safer, but it gave us an opportunity to smuggle in the weapons we thought we’d need. He also gave us a load of cash. “I don’t know much about smuggling weapons into a Third World country in the middle of a terrorist takeover, but it seems as though cash may help open some doors. If nothing else, it might keep you out of their jails.”

		Black Ken just nodded; he’d been there before.

		I sent a message to Brittany, unsure if she’d even receive it, telling her we were coming.

		We’d never been there, but we could guess which highway she’d be coming down, and we picked a little settlement to meet in. We were under no illusions that our plan would actually work. We knew we’d have to improvise.

		We landed at an airport where they could handle our jet and switched to a good-sized helicopter that could land almost anywhere. The orders were for the pilots to get us on the ground and immediately leave for safety.

		The pilot kept the helicopter hovering a few feet off the ground while we unloaded a crate and our duffel bags as fast as we could. It was already departing as we threw everything into a pickup truck being guarded by a native armed with an AK-47.

		The four-seat pickup, actually known as a ‘Tactical,’ had a 50-caliber machine gun secured in the back. The window between the cab and the bed of the pickup had been removed. Even with headsets, conversation was difficult but not impossible because of the noise.

		The truck had been jacked up to make room for the four massive tires. Bars had been welded on the front to cover the grill. It was a beast. Somehow Mark was still able to make things happen in this part of the world.

		The city, if it could be called that, was a chaotic mess. Refugees were everywhere, squatting in doorways, lying on the street, and dragging their meager possessions from one place to another in carts and wheelbarrows. People were shoulder to shoulder, there was so much movement it was hard for us to get through.

		If it hadn’t been for their fear of tacticals, and the machine-gun, we might have been stuck. The refugees gave us as wide a berth as they could, but everyone was fleeing and there was only so much room.

		We spotted deserting soldiers drinking looted liquor and eyeing us. They might have been confused by Black Ken’s army woodland camouflage that didn’t match their olive drab fatigues. It puzzled them and caused them to wonder if he was a foreigner or from some special unit. Their puzzlement was deepened when they noticed my white face.

		I suddenly pulled over. “Dude! Warn a guy when you’re going to do that!” Black Ken bellowed. A lot of people stared at us. A tactical with a black man holding a machine-gun wasn’t unusual, but a white man driving one was.

		“Ken, watch the vehicle.” I moved to an open doorway and confronted a blonde woman. Out of the corner of my eye she’d looked like my wife, but when I got closer, I could tell she wasn’t Brittany. She cowered in fear.

		“Don’t hurt me,” she pleaded in accented English.

		Even through the dirt I could tell that she was pretty, but her eyes were red rimmed and had black half circles underneath. Her clothing was also dirty and ragged, it hung on her. I could see a lot of flesh as she tried to pull the rags tight, failing to make much difference.

		“Who are you?” I asked.

		“You are American. Oh, thank god. Save me, save us,” her hands fumbled with my vest, begging me. “I’ll fuck you, I’ll suck your cock, my husband won’t mind, you wouldn’t be the first, just save us, please.”

		“Where’s your husband?” I asked.

		“Just there,” she pointed further into the darkened doorway to a shivering, haunted faced white man with no arms. “They caught us,” fresh tears ran down her face.

		“We can’t save you, at least not now,” I said digging into the bag. “Here’s some money, move back toward the dirt road, keep an eye open for this truck.”

		I’d given her $200; I had no idea what it would buy, maybe it would save their lives. Maybe not. She looked at the money in disbelief before looking up at me.

		“I’ll do anything for you.”

		“Did the gangs to this to you?”

		I was met was a silent nod. “You can see what they did to my husband, I can’t talk about what they did to me.”

		“How far are they?” I asked.

		“Not far,” she answered and explained that they were missionaries and had been sent by some conservative church. They’d traveled the same road Brittany would be on. I felt the urge to move.

		“Get near the dirt road.” I said slipping her more bills and giving her directions.

		“You can’t save them all,” Black Ken said when we pulled away.

		There were desperate people everywhere, women selling themselves for something to eat. Teenagers, all restrictions removed, were taking advantage of the situation. Some would end up in the gangs. Everywhere was poverty and despair.

		The walls were covered with terrorist graffiti. It was easy to recognize me as a capitalist oppressor. Black Ken looked more like a government trooper, raping and looting the poor.

		“They drew some guy with a tiny dick, so it wasn’t me,” my headset squawked.

		The squalid women weren’t something that would be seen on the nightly news, selling the only thing of value they had left.

		Some men looked like they had designs on our vehicle, and a few of them were armed. Black Ken discouraged them with the 50-caliber, and I’d speed up, ignoring the yells of people in front of us. Old AK-47s were the most common weapons, if you didn’t count makeshift spears and machetes.

		Eventually, the traffic around us thinned and we were only confronted by a steady stream of refugees. They weren’t interested in going back toward the gangs. It was the only road coming from the mountains; Brittany had to be on it.

		From time to time I tried to find someone who spoke English, and I’d ask if they’d seen a blonde white woman. About six miles outside the city we met a group of five fleeing nurses, three were natives and two were Caucasian. Only one spoke English, but with an accent so thick it was hard to understand her.

		“You’re looking for the engineer?” She asked me while continuing to walk, I reversed the truck in order to stay even with her among the heavy foot traffic. Ken was keeping a close eye out for any threats. “She’s just behind us, but so are the gangs.”

		“What do I need to know?”

		She looked at me strangely. “You need to know that they probably have her, and they’ll kill you.”

		“Come with us, you can help her if she needs a nurse,” I said. She looked at me like I was crazy. “In return, we’ll fly you to the USA.”

		“If you live,” she said.

		“Yes, if we all live, and keep our arms,” I said.

		Her friends were still moving, walking down the road. She stood indecisively for another moment before nodding her head and climbing into the pickup.

		“I am Ella, I’m from Belgium,” she said as I put the truck in gear, and we lurched forward.

		The steady stream of refugees walking past us thinned, and then stopped altogether, and the road was suddenly empty. We moved ahead carefully, generally uphill and unsure what we’d find around each curve.

		Ella proved useful almost immediately. Black Ken stayed where he was, manning the machine-gun. I cautiously walked ahead to reconnoiter as Ella drove the truck.

		I heard them long before I saw them. A small, heavily armed gang of seemingly drunk natives had caught up with Brittany. They’d surrounded her and were talking excitedly.

		My wife looked petrified. They weren’t touching her yet, but it was clear what their intentions were. Most of them were just kids, but one was older and much larger than the others. All he wore were cut off jeans. It looked like they had agreed he would go first.

		One of them grabbed her blouse and ripped it from her body. Brittany tried to cover herself, but she wasn’t fast enough. There were a lot of smiles and increased chatter and laughter. They were having a good time. A man grabbed her arm and pulled it away from her tattooed breast. The noise stopped as they stared at Brittany’s markings.

		The older one might have been asking her questions, but my wife couldn’t understand what he was saying. He looked mean, and when he was frustrated enough, he grabbed her by the throat. The others were taking off their clothing, three of them were already erect.

		I had Ella back the vehicle in so Ken could see through the opening, while I crept around to the left putting them in an enfilade, or at least as close to one as two people could get. Somehow, we needed to separate them from Brittany.

		I stood and yelled, the group reacted immediately and turned in my direction. I hoped Brittany would recognize me.

		I held my arm out with the palm of my hand parallel to the ground and yelled for her to lie down. Instead she broke free and ran toward me, and the inexperienced gang members all raised their weapons. The gang had met no resistance, just poor people unable to put up a fight, and they’d become bold.

		With my wife running directly toward me I couldn’t fire, but they could. Fortunately, by running away from the gang Brittany had given Black Ken a clear shot. He didn’t hesitate.

		The sudden ripping sound of his weapon discharging so startled my wife that she lost her footing and fell heavily to the ground. I could see the remaining two members trying to make a break for the edge of the road.

		I probably didn’t need to use the entire magazine.

		Ella was there before I could react, helping my wife to her feet and getting her to the truck’s bed. I scrambled through the driver’s door, and we were gone. We’d rescued my wife only hours after landing. Sometimes luck is with you.

		“Where’s Amare?” I asked.

		“They were getting close; women were coming to the village. They’d been raped, some had their arms cut off,” Brittany seemed to be in a daze. She spoke in a monotone. “All of the men had been cut, mutilated.”

		I didn’t interrupt her. Ella had a small amount of medical supplies, and she was using them on my wife. Black Ken was standing so the 50-caliber was pointed back the way we’d come.

		“Amare thought it was useless to fight them, he told the women to prepare themselves. He meant they should give themselves up to be raped. If they tried to fight them, they’d be mutilated,” Brittany said. “The last night, he practiced with me. I was to give myself up, and he’d play the part of a terrorist. He said they’d probably turn me into a sex slave, because I was blonde and white. But it was a game to me, a fun, sexy game.”

		“This morning he found a hiding place for himself and the wives, but not for me. We had words, he said my staying made it more dangerous for him, and I started walking toward the city. I should’ve worn better shoes.

		I heard screams as I walked. Men and women. I looked for places to hide, and then they caught up with me.”

		I chanced a quick glance into the back seat, Ella was working on Brittany’s feet.

		The crowd of refugees grew denser as we drove, and then we were in the city. I had a better sense of where we were now, and I was able to get us off the main road and away from the crowds.

		As we neared the dirt road, I spotted the couple I’d been talking to earlier and stopped for them to scramble on board. Ella went to work on the husband, who needed immediate care.

		I’d already sent a message to the pilots and they were on the way back for us. We’d have to spend the night somewhere else, but at least it wouldn’t be here.

		The helicopter landed smoothly but the blades never stopped turning as I threw people and equipment on board. We were badly overloaded, but we’d salvaged the weapons; this country didn’t need any more.

		Marianne, such an innocent sounding name for a woman who had been through so much, cried openly when we took off. Her husband was sliding in and out of consciousness as Ella worked on him.

		Despite all her efforts, by the time we landed, he’d passed away.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		After almost twenty-four hours of dealing with the government where we landed, we were allowed to check in to the hotel suite Mark had arranged for us. Landing in their country with weapons, refugees, and a dead body had given rise to a lot of questions.

		While the women showered, I ordered room service. I didn’t know what everyone wanted, so I ordered two of everything on the menu.

		My surplus adrenaline made me want to keep moving. I walked up and down hallways and jogged outdoors, until I’d burned off enough energy to take a shower, with a plan to crash on the first available bed.

		When I came out of the bathroom, I found that Marianne was with Black Ken. She’d been through a horrible ordeal and had just lost her husband. Ken took her in his arms and held her as she sobbed nonstop. It was her way of coming down and being held seemed to be what she needed.

		“I knew you’d come,” Brittany said to me. “I knew when the chips were down that I couldn’t count on Amare for help, but I could count on you.”

		“I know you still have feelings for him,” I said. “I understand.”

		Ella looked confused. “I appreciate you rescuing me, but I don’t understand. Is she not Amare’s wife?”

		Brittany and I shared a private look before starting the story. Before long we were laughing and enjoying our old, easy camaraderie.

		“So, you’re married to Daniel and, you’re also married to Amare,” Ella said. “Who are you married to now?”

		Marianne and Black Ken had disappeared into one of the bedrooms.

		“Well, Daniel rescued me, but we’re still not home, so I don’t know who I’m married to,” Brittany said.

		Ella opened another of the small liquor bottles we’d retrieved from the in-suite bar. “If you are not married to Daniel tonight, perhaps we could share?”

		“There is only one bed for the three of us,” Brittany said. “Ella, would you like to join us?”

		I was wide awake now and up for anything. I looked at Ella with what I hoped was a nonthreatening welcoming expression. She looked slightly embarrassed.

		“I’m… Brittany, I’m… gay,” Ella said.

		Brittany eased herself off the bed and wrapped her arms around Ella. “Then this is your lucky day,” and they kissed.

		At first it was a tentative, ‘getting to know you’ kiss. But it soon turned into something much hotter. “I watched you in the shower,” my wife said easing Ella’s blouse from her shoulders. Ella moaned when my wife took a nipple in her mouth.

		“What about your husband?” Ella’s accent seemed thicker.

		“Don’t worry about him, he likes to watch,” Brittany said.

		The next morning, I woke spooning my wife, my erection caught between the cheeks of her ass. Ella, in turn, was being spooned by Brittany. I didn’t want to get up. I could feel, through the exhaustion and the muscle aches from the days before, that if it hadn’t been for my bladder, I could have easily gone back to sleep.

		I was just walking out of the in-suite bathroom when I ran into Brittany. She kissed me, and said “Wait for me, I’ll only be a minute.”

		I could feel excitement in my cock as I waited. When my wife reappeared, she glanced at my ‘semi,’ and said, “Not now, we need to talk first.”

		I made coffee using the hotel provided coffee maker and handed a naked Brittany her cup before making one for myself.

		“I don’t want to get dressed, but if it distracts you I will,” Brittany said.

		“It distracts me, but I don’t want you dressed. You’re right, we do need to talk.” I glanced over at Ella who seemed to be sleeping soundly.

		“First, thank you for being there for me, for rescuing me. It proved what I thought all along, that I love you, and I want to be married to you, and only you. If you’ll have me,” Brittany looked earnest as she spoke.

		“What about Amare?” I asked.

		“He left me on my own. When it was important, he picked the wives who were probably already safe, over me.” Brittany turned her head to look out the window as though studying the skyline for what she wanted to say next.

		“It was a wonderful experience, incredible, exciting sex. And the whole marriage thing,” her gaze seemed to deepen. “It was exotic, erotic. I was marked for another man, and it opened something inside me.”

		Her gaze shifted to me and she smiled, “I don’t know that it’s over. I’ve heard that a lot of the bridges were destroyed by the gangs, so I don’t know where it goes from here.”

		I felt a sense of disappointment, which was odd considering how much I’d wanted her back. “So, you might be done?”

		“Done?”

		“Done with being a hotwife, done with Amare even if he showed up again?” I asked. “You might even be done with the project?”

		Brittany smiled, “I’m not ‘done,’ Daniel. If Amare showed up… Well, I’m not sure what I’d do, but I don’t think I’d leave you for him.”

		My cock was twitching, I was slowly getting hard. “Would you fuck him again?”

		Brittany’s eyes were on my erection. “Yes, I’d let him fuck me again, and I’d make sure you could watch.”

		“Oh god,” a slick gob of pre-cum ran down the side of my erection.

		“Let me get that for you,” Brittany was on her knees, my cock deep in her mouth. Much deeper than she’d ever been able to swallow me before.

		Ella’s hand was on Brittany’s ass as she lowered herself onto my cock. When the two of them kissed, it was almost too much for me to take. I was finally fucking my own wife, but she was kissing and caressing another woman.

		

		We left Ella with enough money to get back to Belgium. She’d decided not to continue to the States. Marianne had somehow kept her passport and after several hours at the American Embassy was able to get a visa so she could fly home with us. The body of her husband was to be cremated and the ashes sent to her.

		“It was probably for the best. I don’t think he could have lived mutilated like that, and the memory of what was done to me would’ve always been with him,” Marianne said. She looked at Black Ken for support. “I had to do it, we had to survive so I could meet you.”

		We all knew that wasn’t the real reason.

		On the long flight across the Atlantic, Marianne and Black Ken alternated fucking and eating. It had been an intense experience, and Marianne was feeling the relief at being alive combined with the sudden realization that she was alone in the world. Black Ken was enjoying himself without realizing how Marianne was feeling for him.

		Brittany and I spent the entire flight holding each other and talking.

		We talked about her experiences, and what we were going to do with our new lives together. She wasn’t the same, not just physically, but she’d changed in other ways as well.

		“I’d like you to be a hotwife,” I said.

		“I didn’t know how much it would excite you,” my wife’s hand was stroking my erection through my pants. “Maybe it excites you more if the only thing you can do is watch, while I deny myself to you.”

		My cock jumped forcefully in her hand. “Please don’t deny yourself to me,” my cock was fully hard and throbbing.

		“Don’t worry, my love, I’ll always tell you what they do to me,” Brittany said. “And remember, my clit jewelry keeps me turned on all the time. Every time I move, I can feel it rubbing on me.

		Plus, I’ve become used to a big cock, and I wonder if American black guys are different from the natives,” Brittany faked looking thoughtful. “I may have to find out.”

		I groaned.

		Marianne elected to move in with Black Ken after we cleared immigration. Brittany and I were together again, finally. We found a lot of fun things to do, despite my wife’s teasing and denying.

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		Brittany didn’t invite me to go with her to meet Amare at the airport. Instead I went to a bar to watch the game on television and to drink. I wasn’t sloppy drunk when I got home, but I was over the legal limit. If I hadn’t been, I don’t know if I could have come back to face them.

		When I walked through the door, they were cuddled together in the living room. Amare was wearing just his underwear and my wife had a flimsy robe thrown over her body. The smell of sex was heavy in the air.

		In person Amare was even more impressive than he’d been when seen through the computer’s lens. He was big and handsome, and very black. He seemed to take up the entire room. The bulge in his underwear was unmistakable. It felt like it was at eye level for me, although it was really pointed at my bellybutton.

		“It is good to finally meet you, Daniel. Brittany has told me many good things. Welcome,” he said.

		Did he just welcome me to my own home?

		“We should probably talk. I would hate for there to be any misunderstandings between us. What kind of a host would I be then?”

		He had welcomed me to my own home.

		“Yes, we should talk, Amare, and it should be me welcoming you to my home,” I said, trying to stake out my territory.

		“No, Daniel. Amare has it right. Welcome to our home,” Brittany said, moving just enough for me to see her breast. When she realized what I was looking at, she slowly pulled her robe closed cutting off my view. “It’s best this way, believe me.”

		I didn’t know what to say, this was Brittany’s game. So, I stood quietly until Amare’s face settled once again into a friendly smile. “Woman, I believe Daniel might like a beer,” he had a slight choppy-sounding accent.

		Brittany instantly rose from the couch and padded off toward the kitchen, clutching her robe.

		“Sit, Daniel, sit.” I sat.

		“I understand I think, how you must be feeling. You are living a nightmare. Your beautiful wife will be living under the same roof as you, only with another man,” he began. I couldn’t help admiring the muscles on his chest and arms. His thighs were at least twice as big around as mine.

		“At the same time, it excites you. It makes you hard. There is no shame in that, as long as you understand that Brittany belongs to me and you are not to take liberties with her.”

		“She’s my legal wife, Amare,” I said.

		He ignored my comment.

		“I know you like to watch as I satisfy her needs. I don’t understand this, but perhaps sometimes I will allow you to be present.”

		I stared at him in disbelief. Again, he ignored me.

		Brittany came back into the room and handed me a beer with a smile. I emptied the can in one swallow and watched her crawl between Amare’s knees and work his underwear down, so his huge, thick black cock was exposed.

		He was only partially erect, but still far larger than I was. His cock had a thick vein running along the top and a series of knobs and bumps on its incredible length. My wife peeled his foreskin back to reveal almost white glans the size and shape of a very large mushroom. His balls hung in an enormous hairless black sack.

		Brittany started by holding that enormous sack gently in her hands before kissing and sucking him. Amare’s cock twitched and I looked up to catch him studying me.

		While holding his nut sack, my wife licked his huge cock. When it was wet with her saliva, she rubbed it on her face, marking herself.

		“Woman tell our friend how the post through your clit works,” Amare ordered.

		“The post means I am his,” Brittany said between licks of his now glistening erection. “Every time I move it reminds me that my body belongs to Amare.”

		“And the tattoo on your breast?”

		“It reminds me that he is looking out for me,” my wife was still holding his balls, but she was looking at his face. I didn’t think he’d done a very good job of looking out for her. “Amare, would you…please?”

		“Woman, get naked,” he ordered.

		Brittany immediately shed her robe and stood in front of us. Her stomach held in as she fought to keep her breath still. Her face and upper chest were flushed from excitement.

		“Are you wet, woman?” he asked.

		“You know I am,” my wife answered, telling another man that she was so excited her pussy was preparing itself to be penetrated by him.

		“Do you want me to fuck you?”

		“Oh god yes, Amare.”

		“Do you think Daniel is hard?” Amare asked.

		“Yes, he’s hard.”

		“Show me Daniel’s cock, right now. Take off Daniel’s pants and show Amare his hard cock,” Amare ordered.

		I crossed my legs; I didn’t want to do this. But Brittany was already working on my belt and in my semi-drunken state I couldn’t resist her, especially when her hand touched my hard member through the cloth.

		She had me naked from the waist down in moments, my erection standing straight up.

		“Do you want to fuck him?”

		My wife answered shyly, “No. I want you to fuck me, Amare.”

		“Really? How should I fuck you? Show Daniel your pussy, is she ready Daniel?” he was teasing her.

		Brittany spread her legs in front of me. My wife was having visible contractions, clear lubrication coated her swollen labia and ran from her vagina. Her need was obvious. “She’s ready,” my voice cracked.

		“Fuck me hard, Amare. Please fuck my sloppy pussy.”

		“Fuck Daniel first, then maybe I will,” Amare’s eyes were fixed on mine.

		Brittany immediately swung her leg over my hips and sat down on my erection. There was no resistance as I was swallowed by her vagina. A thrill went up my spine.

		“Now beg me, woman.”

		“Please fuck me, Amare. It’s you I want, please let me satisfy you in every way. I’m your woman, Amare. Please fuck me.” Brittany was taking the game too far. I didn’t know I had any more heart to be broken but Amare had found a way.

		“What’s wrong with Daniel?”

		“He’s not enough, I want you, Amare. Please,” my wife’s sheath was squeezing my erection as she spoke.

		I started to come from the combination of her pressure and the excitement of my humiliation, but Brittany jumped off my cock and my sperm splattered on my stomach.

		The towering black man got to his feet in one smooth, athletic movement.

		“Are we okay, Daniel?” Brittany seemed nervous; she couldn’t keep her eyes on me. She kept looking in the direction Amare had gone.

		“I guess we’re fine,” I answered, trying to make it into a question, but coming across as earnest.

		Brittany smiled and kissed me on the cheek as if she were my old married aunt. “Good night, Daniel.” She scrambled after Amare as he walked to what had once been our bedroom, but was now theirs, his large, bobbing erection leading the way.

		I put my pants back on, collected another beer and sat back down in my chair. The room smelled of sex and Brittany’s arousal. The scent was enough to bring my cock back to full erection.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		Moving quietly, I followed them to the closed bedroom door. I hoped I might be able to see them by peeping under it. All I saw was one black foot, but with my ear so close to the door I could hear them better.

		“He’s listening to us, Daniel is,” Amare said.

		“No, he’s not,” Brittany’s voice sounded unnaturally loud.

		“Tell me how much you love my cock.”

		“I love your black cock; please, will you fuck me?”

		I gasped.

		“You can listen outside the door if you want,” Brittany yelled. There was the sound of giggling, and then groaning accompanied by the sounds the bed made when two bodies laid on it.

		I was embarrassed to have been discovered. I wanted to hear them, I wanted to watch. My feelings were raw. I felt so inadequate compared to Amare. Somehow, the agony I felt because my wife was fucking another man in my own home had turned to pleasure. Despite the ruined orgasm I’d had, I was ready to go again.

		I crept back to my position outside the door and laid on my back on the floor, my ear close to the small crack. I could hear the bed springs as Amare fucked my wife.

		Brittany wasn’t talking, the noises she made weren’t words. She grunted, and moaned, and squealed when she came. My cock throbbed with each noise and my heart broke a little. I could never be what Amare was to my wife. I would never be as big or as dominating.

		I came close to erupting as my wife gave herself to him. She would do anything for him. I know because she told him she would.

		Her relationship with Amare was so different from her relationship with me. Not just because we were man and wife, but because, if I were being honest about things, Brittany was the alpha in our marriage. She had the full-time job and the education, she made the money, and she had the personality.

		I slept with my back against the wall next to the door to our bedroom. The last thing I remember was wondering where that put me in the new relationship. If I was submissive to Brittany, so to speak, and she was submissive to Amare, didn’t that mean I was submissive to Amare, too?

		In my dreams my wife was screaming in orgasm and I was watching her as she was fucked by another man. I couldn’t see the man in my dreams, but I saw my wife’s face twisted in what could be agony or orgasm.

		When I woke, Brittany was standing over me, her fists on her hips and her legs spread. She hadn’t dressed and I could see her abused pussy.

		“Did you sleep here all night?”

		“Yes, I dreamed about you.”

		Brittany laughed, “Those probably weren’t dreams.”

		My cock was still hard, my belly was wet with pre-cum. The sight of her pussy caused my cock to throb and another glob of pre-cum oozed out and fell into my belly button, causing Brittany to laugh again.

		“You’re happy,” I said.

		“I’m very happy. It looks like you had a good night too,” she said. “Let’s get you up and into the shower.”

		“Where’s Amare?” I asked.

		“He had something to take care of,” Brittany answered.

		“When’s he leaving?”

		Brittany looked at me with a pitiful expression on her face. I took it to mean he wasn’t leaving anytime soon.

		“Daniel, listen to me,” my wife said when she returned from dressing. “We need to play the game now, as if I’m with Amare and you’re with me. Do you understand what that means?”

		I must have been looking at her with a stupid expression on my face.

		“It means that just like I’m Amare’s property, you belong to me.”

		“I don’t know what that means,” I said.

		“Get hard,” Brittany ordered.

		I was shocked silent for a moment, before working on my cock to regain my erection.

		“Now whack off for me.”

		“Can I see your boobs, or something?” I was completely hard.

		“No, you can look at me but that’s all.”

		My wife was so beautiful, I studied her face as my fist picked up speed on my cock. She stared at my hand; her eyes open wide. She seemed to be breathing hard through her mouth.

		I looked at the swells of her breasts in the light top she was wearing. I could just make out the shadow of her nipples. But what put me over the edge was the camel toe in her yoga pants. I moaned as I came.

		“That was good, Daniel. I think you even got me a little wet. Now eat it.”

		I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You want me to do what, again?”

		“I said ‘eat it.’ Use your fingers and put it in your mouth. If you ever want to sleep with me again, you’ll do what I’m telling you to do.”

		I did it. I didn’t like it, I thought it tasted like bleach, but I did it.

		When I had finished Brittany pulled my head down to hers, so are foreheads met. “Now, do you see what I mean? You belong to me, and for right now, I belong to Amare.”

		Brittany always kissed me good night before going to bed with Amare. Some nights I listened to them, at least for a while; other nights I tried to sleep with a pillow over my ears. It didn’t matter if I could hear or not, my mind wouldn’t rest. It was full of visions of what might be happening in the other bedroom.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		“You’ve got to be allowed to watch. After all, you saved her ass,” Mark Fellowes said after I told him the story, leaving out the game part. “I’m getting excited just thinking about what you’ll see.”

		“I need your help. I’m losing her. I could move out now and I don’t think she’d notice,” I said, my head in my hands staring at the rich carpet.

		“How do you think I can help?” Fellowes asked. “I can try to find another project somewhere, but that would probably backfire on us. Besides, are you sure you want them separated?”

		“Why wouldn’t I want them apart?”

		“You’re conflicted. Part of you wants them separated because you’re right about your marriage, it is in jeopardy. But another part of you doesn’t want the fun to end.”

		“Help me understand, how do you see this going?” I asked.

		“Option one,” Mark began. “Your relationship is unstable because you’ve become a fifth wheel, or maybe a third wheel. At some point Amare is not going to be willing to continue sharing Brittany with you. He’s going to want her to himself. Also, he’ll grow tired of using her money to support you. He’ll put your wife in an untenable position.”

		“Option two: Amare makes you service him. After all, you’re just a body to him, a body he can use when Brittany isn’t available or when he wants to add spice.”

		“Oh god,” I said. “Don’t you have any good options?”

		“He gets bored and leaves the country, he goes back to the place where he’s a big shot,” Mark said. “Call that option three. You don’t know enough about him, he could be into butt fucking, or BDSM for all you know. Remember, Brittany will go along with anything he wants.”

		Here’s something interesting,” Mark continued holding a piece of paper. “One of my men reports rumors that your Amare might be one of the leaders of the gangs.”

		I sat in stunned silence. “But he’s been working with Brittany, he’s been trying to get the bridges built.”

		“Maybe he has,” Mark said. “Or, maybe he’s been sabotaging things. There had to be a reason why he felt safe when the gangs came through, even safe enough to keep his wives with him.”

		“But maybe not safe enough to hide a white engineer,” it made sense. “And now the blonde engineer belongs to him.”

		

		That night my wife slept with me and we even made love. It was loving and tender, but I had to use a lubricant because Brittany couldn’t produce enough of her own.

		“It’s different with me, isn’t it?” I asked.

		“Yes.”

		“Do you want me to leave?” I asked.

		Brittany sat up in bed, her back against the headboard. Her tattooed breast, like an eye, staring at me. “Do you want to leave?”

		“I want my wife back,” I said. “I get the feeling Amare wants you just for himself. I don’t think he’s the kind who likes to share. Maybe we made a mistake, Brittany. Maybe we shouldn’t be playing this game, maybe I already lost.”

		“Do you want to stop?”

		“Yes… No… I don’t know what I want to do,” I was pacing around the room. “A part of me, it’s difficult for me to admit, but part of me really enjoys what we’re doing. You’re humiliating me with another man, I shouldn’t be enjoying it.”

		Another part of me is angry, with you and with Amare, for what you’re doing to me,” I was seething.

		“I’ll end it with Amare if you want me to, you know that. It won’t be easy, he’ll put up a fight.” I turned quickly to stare at her.

		“I don’t mean a physical fight, at least I don’t think so. I mean he won’t let me leave easily,” Brittany clarified. “Remember, it’s just sex. Do you like that part?”

		We talked for a long time without resolution. Partly because it wasn’t just sex and partly because I didn’t know what I wanted.

		“I think we should invite Mark and Régene over,” Brittany suggested.

		“I won’t fuck her.”

		Brittany just smiled at me.

		

		“Mark, you and Régene are invited to our home for an evening,” I said to Fellowes.

		“No, instead I want the three of you to join us one evening this week. It might be time to humble Mr. Amare.” I drove home excited to share the news, but instead walked in on the two of them.

		“Sit… Down… And watch,” Brittany managed to get out. Amare was lying on his back and Brittany had straddled him with both feet flat on the carpet. She held his cock with one hand and used the other to spread herself open. I didn’t see how the head of his cock, which looked larger than a baseball, was going to fit inside my wife. I was struck again by how black the shaft was compared to the whiteness of the crown.

		“Ugh, oh my god, oh my god,” it was in, and Brittany was using her thigh muscles to lower her body on it an inch or two at a time.

		“Take your cock out and show it to me… Daniel. O fuck, fuck fuck,” there was only a small length of Amare’s cock not buried inside my wife. Her pussy was stretched so much it looked more distended than when we’d fisted. Brittany had her hand on the small amount of his cock not inside as she dropped down on top of it. I thought I could see her belly bulging from the force of his huge cock inside her.

		“Fuck me, Amare,” she screamed. “Fuck your woman.”

		Amare was up to the challenge. Holding her hips, he slammed his cock repeatedly into my wife, while she howled.

		My cock was hard and leaking. I stared at the point where their bodies joined. How could I ever hope to compete with an experience like this?

		There was one thing I could do. Licking my forefinger, I stuck it in my wife’s ass. Brittany immediately howled and came, the dual sensation driving her over the edge.

		Amare looked at me in surprise. “Keep doing that,” he ordered.

		I did. I collected more lubrication and stuck two fingers in the same hole, this time I was able to feel his giant cock inside my wife’s vagina.

		Brittany’s body arched, she threw her head back and her legs began shaking as her orgasm peaked. I felt Amare come, his sperm exploding deep inside her. The pumping of his cock was so powerful it threatened to push my fingers out of my wife’s ass.

		Brittany collapsed on top of him, it seemed to take forever for his cock to emerge from her pussy, an inch at a time. He was bigger than I had imagined. My wife moaned the entire time, her pussy in spasm with aftershock orgasms.

		“That was very good, Daniel,” Amare said to me. Until then I’d felt beneath his notice.

		

		“Daniel…please…come in here,” it was Brittany calling me from the master bedroom. I’d been trying to watch TV and ignore the screaming sounds they were making.

		When I opened the door to the bedroom I was greeted by the sight of my wife’s ass. She was sitting on top of Amare once again, his huge cock stretching her pussy.

		“In my… ass… Daniel, please. Fuck me,” my wife gasped.

		I didn’t need a second invitation. I used lubrication from an old bottle sitting in one of the drawers next to the bed. Brittany moaned when I lubricated her asshole and shoved my fingers inside.

		Amare stopped moving, allowing me to press the head of my cock against my wife’s now well lubricated rear hole. It took some effort but soon her sphincter muscle relaxed enough, and I was inside.

		Brittany was going crazy, a cock in each hole fucking her in rhythm. We continued through her first big orgasm; Amare’s cock rubbing against mine caused her to lose her remaining sanity. She babbled, her head wobbling as though only loosely connected to her neck, her pussy drooled, some of the drool splashing on me.

		The sensations became too much for me and sometime around Brittany’s third climax I exploded inside her, only to be joined by the powerful contractions of Amare’s huge cock.

		I wasn’t sure what was expected of me after I came. I climbed off the bed leaving Brittany lying on top of Amare kissing him passionately.

		After a time, my wife turned to me for a sloppy kiss before saying, “Good night Daniel.”

		I’d been dismissed. I didn’t know what else I thought might happen. She’d made her preference clear. I went back to the guest bedroom.

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		That weekend we went to Mark’s home. I drove with Brittany and Amare in the back seat. I could see them in the rearview mirror, my wife was naked for him under her light dress. She was sucking his cock when I pulled into the Fellowes’ driveway.

		Régene greeted my wife with a hug and a kiss that was more than just friendly. Amare got the same treatment, a kiss that seem to extend for a very long time. Régene was left breathless.

		Amare’s eyes opened wide as he looked around the immense mansion. We were led from one room to the next, each more splendid until Mark finally led us into a more modest size dining room. By modest size I mean it couldn’t have held more than twenty people. Not only were there perfect place settings and candelabras, but there were waitstaff in uniforms.

		Amare was speechless.

		Régene sat beside him and bombarded him with questions. My wife sat on the other side of Mark so they could talk business. I sat between Mark and Amare, so I could keep an eye on everybody.

		Régene had Amare’s attention focused on herself, made easier by a blouse that barely covered her nipples. Her hand was on his thigh as she leaned toward him and asked about his wives.

		“I bet you’re good at keeping all those women satisfied,” she said, her hand stroking his thigh close to his erection. “Have you ever fucked a redhead?”

		Brittany tried to keep an eye on the couple, but Mark was insistent. He wanted to hear about her progress, after all, he’d put up most of the money. My wife finally had to concentrate on answering his questions.

		The room was lit only by candelabras. During the soup Régene seemed to go missing, until I spotted her head in Amare’s lap. It was very dark, but I was sure she had the head of his cock in her mouth.

		After the main course, Régene was up dabbing at her lips with a napkin. “Brittany, I’m going to show Amare the rest of the house. Maybe you could join us?”

		“Brittany and I have things to discuss, you two run along,” Fellowes said.

		Régene and Amare were whispering together as they left the room. When the door closed behind them, we could hear Régene laughing flirtatiously.

		A distressed looking Brittany was trying to get my attention. I nodded at the door Amare had disappeared through, and my wife smiled and nodded ‘yes.’ Mark just looked amused.

		The door opened to a stairway then a long hallway lined on one side with closed doors. I had no idea where I was, Mark had taken us on a long roundabout route to the dining room and now I was lost. We’d passed the main room, the library, and rooms I didn’t even have a name for, and now I was in an upstairs hallway.

		I walked forward intently listening for any sound that would indicate where Régene and Amare were, but I was greeted only with deadly silence except for the whisper of my shoes on the thick carpeting. Nothing. Until the very end of the hall, the very last door hadn’t been closed all the way and I could hear Amare. Isn’t it always in the last place you look?

		“You’re a slut, aren’t you Régene? You just met me and already you’ve sucked my cock at the same table with your husband. You’ll do anything I say, won’t you?”

		“Anything you want, my husband won’t care.”

		“I’ve never fucked a redhead, you were right about that, take off that dress.”

		I heard the rustle of clothing and heavy breathing as I quietly made my way around the half-opened door until I could see what was happening inside. Régene was standing naked in front of Amare, offering herself to him.

		Amare’s dark hand covered Régene’s milky white tit. Her breath caught at his touch.

		Brittany joined me in watching, her arms wrapped around my bicep. Amare threw Régene on the bed, on her hands and knees, and roughly spread her legs. He spread her labia by thrusting his cock inside her, without warning.

		Régene screeched, and tried to get away, but Amare held her tightly with his hands on her hips. He was going to fuck her.

		My arm was pressed firmly against my wife’s breast and I could feel her heavy breathing as she watched Amare. I glanced away from the scene to look at Brittany, her eyes were glued to Amare and Régene; her hips seem to be moving in a ‘fuck me’ sort of way.

		Then Fellowes was there dragging Brittany with him into the room. Amare watched with interest, but he didn’t slow his hard thrusts into Régene, even when Mark ripped Brittany’s dress from her body and threw her on the bed, face up.

		Mark had the courtesy to go down on my wife, licking her already dripping pussy, and tugging on her clit piercing. It was a first for me, the piercing must’ve been incredibly sensitive. When Mark licked and nibbled on it, Brittany reacted powerfully. She held his head tightly to her pussy and humped his face.

		After my wife came, screaming, Mark used his thumbs to spread her wide before easing his cock inside her. He wasn’t as big as Amare, but he was still much larger than me.

		By now, Régene was adjusted to the massive pole in her hole. I laughed at my little joke, instead of crying. An orgy was happening in front of my eyes and all I could do was watch, my cock hard in my pants.

		Brittany pulled herself under Régene’s face. It was hard for them to keep their mouths touching because of the energetic fucking Amare was delivering.

		The howls of the two women followed me down the hall. A good-looking young woman, dressed in livery, had suggested it might be time for me to leave. I followed the hypnotic rhythm of her ass to the door. At any other time, I would have been interested in her. But all I could think of was my wife being fucked by Mark Fellowes while kissing Régene.

		

		“I’ve been cut loose by Mark,” Brittany told me the next morning. “Since the project is dead, he’s given me two months. The whole scheme is ending.”

		“So, you have to go back to Sebring.”

		“If he’ll have me,” Brittany said.

		“What happens with Amare?”

		“He’s arranged for his wives to join him.”

		“Not here, not in this house,” I said.

		“No, not here. We’re all moving into an apartment he found,” Brittany said, her eyes not meeting mine.

		“You’re moving out?”

		“Yes, Amare wants me with him every night.”

		“Except when he’s with one of his real wives,” I said bitterly. “Brittany, you know I love you and I think you love me too.”

		“I know.”

		“Are you divorcing me?” I asked.

		“It’s a question I should be asking you, lord knows I’ve given you grounds,” Brittany said.

		

		“If we must part forever, Give me but one kind word to think upon, And please myself with, while my heart's breaking,”

		

		I recited from memory.

		“What are you babbling on about?”

		Not the word I was hoping for. But then, Brittany had majored in Engineering, not the Humanities.

		“How about this?”

		

		“Let us embrace, and from this very moment vow an eternal misery together.”

		

		“I’m out of here.” So much for restoration-era poetry.

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		

		I saw even more of Brittany after they moved to their own place. It was as though she didn’t want to be in the new apartment, and when we were together it seemed sweeter than it had ever been. My wife noticed it too.

		“It’s odd, I feel closer to you, somehow,” she said one day. Brittany even looked sincere when she said it. She’d been standing in the dining room which was just off the living room. I’d been staring at the television while sitting on the couch in my underwear. The sound was off.

		“You’re coming over a lot more than you did when you first moved out. Is everything okay?” I asked without looking at her. I expected the usual excuses, but she surprised me.

		“Funny you should ask,” Brittany flopped down beside me. “The bitch wives; I call them, ‘the bitches,’ have decided to gang up on me.”

		“You know you can tell me anything, even if it’s none of my business.” I don’t know why I said that, I really didn’t want to hear anything that wasn’t my business by this point.

		“I spend a lot of nights alone,” my wife nestled herself under my arm. Without warning she said, “Would you ever take me back?”

		“Are you serious?” I said. “Is this something we need to talk about?”

		“Hypothetically, if your wife wanted to come back to you, could she?”

		“Hypothetically, I’d have to know that she was married only to me, and that she wouldn’t be running back to the other man,” I said. “Hypothetically, she hurt me, and I would need to trust her again.”

		Brittany nodded her head and put a hand on my leg. “Speaking hypothetically, you seem to get pretty turned on watching your wife with another man.”

		“I do, I mean, hypothetically,” I said. “I guess I’d still want to be married to a hotwife.”

		“My relationship with Amare has just about run its course. But if you still wanted me to be a hotwife,” she said tentatively. Brittany seemed nervous, even bashful. She turned her face away from me, and the fingers of her right hand were drumming rhythmically on the cushion. “Maybe I could still do that, you know, for you.”

		I turned her head, so she was facing me. Her bottom lip was caught between her teeth, and her eyes had a pleading look as she fought to keep them level with my gaze.

		“Would you be willing to do it for both of us?”

		Her breath seemed to catch. As she realized what I’d said she smiled; it was like the sun had come out. Our lovemaking was sweet, as only makeup sex can be.

		

		I’m not sure which of the wives answered the door that Thursday morning. It didn’t really matter, I guess. As soon as the door was open government agents flooded in and the wife, whichever one it was, was thrown to the floor, her wrists handcuffed behind her back.

		It must have been frightening, all those white men screaming at her in a language she could barely understand and waving black assault rifles. They’d all had on wraparound sunglasses so she couldn’t even see their eyes. She’d cried, she didn’t know what they wanted, and she thought she was going to die.

		The agents spread out rapidly through the apartment. More of Amare’s wives, who had been drawn to the commotion at the front of the house, were also placed under arrest.

		Amare had been caught climbing out a bedroom window. He struggled, but in the end, he was carried out of the apartment by four of the officers. Two holding the handcuffs on his wrists, and two more holding the shackles on his ankles.

		In a rented storage unit, FBI agents found a computer, and boxes of files. It was just the documentation they needed to prove that Amare had been taking money, some had been US government money, to build bridges. At the same time, he’d been working to sabotage those same bridges.

		So far, dirty but not something they got too excited about. What they did get excited about was the connection between Amare and the terrorist Omar who let loose the gangs raping and killing throughout the country. That made him a terrorist too, at least as far as our government was concerned.

		Money, terrorism, polygamy, it was an enticing stew and the media ate it up. It was only Mark’s efforts that kept Brittany’s name largely out of it.

		Parts of the story dribbled out over the next four months. Amare was charged, he was fortunate to avoid being sent to Guantánamo. The wives were deported.

		He tried hard to implicate Mark and Fellowes Industries. There was a lot of smoke, he’d have made a fortune. Instead, he barely avoided bankruptcy. It was a sordid mess.

		“Did you know about his scam?” I asked Brittany.

		“No, I don’t understand, is it true?” Brittany looked a little scared.

		“According to Mark, they’ve got Amare. He did it,” I said. “And, Mark didn’t like where Amare was taking Régene.”

		Brittany just looked at me, her face inscrutable.

		

		“Where does this leave us?” Brittany put her head in my lap and my hand on her breast. Her nipple was hard against my palm.

		“I don’t understand.” I played with her nipple, feeling it thicken as I pinched it between my fingers. Brittany sighed and I asked, “You’re thinking about Amare, aren’t you?”

		Brittany squirmed, “Yes.”

		“I’ve got a special surprise for you, I think you’ll really like it,” I said.

		“Oh?”

		“You remember Tyrone?” She did.

		

		Please, leave a review and a rating. Like all writers, I value what you think of my books above all else.

		

		

		

		Other Hotwife Books by Thomas Roberts

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost!

		Book 1 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

		William committed professional suicide when he took his dead-end job. Overworked, underpaid, and forced to put up with his a-hole boss, all he could look forward to was drinking himself into oblivion. That was until he met Kristen. Bubbly and beautiful, she became the light in his darkness. No more lonely nights spent in dive bars and hooking up with strangers, he knew he'd found the one. She even shared his fetish for hotwifing. But as this loving couple give in to their darkest desires, can their marriage survive its ultimate test? Will's big black boss wants Kristen all to himself... and she won't say no!

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost Again!

		Book 2 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

		Will and Kristen finally take the honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since their last hotwife adventure and neither is sure where to go from this point. Once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon isn’t always just for two. Larry, Will's big black boss, is on the island as well, and he won't be satisfied until he's cuckolded Will again. It turns out paradise can be found or lost... depending on who you’re with!

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Finally Won!

		Book 3 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

		Kristen and Justine explore their hot new lesbian relationship. Things get out of hand when they attend a Ladies’ Only strip club, and Kristen finds herself living out her favorite fantasy—being held captive by a gang of horny black men while she satisfies their every perverse need. Will is aroused beyond belief by the sight. Can he find a way to win her back before it’s too late?

		

		Katie’s Hotwife Awakening

		Book 1 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

		

		Katie loves Mack even though he’s very small “down there.” She only has one stipulation when they get married: if she ever meets her favorite actor, she can have a wild no-holds-barred affair with him. Mack agrees, then is stunned when a gorgeous lookalike enters their lives. Can he keep his marriage intact when he learns that Katie’s wild fling won’t be just a one-night stand?

		

		Katie’s Hotwife Reawakening

		Book 2 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

		

		Katie absolutely loved banging her sexy movie star, Brad Peterson! Now she’s so desperate to experience more explosive climaxes, not even pregnancy can stop her from experimenting with huge sex toys and wild public orgies. Then Brad returns, and poor Mack must helplessly watch as his sexy wife gleefully cuckolds him again!

		

		Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story

		

		When Carlo, a mob fix-it man, finds out his wife has been kidnapped, he assumes it’s payback for a job. Little does he know, the gang of black men who took his wife has no interest in retaliation. Their interests lie strictly in pleasure. Specifically, the pleasure that comes from reprogramming captive white wives and turning them into insatiable sex slaves! When Carlo is taken by the same group of men, he’s forced to watch his wife degrade herself for her captors. Will Carlo lose her completely to her newfound fetish and lifestyle, or is their marriage beyond saving?

		

		A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal

		

		After a laboratory meltdown, Ryan is forced to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his wife Carrie, a woman just discovering her sexuality, four months is an eternity. Watching as they pleasure themselves through glass just isn’t enough! Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who gives her a professional Brazilian and an ace of spades tattoo, and Ryan discovers how much he loves to watch—and then participate!

		

		Brianna's Hotwife Offering

		

		Brianna's stunning beauty is captivating, but no one can shatter her ice-queen reserve until she falls in love with Connor during an unexpected cross-country trip. But Brianna will never be satisfied with just one man. Can Connor accept her voracious hotwife lusts as she seduces both men and women right in front of him?

		

		Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife

		

		Jimmy and Annette grew up together, so it seemed only natural for them to marry. They were the perfect couple... until the stress of Jimmy's police work made him impotent. When Jimmy discovers a video of his wife having sex with a black man, he's shocked and hurt. Even more shockingly, he becomes aroused! With newfound confidence (and an eagerness to explore his new fetish), Jimmy sets out to win his wife back.

		

		Sex Addict Hotwife

		

		Linda has a problem. She's always turned on! Despite being in love with her husband, Linda's constant arousal compels her to have sex with other people—sometimes even in front of him! When she's introduced to Roger, her husband's billionaire client, the man is eager to make a deal. He's just the lover to satisfy Linda's carnal appetites and he wants her all to himself for a week. When it's over, can Linda return to her loving husband? If she does, will she stay?

		

		A BBC Bull’s Tale

		

		By day, Darryl is a floor manager in a manufacturing plant. By night, he’s a Bull: a seriously buff black stud who lives to service married white women. It’s amazing how many of their cuckold husbands want to watch! As word spreads about his talent, Darryl finds himself in increasing demand… and then he falls in love! How far will this Bull go to satisfy his own needs and desires?

		

		My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures

		

		Erica can’t understand why her husband looks at erotic websites. Why does he ogle other naked women when he can look at her? He’s particularly fascinated with hotwife movies, and he won’t stop pushing until he can watch her having screaming hot sex with a massive BBC bull! Will she give in to his perverse desires? Does she really have any choice?

		

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the Challenge

		Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

		When Hunter and Lexi’s relationship gets stale, he suggests spicing things up with a Dare Bucket. Half the dares are intensely sexual. Once a week, they draw a random card… and the racy hotwife excitement begins! Can Lexi handle a thrilling affair with a stunning dark lesbian while she’s being roughly used by a sexy black bull?

		

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge

		Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

		The Dare Bucket Challenge continues! Willie, Lexi’s gorgeous BBC lover, takes her bareback in a crowded bar, and shares her with another man. Then she discovers an antique trunk filled with old bondage gear, and the Challenges veers into new directions. Can she survive being gangbanged by Willie and his big black--and very horny--friends?

		

		Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker Gangbang

		Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

		Hotwife Lexi is at it again when her sexy BBC lover takes her in exciting new ways that leave her dazzled with raw passion. But her eager cuckold husband wants to give her even more excitement and arranges for her favorite rock band to gangbang her backstage! Lexi even seduces a young lesbian virgin into her erotic lifestyle. How much lusty sex can even horny Lexi handle?

		

		My Smutty Hotwife Confessions

		

		Brooke is an innocent when she marries one of her college instructors, but James wants a sexy, exciting hotwife: a woman who will call the shots and let him watch her on video chat as she has affairs with other men--and other women. Brooke is taken by a virile roughneck and a horny English lady before finally succumbing to her exciting alpha male black boss.

		

		My Illicit Hotwife Gangbang

		

		Beverly tells us how her husband seems more interested in his smartphone than in her and how she flirted outrageously with a black man in the bar. Soon she's in his room having raunchy sex while her shocked and excited husband watches. Now hooked on BBC, she tells us how it feels to be driven to repeated orgasms by them. Her fun continues with a group of young black men and a visit to a dirty country bar where she becomes the guest of honor at another special party.

		

		Naughty BBC Hotwife Adventures #1

		

		These three sexy hotwives have one thing in common: a craving for BBC, sometimes with more than one black man at a time! Their shocked husbands watch in erotic ecstasy as their marital relationships are threatened—and their horny wives fulfill their overpowering desires. Three of my favorite books available at one time.

		

		Hotwife Voyeur Resort

		Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

		When Bill and Mary discover that one of their close friends loves watching his wife having sex with other men, their erotic imaginations go wild. Soon they’re fantasizing about Mary having sex with total strangers. Then Bill discovers a resort that caters to hotwives and voyeuristic husbands! Will their marriage survive when their most exciting erotic fantasies start to come true?

		

		The Sybian Explosion

		Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

		The Hotwife Resort was the most exciting place in the world! “No holds barred” took on a whole new meaning when Mary enjoyed explosive sex with hot black studs while her husband eagerly watched. Now she can’t forget those intensely erotic memories. In desperation, she finds satisfaction on a Sybian machine, and encourages her girlfriends to take a ride on the wild side while her husband watches!

		

		Billionaire’s Reluctant Hotwife

		Book 1 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

		When Tania’s first husband tried to coerce her into being a hotwife, she wanted nothing to do with the lifestyle. But over time, the idea of being roughly taken by sexy well-hung black men began to intrigue her. When she mentioned it to her new husband, he was enthralled. Now Tania’s about to get more than she bargained for when her devious ex-husband promises her to a vicious outlaw gang!

		

		Billionaire’s Captive Hotwife

		Book 2 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

		Gorgeous Tania has just discovered the delights of being a devoted husband’s hotwife when her treacherous ex-husband pledges her to the BaMa, a ruthless gang of thugs, as collateral for his gambling debts. They don’t care that she’s Tim’s wife now; she belongs to them. After they have their own fun, they’ll sell her to the highest bidder! Can Tania escape before she’s ravished by all of them?

		

		Billionaire’s Defiant Hotwife

		Book 3 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

		When sexy hotwife Tania is captured by the ruthless BaMa gang, she her lover, Sarah, are thrown into a dank jail cell. Then she’s taken and violently used by Bear, their powerful and grotesque leader. Can her devoted husband’s team of hand-picked mercenaries rescue her in time? Or…now that she’s finally experienced ultimate fulfillment…will she even want to be rescued?

		

		The Hotwife Hooker: A Hotwife Fairytale

		

		An innocent fantasy becomes so much more! Jennifer has no idea how her life will change when she discovers some racy hotwife movies and books. Suddenly she’s obsessed with becoming a hotwife! But things get way out of control when her husband uneasily suggests she pretend to be a hooker and he’ll be her eager john. Instead of meeting him as planned, why has she taken off with three huge black men?

		

		Truth or Dare

		Book 3 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

		The no-holds-barred Hotwife Resort caters to men yearning to watch their wives having sex with other men…and women. Amanda and Josh think they know what they’re getting into—until they play Extremely Erotic Truth and Dare with two other couples and one well-endowed black man. But when Amanda falls hard for her sexy bull, it breaks Josh’s heart. Can he find a way to win her back?

		

		Hotwife Karina: Shared

		

		Michael’s new job just has one catch: He has to share his wife with the boss! Knowing Karina’s having mind-blowing sex leaves him hurt, jealous, and unbearably aroused…especially since he’s not even allowed to watch as his gorgeous wife is gradually stolen from him. When Marshall shows her off as his date, he knows he can never be her public husband again. How can he manage to win her back again? 

		

		Seduced by Her Husband’s Bullying Boss

		

		I can’t help myself around my husband’s bullying boss…whatever he wants from me, he takes. Then he demanded I take off my wet panties in the middle of a crowded dance floor when my husband was only a few feet away. I didn’t expect him to show them to Todd and brag about what he planned to do to me! Why does the possibility of getting caught excite me so much?

		

		Corrupting The Innocent Bride

		

		Emily’s bachelorette party gets a whole lot wilder than anyone expected, especially her fiancé! Sure, they'd shared their mutual fantasies about her being taken hard and unprotected by multiple men while he watched. But they never really expected it to happen…did they? Then the sexy Las Vegas strippers arrive, and all hell breaks loose! Will their love survive?

		

		The Ambitious Hotwife Newscaster

		

		We know who Savana is--we’ve all seen her on cable news. She’s beautiful, single, and smart. Her voice alone could seduce almost any man. But few people know she’s actually a married hotwife. Even fewer people know her husband watches over the internet as she’s taken hard by both sexes. She’s sexy, famous, and available, but all she really wants is the man she married.

		

		My Stripper Hotwife

		

		He heard clothing being stripped off, and his wife moaning. Knowing men were excited by her beautiful body fulfilled a need deep inside her, an insatiable lust to be taken and used. He’d started this, but how long can Ryan battle his own jealousy, rage, and hot longing while she’s taken hard and fast by multiple hot studs?

		

		Please visit my blog for even more fun at https://thomasrobertsauthor.com

		Don’t forget to leave a review!
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