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THIS IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION.   Any resemblance to persons living or deal  is  accidental and damned amazing.    THIS WORK IS  NOT MEANT   FOR ANY 

PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18. 

The hotwife genre appeals to me. These are the books I like to read and these are the stories I like to tel , so thank you to the people who read my books. 

Be warned, there is sex in this book, lots of it. If that offends you, please don’t read any further. But if you are looking for a fun, dirty read. This is it. 
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Prologue

“You know we can’t, Michael,” Karina said. I was trying to cuddle behind my wife in bed, my erection poking her in the ass through her cotton panties. “I have to get ready for Marshal  to take me on his business trip to Paris, and anyway, you’ve been cut off.” 

I’d agreed to share my wife with my boss, occasionally. But Marshal  didn’t share well, and now, Karina was not to have sex with me. She could have refused him, but I don’t think Karina had ever enjoyed our increasingly rare intimacies under the sheets as much as I had. 

For whatever reason, being cut off helped me appreciate my wife’s blonde Icelandic beauty more than ever before. Maybe it was because I could only look at her now—look but not touch. Karina had discovered how much I enjoyed watching—the more I hurt emotional y, the more my pleasure increased. It was a long story. 

Her relationship with  Marshal  began just as we  were exploring our new hotwife fantasy. Marshal  was president of a firm he'd started in his spare  bedroom  and my boss. He was a tal , imposing man about fifteen years our senior. The most imposing thing about him might have been the size of his cock and his ability to give Karina seemingly endless pleasure. 

I’d agreed to share my wife with him when he offered me a job—I know I’d done it—

but we weren’t really sharing any longer. I was deeply afraid Karina enjoyed her time with him too much to return to our humdrum lives. 

“How long will you be gone?” I asked as she packed skimpy lingerie I’d never seen before. 

“I need to bring an extra bag. We’l  be shopping in Paris,” she answered. “Can you believe I’m going to Paris? We’re flying there first-class, and the seats make into beds. 

With some privacy.” 

Karina’s face was lit up. She planned to fuck my boss over the Atlantic. She was so excited, she was bouncing. Despite my jealousy and pain, I was excited for her. I only wished I could watch. 

“He’s treating you well,” I said. 

“It’s been wonderful, amazing, and I have you to thank for it. You and Leon I guess.” 

She gave a little laugh after mentioning Leon’s name. He’d been the first man to talk her out of her panties in front of me. 

“When do you think Marshal  will let us sleep together again?” 

Karina’s face grew dark, and she looked back to her luggage. “I don’t know,” my wife mumbled. Under her breath, she said, “I’m not sure he will.” 

My chest tightened in fear.  Al   I could do was stare at her and try to remember to breathe. I turned away and left the room. I didn’t want her to see how much I was hurting. 

Later, I set our largest empty suitcase next to the small bag Karina had already filled. 

Most   of   her   clothing   was   at   Marshall’s   mansion.   “Do   you   know   how   long   you’ll   be gone?” In some ways  it didn’t matter, she probably wouldn’t be coming back to this house much, anyway. 

“I don’t know, awhile. You’ll have fun. Go out with the guys from work, maybe take that woman from accounting to a movie.” 

“Sharon? Do you mean Sharon in accounting? Why would I take her to a movie?” A mental picture of Sharon showing up every time I’d gone out for drinks after work with the guys flashed through my head. 

“So you won’t be alone. She seems nice.” Karina wasn’t paying attention to me. She busied herself and talked at the same time. 

“Sharon is nice, but I’m not taking her to a movie.” 

“Maybe out to eat. Look, Michael, I don’t want you just staying here, having fantasies about me and beating off. I’ll be fine. Stay busy.” She actual y pinched my cheek like a maiden aunt. 

“Why can’t we make love before you go like a married couple?” I tried not to sound like I was whining. 

“You’re whining. You know the deal.” Karina final y looked at me. “Marshall has been good to us and more than fair. Now, go call Sharon or something. I’m busy. I’l  see you when I get back.” 

I sat out by our pool, a beer in my hand, and thought. Marshall had been very good to me. He paid me well enough, maybe more than I could have made anywhere else. 

He arranged special privileges for me other employees didn’t get. 

In return, he fucked my wife.  That had been the arrangement original y,  but the arrangement had changed. I was still paid well and received privileges, but he didn’t just fuck my wife. She spent much more time with him than with me, and when she was with me, they were sending messages to each other. 

Chapter 1

We had been friends in college, members of the same fraternity. When Tyrone sent me a message to let me know they’d be in town, I insisted we get together. It would be an interesting reunion. I hadn’t seen them in five years and my wife, Karina, had only heard me talk about them. 

“Some of my old friends from college are coming in,” I told Karina. “I’d like you to meet them.” 

My   wife   had   a   wonderful,   warm,   outgoing  personality  when   she   got   to   know somebody. When first meeting someone, her icy blonde appearance combined with her innate shyness made it difficult for people to get close to her. I also thought the reason some   people   found   it   hard   to   approach   her   could   be   attributed   to   her   world-class beauty. 

Her heritage was Icelandic, her hair a light blonde. and her eyes a vivid penetrating blue. Those eyes seemed to look right through a person. In addition to her beauty, she was slim and round in just the right places. Karina was an intimidating package to both men and women. 

I’d been a weightlifter since high school, and it showed. I was proud of my body, but I didn’t think of myself as handsome. We looked good together even if our sex life was not what I’d hoped. 

I thought we were good in bed, Karina certainly enjoyed sex. She’d been raised in an open Scandinavian family where sex and nudity were considered normal. We had a great   time   together,   and   Karina   enjoyed   what   we   did,   I   just   wasn’t   very   good   at satisfying her. I disappointed her almost every time. I shouldn’t have been surprised by al  that happened later. 

Karina was nuts about sports, al  kinds of sports. She’d watch anything. I came home one day and found her watching Cricket. 

“Do you know anything about Cricket?” I asked. 

“Not a thing,” she’d answered, her eyes on the television. 

At   the  time,   I  was   working   for  a  start-up   company,   which  meant  long   days  and weekends. There was no way to avoid it, a new company required putting in the time. 

When the job had been offered, Karina said she didn’t mind the long hours I’d be away   and   the   responsibilities   that   would   be   hers   alone.   We’d   talked   about   the requirements of the position for days before I accepted. We were gambling our time together now and a chance the company would fail against gaining valuable experience and an even greater income in the future. We decided to take the gamble. 

The job, unfortunately, affected our lives even when we were together. Mentally if not physically, I was always at work. When I wasn’t in the  office,  my cell and laptop were   seemingly   a   part   of   me.   Messages   and   phone   calls   regularly   interrupted   our private time, and I always had work requiring my attention. 

Working so much, combined with the unrelenting pressure, was affecting me in other ways. I’d fall asleep from exhaustion when we were in bed together. I knew Karina was 

frustrated with me, and I didn’t blame her. Even when we made love, it wasn’t very good for her. I didn’t know what I needed to do to be a better lover. It embarrassed me, and that just made things worse. 

It had been an unusually light day, so I arrived home early. 

“When will your friends be in town?” Karina asked. 

“In two weeks, they’ll come in on Friday and leave Sunday morning.” 

“We should at least invite them over for dinner Saturday night,” Karina said. “How many are there?” 

“Three, Tyrone and his wife Judith, and Leon.” 

“Interesting. Are they all African-American?” Karina was curious. 

“No,   not   Judith.   Tyrone   and   Leon   played   on   the   varsity   footbal   team   and   were members of my fraternity. I was actually pretty tight with Tyrone.” 

“Is   dinner   enough?   Maybe   we   should   spend   some   time   with   them   while   they’re here,” she suggested. 

“I can’t, Karina. I just can’t afford the time away.” I was distracted by my wife tugging my underwear down my legs as she slid to the floor. 

“Hello,” she said to my semi-hard cock. “It’s nice to see you. Would you like to play?” 

I grew harder in her hand. 

“I think he’s interested,” I said. “Let’s get on the bed and find out.” 

My wife’s pussy was sopping with excitement. It could have been the promise of sex or playing with my growing erection. It wasn’t unusual for Karina to take the lead, but it was unusual for her to take the lead while we were in the kitchen. My wife is usual y far too modest to do something like this. I wondered what had happened? 

Karina was eager and ready for me. Unfortunately, I was too excited. “I’m sorry,” I told her. 

“Now that we have that first one out of the way, let’s have dinner and try again,” my wife said, sitting on top of me. She’d been moving her hips, trying to gain friction against me. We didn’t try again later—I was asleep. 

Work had been a greater distraction than usual. There had been several closed-door meetings   involving   senior   management,   often   with   outside   board   directors.   Closed doors were rare in our open-air start-up company, and even the promise of sex with my wife hadn’t been enough to take my mind off what was happening. 

“I’m worried about work,” I told Karina. “We’ve never had enough money to do the big data thing they want us to do.” 

“You worry too much, and you’re always working,” Karina said. “I want you to invite your friends over to eat Saturday night. It’l  be good for you. You can turn your phone off and just have a good time.” 

I put up all the usual objections, but Karina just waved them off. This wasn’t like her, she didn’t feel comfortable meeting new people, and now she’d be meeting people I knew well. 

“Tell me about them.” We were in bed together at the time, Karina’s naked body pressed against me, my arm around her shoulder. 

“First, I have to tel  you a little story. Our fraternity was on probation for a time. In fact, there was even police involvement. It was a major scandal. For a while, it looked like some of my frat brothers would be arrested.” 

“What happened?” Karina was paying close attention. Besides sports and sex, my wife loved a good scandal best of al . The three “S’s”—sex, sports, and scandal. 

“We had some wild guys when I first pledged,” I began. “They threw some incredible parties almost every weekend. There would be kegs of beer, liquor, loud music, and so many people, the house couldn’t hold them all. We’d spill out into the yard.” 

“What about the neighbors?” she asked. 

“The   neighbors   were   al   fraternities   and   sororities,”   I   answered.   “Their   members were at the parties. The police were called so many times, we knew their names. We even knew the names of their wives and their children. ‘Hey, Officer Bob. How’s little Bil y? Is he over the flu?’” 

“You didn’t.” 

“We did, it  was a sad thing.” I tried to look sad, but the memories of those days caused me to smile. 

“So, what happened to put you on probation?” 

“A girl claimed she was gangbanged at a party,” I said. 

“What?   Jesus,   Michael.   What   happened?”   Karina   was   sitting   up,   staring   at   me, naked at the time. We were going to make love, so my attention was diverted. 

“Stop looking at my tits, you pervert, and tell me what happened.” 

“I’m not a pervert,” I said emphatically. “I’m a deviant. There’s a difference.” 

“Stop ogling me you deviant and tel  me what happened.” I gave her a mock sour look and continued my story. 

“What happened was, she was gangbanged.” 

“Shit. Michael!” 

“To be fair, she wanted it to happen. It was only later someone else decided it wasn’t good for her image.” 

“Are you making this up? What woman wants to be…  god, gangbanged?” Karina was having a hard time believing me. 

“She did. She hadn’t been the first to get drunk, start making out with one of the guys, then been happy to make out with more than one at the same time until she was naked.” 

“How did they do it? I mean, what happened?” Karina stopped herself and took a deep breath. “What were the mechanics?” 

“In her case, one guy would be in her pussy while she blew another guy.” 

“Umm… did you… you know… participate?” 

“I may, or may not, have watched,” I answered. Karina was almost quivering with delight. 

“Tell me everything.” She looked eager. 

“Only if I can ogle your body.” 

“Okay, you can look as much as you want, but only I can touch.” Karina adjusted how she was sitting so I could see the light blonde fuzz on her pussy. “How’s that?” 

“You look perfect,” I told her. “It started just like I told you. She was young, only a sophomore. She shouldn’t have even been there, but we didn’t check IDs,” I began. 

“She was pretty, she  might have been a prom queen at some little high school a few years earlier. Now, she was in a bedroom with the door open, in a heavy  make-out session with one of the black football players.” 

“She was with a black guy?” Karina sounded scandalized, but she was using her right hand to rub her thigh near her pussy. I’m not sure she realized what she was doing. 

“Not just a black guy,” I said. “But a big black guy. The guy started for the varsity, so he was big. Also, I’d seen him in the shower, and he was big in other ways, too.” 

“He had a big cock?” Karina whispered. Her index finger was resting on her damp clitoris, making small circles. 

“I was just a pledge then, but I knew the rules. If one of the footbal  players was in a bedroom with a girl and the door was open, it was an invitation to the other players.” 

“What if the girl didn’t want all those guys?” Karina was slowly massaging her pussy. 

Seeing her touch herself was a first for me. My  imagination was fired up, I  wanted to see my wife masturbate. 

“If she made a fuss, they’d leave and close the door. There were plenty of women at those parties, and a lot of the players didn’t like… you know… doing it with other guys in the room,” I told her. “But this girl wasn’t shy.” 

“Where you there? Did you see it? What was it like? Did you…  fuck her?” Karina was hanging on my every word. 

“I was in the room, but I wasn’t a football player, I was just a pledge,” I began. “The girl had been drinking, but I’m pretty sure she knew what was happening. When the other guys came into the room, she even started taking off her clothes like she knew what was going to happen, and she was getting ready.” 

“She stripped for them? How far did she go?” I was surprised by my wife’s interest. 

She   was   completely   engrossed   in   the   story,   her   finger   making   wet   sounds   as   she caressed her own pussy. I’d never seen her this hot from just talking. 

“She took everything off, her blouse, her bra, her jeans, and panties. When she was completely naked, she got on her hands and knees and started blowing the guy she’d been making out with.” 

“She was kneeling on the bed, naked? With all those black guys standing around?” 

Karina got on her hands and knees her mouth inches from my erection. “Was she like this? Could they see her pussy?” 

“Yes, and remember, there was only one white guy in the room. I was standing against the closet door, just like I’d been ordered to. Her face was pointed toward me so I couldn’t see her pussy, but I could tel  when the first guy started fucking her.” 

 “How… could you tell?”  Karina licked my erection and played with her own clitoris at the same time. 

“She’d been blowing the first guy, and when she felt the guy behind her push inside, she looked up and groaned… real loud, then she put her head back down and sucked the first guy harder. Until she couldn’t suck anymore.” 

Karina took my cock out of her mouth.  “Why couldn’t she? You know… suck?” 

“Because they were fucking her too fast and too hard. They were so big…  their cocks were so big. She couldn’t keep her mouth on the guy's dick,” I explained. 

 “You could see it?”  Karina had straddled my lap and was working my hard-on inside her wet pussy. 

“Only her head.” Sensations radiated from my cock to my brain, stopping rational thought. My wife’s hot, wet pussy was fantastic. She was into the story, her breathing fast and shal ow, her eyes closed tightly. 

 “What happened? What was it like?”  Karina gasped. 

“She grunted every time a new cock started fucking her.” 

 “Oh… Michael…  many guys?” 

“A lot… maybe seven or eight guys. I watched her boobs bounce as they pounded her. After a while, she was on her back, and they kept going,” Karina was riding me fast and hard, her pussy making wet noises as she rubbed her clit while I fucked her. 

 “All those… guys… did they… god… finish inside  ?” 

“Yes, they all came inside her pussy. She begged them to come inside her. I think she came with each of them. Their cocks were so big, they must have been real y deep,” I said, running out of breath. 

 “Deep… oh, Michael… do it… cum inside.” M y wife froze against me, her face and chest bright red. I exploded as deeply inside her as I could reach. 

Karina continued rubbing herself until she finally laid on my chest, my cock slowly softening inside her pussy. “Then what happened?” 

“I was a pledge, so I was ordered to get a wet washcloth and clean her.” 

“You didn’t!” Karina pushed herself up enough to look at me. “Tell me you did   not clean that girl’s pussy. Did the whole thing turn you on?” 

“I did clean her. At least I cleaned her until she took the washcloth from me and finished the job herself. And, yes it turned me on. I didn’t think I’d like watching, but I did.” 

“I can’t believe you cleaned a woman’s pussy,” Karina said into my neck. 

“Hey, I’d do the same for you.” I was trying to be funny. 

“You know I would never do something like that,” Karina said. “I’m serious. I’d never put myself in a situation like she did.” 

My wife and I cuddled for a while. “What happened to her?” 

“There was a whole big deal. Somebody reported what had happened. Probably one of the other women at the party. There was an investigation that wouldn’t die down even after she testified it was her idea. She didn’t want anyone charged.” 

“Did you have to testify?” Karina asked. 

“No, it ended before.” 

“How did it end?” 

“She married the guy with the most to lose,” I said. 

“No shit?” 

“They’re still married,” I said. 

“Wow. I guess she showed them.” Karina’s soft body was pressed against mine. I’d be awake for a long time, remembering that gangbang. 

“The reason I’m telling you this because the woman was Judith and the man she married was Tyrone.” 

Karina looked at me with surprised shock. “They’re still together?” 

“From everything I’ve heard, they’re doing great.” 

“What’s the story with Leon?” she asked. 

“Almost all the football players had one goal in mind for themselves,” I said. “They wanted to be drafted by the pros. 

“Tyrone was drafted late. He made it as far as the practice squad before his career ended. Leon was able to sign with a team undrafted and played a couple of games on special squads before he was done.” 

Karina was impressed. 

Chapter 2

Judith loved the idea of having dinner with us Saturday night. It was easy to like Judith. The pretty brunette had a warm, bubbly personality that drew people to her and made them comfortable. 

In a moment of inspiration, I invited them to stay with us for the weekend. “You can use the guest bedroom, and Leon can crash on the couch. You’ll save the cost of motel rooms.” 

My   plan   ran   into   some   headwind   with   Karina,   but   by   then,   Judith   had   already accepted my invitation. Karina wasn’t opposed to them staying with us, she just didn’t know them yet. 

I had become obsessed with the idea of watching Karina masturbate. I’d seen her touch herself when I told her about the gangbang, and I wanted to see more. 

“I’d love it if you masturbated for me.” We were lying in bed, the day after I told her about Judith and Tyrone. 

“Not a single chance in hel . Besides, I don’t masturbate, I never have,” she said. 

“Liar, liar, pants on fire. Everybody masturbates. Everyone also has fantasies.” 

“Not me, Naha.” 

“Naha?” I was crawling between her legs. Karina liked it when I went down on her. I thought I was pretty good. I just didn’t get the reaction from her I’d heard women had to oral sex. 

“Don’t start unless you plan on finishing,” Karina said, stroking my hair. 

“If you masturbate for me, I’l  go down on you for… five minutes.” I licked the area where her clitoris should be, pressing my erection against her. 

“Ten minutes and you have to jack off for me at the same time. I’ve never seen a man do that.” 

“Can I come on your tits?” I asked. 

“No… Yuck.” The deal was almost done right there. I quickly agreed to her terms. 

“I have a confession to make.” Karina held her hands over her face. “I lied to you, I have a tiny vibrator.” She peeked at me from between her fingers. “I use it to massage my muscles when I get sore.” My wife was a good girl with naughty thoughts. 

“Do you have a ‘sore muscle’ now?” I asked, caressing the pale soft skin of her thigh. 

“Yes. It’s very sore, and I think I’l  need to massage it for a very long time.” My cock throbbed. 

“You better get it and show me how you massage a ‘sore muscle.’” 

Karina hopped out of bed and dug to the bottom of her panty drawer, a part of our apartment I’d never visited. She pulled out an old fashion plastic dildo-shaped vibrator that turned on by twisting the base. 

“That   looks   very   good   for   a   ‘sore   muscle.’”   I   made   a   mental   note   to   find   her something newer. 

Karina propped herself up on our pil ows and held the dildo against her thigh. “You start first,” she giggled. 

I began stroking myself slowly. I was so turned on, I was afraid I’d cum too soon. “I like to talk while I do this, it excites me.” I didn’t like to talk, but it would be exciting to listen to Karina. 

“When I jack-off, I like to think about my naughty wife,” I said, stroking my cock. “I like to think about how beautiful she is when I’m fucking her.” 

Karina was running her hand through her thin, blonde pubic hair. “You do?” 

“I have a fantasy of accidentally seeing your pussy when we’re out in public.” I was stroking faster,  and  Karina turned on her vibrator. She jumped a little when she first touched the tip to her slit. 

 “How would you see my pussy?”  she asked, her eyes focused on the hand rubbing my erection. 

“You’d be getting out of the SUV, wearing one of your skirts, and I’d convinced you not to wear panties that day.” 

 “I didn’t have underwear?”  Karina was beginning to pant. She pushed the dildo into her pussy. My wife was so wet, the plastic slid right inside. For the first time, I noticed the plastic curved a little on the end, the end Karina was now running against the top of her sex. I could faintly hear the vibrator buzzing inside her. She rotated it slightly until it touched something, and her eyes closed briefly. 

“Other men saw you too, they were looking up your skirt.” 

 “They saw my pussy? Oh God.”  She pul ed the vibrator out and held it to the very top of her slit. 

“You saw them looking, and you pulled your skirt up even higher because it turned you on.” I was getting close to cumming. 

 “What did you do? Did you let them look?”  Karina was beginning to shake. 

“I fucked you. I was so turned  on, I  couldn’t help myself. We fucked right there in front of everyone.”  I was  stroking  myself  as  fast as  I  could, watching Karina excite herself. 

 “Then what? I’m so close,”  her voice wavered . 

“I came inside you, and when I finished, another guy just pushed me aside, and he fucked you too,” I had no idea what I was saying, I only wanted to watch my wife. 

 “Ohgodohgodohgod, another guy fucked me in front of you?”  Karina was screaming. 

Then I heard her squeal,  and  for the first  time,  I learned my wife made a noise that sounded like a squeal when she climaxed. 

I kept my word, I didn’t cum on her tits, but I shot long strings on her thigh as she watched my orgasm. 

“You   wouldn’t   really   let   another   man   fuck   me,   would   you?”   Karina   asked.   She sounded like a little girl saying, ‘you wouldn’t real y let me have that delicious candy, would you?’

The way she said it stopped my heart for a minute. Would I let another man fuck her while I watched? It had never been a fantasy before. 

“No, of course not,” I said without conviction. Karina turned her vibrator back on. 

 ****

“I’m sorry,  Karina,” Judith said. She was just so bright and cheery, my wife looked surprised by Judith’s enthusiastic hug. It gave me a pleasant jolt to see Judith’s large 

breasts pressed against my wife’s. “I knew Michael when we were in school. It’s just so great to meet you.” 

Tyrone had been one of my close friends. He’d been a starting running back on the University football team. Tyrone was a big man and startlingly fast. He’d been drafted late by one of the professional teams but had gotten no further than the practice squad. 

Still, he’d been in the ‘show,’ and that counted for something. 

He flashed a large, bright smile at my wife and offered his hand for her to shake. 

Karina smiled back, surprised when her hand completely disappeared inside Tyrone’s huge fingers. All we could see was her wrist ending at my friend’s hand. 

“Oh, wow. You have really big fingers,” Karina said. 

“And you know what that means?” Judith nudged my wife with her hip. 

At first, Karina just looked at Judith as if confused before an intriguing smile lit her face. “I do. I do know what that means.” 

By the time they unpacked and cleaned up, pizza had arrived. The three of us guys sat in the living room eating, drinking beer, and reminiscing late into the night. Judith and Karina used our dining area to get to know each other. 

As we talked, I remembered how much I liked these people. It was relaxing to be with friends. Tyrone even helped Karina clean up. 

At one point when I looked in the dining area, Judith was pointing toward us and explaining something to Karina. The two were sitting so close together, my imagination overruled  my good  sense.  I  pictured  them  naked,   Judith  going  down   on  my  wife.   I should have been wondering what Judith was telling Karina instead. 

Later, Karina was insatiable. She wasn’t accustomed to beer, and she’d had a lot to drink. 

“I think I like beer,” she said between hiccups. “I didn’t like the taste at first, but it’s sneaky. Now I feel really great.” 

“Made you horny, didn’t it?” I asked. 

“I’m always horny, the beer just made me less picky.” Karina was sitting on the bed. 

“I know a secret,” she teased, barely able to control herself. 

“Is it making you hornier?” I asked. 

“Yes, it made me much hornier. Tyrone has a really big cock!” 

“I know, I saw him in the shower once.” 

“Well,  smart   guy,   did   you  know  Judith  likes   to  watch   him   fuck  other  women?”     I stopped what I was doing to stare at my wife. 

“’Judith likes watching him fuck other women?’ Are you sure?” I asked in surprise. 

“Don’t get any ideas. I do not want to watch my husband fuck some cunt. Got it?” 

Chapter 3

The next night we were gathered downstairs, ready to go out to eat when Karina walked down to meet us. She was wearing a very short, loose skirt and blouse so low-cut, she couldn’t bend forward without exposing her breasts. My wife was clearly an adult woman, but she was not quite five feet tal  and weighed less than a hundred pounds. 

“Put your eyes back in your head, Tyrone,” Judith ordered. 

We enjoyed a great dinner, accompanied by far too much to drink. The conversation picked up where we had left off the night before like no time had passed since we been in school together. After dinner, we piled back into Tyrone’s van. 

“Where are we going, guys?” I asked from my position in the third row. My wife was in the second row, next to Leon. She’d been drinking beer while we ate, but she didn’t seem drunk. 

“We’re going to a strip club!” Judith yelled from the front. “We gonna see us some pussy.” 

Oh, shit. This could be a long night, I thought as we crossed the international border. 

I was glad I’d grabbed our passports before we left the house. 

The   large  African-American   guarding   the  front   door  knew  Tyrone   and   had   been expecting   us.  Besides,  we   had   two   good-looking   white   women,  and  the   club   liked female customers. 

We were escorted to a circular booth with a reserved sign on it. I managed to sit next to Karina and Judith while the two guys sprawled in the large booth so they could watch the dancers. 

“You’ll love this, Karina,” Judith said, her hand on my wife’s bare thigh. “Wait until you get a lap dance.” Then in a loud whisper, “I’m wet just thinking about it.” 

“Judith, I can’t get a dance from another woman!” 

“Just one. If you hate it, fine. But you have to try it. Let me pick the girl.” Judith was busy checking out the action. 

My wife turned to me, Judith’s hand riding higher on Karina’s pale thigh. “I can’t get a dance from a woman, Michael.” 

“Just one,” I said. “Let Judith fix you up, then you can tell her it wasn’t for you.” My wife gave me a dirty look before turning back to Judith. 

The club was frighteningly loud, but I thought I heard Karina say, “Just one.” Judith smiled at her. 

We started drinking as soon as we were seated. Leon had our waitress deliver two drinks at a time to everyone. “It takes too long. If we order again when she brings these, we’ll be in good shape,” he explained. 

After the drinks arrived, the seating shifted. Karina took her beer and sat between the two guys. I watched with growing heat as they vied for her attention. Leon put a large black hand on my wife’s thigh where Judith’s had been. What was it about her thighs tonight? 

Judith had moved next to me and wanted to talk. “I never thanked you properly for what you did for me, Michael.” 

“I didn’t do anything, Judith,” I answered. Her mouth was next to my ear. 

“Does your wife know about me?” 

“Yes, I told her,” I answered. 

“Did you like watching me?” Judith’s hand was now on my thigh. She was col ecting the set. “You have a hard-on. Is it me, your memories, this place, or wondering what your wife might do? Maybe all of them?” 

We both looked at Karina who had been pul ed onto Leon’s lap to make room for a dancer who was working on Tyrone. 

Leon and Karina were talking and smiling at each other. My wife was moving around his lap, looking for a comfortable position while drinking her beer. 

“Leon’s hard too,” Judith said. “He’s got a big cock,  and  it’s pushed against your wife’s   ass.  I  know how  much you  want  to watch  her get laid.”  Her little finger  was caressing the tip of my straining erection. “Tyrone likes to watch me, remember?” 

Oh shit, Tyrone! 

We   were   interrupted   by   a   pretty   Asian   girl.   “I   don’t   want   to   interrupt,   oops,   I interrupted,” she said, bending toward us with her head back, giving me a good look at her smal ish breasts. “Maybe you’d each like a lap dance?” 

“Of course,” Judith said. “I’d like a dance here.” 

“What does ‘here’ mean?” I asked. 

“You can get a dance in one of three different places. Where you’re sitting, in the lap dance area on the second floor, or in the Champagne room,” Judith explained. “The costs are different.” 

“What does it cost?” I asked the dancer. 

“Sixty dollars for a dance at your table,” she said. “The Private Dance booths on the next floor are a minimum of three dances. The Champagne Room is a flat five hundred dollars which buys ten songs. Anything else is negotiable.” 

Judith smiled at me, “Everything’s negotiable, Michael.” 

Leon was sitting pressed against the back of the booth and his legs spread. Karina was sitting between his spread legs with her ass pressed against his cock. Leon’s arms were wrapped around her, pushing her breasts up, so her nipples were peeking at us with every breath. My wife’s short skirt had ridden to the top of her thighs. 

I watched the Asian dancer swaying and flirting with Judith as her dance began. She wasn’t shy about pressing her smal ish breasts into Judith’s face, and Judith wasn’t shy about sucking her nipple. 

On her knees, the dancer pushed Judith’s skirt up and licked her thigh, all the while moving in what might have been a dance. 

I   glanced   at   Karina.   She   was   staring   at   Judith,   her   eyes   wide   while   Leon   took advantage to caress a hard nipple. My wife’s blonde hair shimmered in the strip club lights. From a distance, she must have looked like a beacon. 

The pounding of the music matched the hammering of my heart, and I didn’t know which way to look. Leon was touching my wife’s bare breast! I felt a glob of pre-cum dirty the inside of my underwear. 

Karina put her hands over Leon’s, but she didn’t try to stop him when he pul ed a boob out of her dress and squeezed. I thought I heard my wife sigh. 

The Asian dancer was straddling Judith’s thigh, her bare pussy against Judith’s bare skin. Her nose was touching Judith’s, and they were smiling at each other. 

Tyrone shifted on the end of the couch facing us. He was making room for what looked like a small log in his pants. 

When the song ended, the dancer kissed Judith and moved her ass, so her pussy rubbed along Judith’s thigh. Karina stood, adjusted her blouse and moved to sit next to me. 

For the first time, I noticed all the empty beer bottles on the table in front of me. Had I drunk so much? Karina must have had a few too, judging by her slurred speech. 

“I want a dance,” she said. 

“I can help,” offered a beautiful, leggy dancer bent over the back of our maroon colored   booth,   her   head   between   us,   her   large,   soft   breasts   pressed   against   our shoulders. She smiled at me before turning her head toward Karina. “I’m Kitty. Have you ever had a woman dance for you?” 

“No.” I could see the woman’s hand stroking my wife’s hair. Karina loves to have her hair stroked. She purred. 

“You’re nervous, aren’t you?” Kitty whispered over the loud music. “I’ll take good care of you, I promise. If you’re not happy, you don’t have to pay.” Her face must have been close to Karina’s, all I could see was her red hair, and her big boobs, of course. 

“Honey give me some money,” Karina said as if in a trance. When I opened my wallet, she helped herself to most of my cash. 

“Let’s go upstairs,” Kitty said. My wife and Kitty held hands as they walked toward the stairs. The men they passed turned to watch, their imaginations on fire. A beautiful tall redheaded dancer and an even more beautiful, tiny blonde. I fol owed close behind. 

The place was large, spread out over two floors and divided into four areas with a stage and dancers in each. After dancing on stage, the women would rotate throughout the club, soliciting lap dances. The stage dancing was advertising for their lap dances. 

The private lap dances were given on love couches separated from each other and the rest of the club by dividers to provide privacy. The Champagne Room was basically a short hal way with seven doors off it. A neon VIP sign hung above the entrance to the door at the end of the corridor. A bouncer stood under the Champagne sign to keep out those who hadn’t paid and weren’t with a dancer. 

There was no reason to hang around the private lap dance area, there was no way for me to see. I visited the men’s room and talked to a bartender. 

“What’s the deal with the Champagne Room and the VIP?” I asked. 

He couldn’t talk long, the bar had constant activity. “The Champagne Room is real y six smal  private rooms. You  can buy dances from any of the girls, I  don’t know how much. The VIP is for private parties, can’t get in there.” 

After he moved away, I watched a dancer and stopped at the ATM before walking back to meet my wife. The transaction fees would have paid for a dance. 

It was an astonishing feeling to have blood rush to my cock and feel it expand down my pant leg. I felt faint when I heard my wife’s squeal over the loud music, the  first followed   quickly   by   another.   Karina   had   just   had   multiple   orgasms.   With   another woman! 

I wanted to cum just from the sound she made. I wanted to see what was being done to her. I wanted to fuck her. 

Instead, I waited, my erection obvious as they walked out hand in hand and kissed in front of me. “Do I owe you money back?” Kitty asked my wife with a smile on her face. 

“Oh, lord no,” my wife said, giving her a tip. 

When Kitty left, I turned to Karina. “Your face is wet.” 

“Oh, thank you” Before my wife could wipe her face clean, I leaned in to kiss her. 

“You’ve been eating pussy,” I said, my lips just touching hers. 

“I was a naughty wife, Michael.” 

“She even made you come, didn’t she?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you like girls now?” 

“More than I would have thought. But now I want cock.” Her face was shining wet from eating a woman. 

“Michael, I really like Judith. Was it real y her?” I paused at the bottom of the stairs. 

“Yes, I watched all of it. Most of the guys were graduated right about then.” 

“You cleaned her. You cleaned Judith’s pussy,” She looked excited. 

“Actual y, they had me use the washcloth between guys,” I said. 

“How did she feel about that?” 

“She moaned,” I said. 

“She did not.” 

“Did too.” 

A   dignified   looking   man   in   a   well-tailored   suit   was   talking   to   Tyrone   when   we returned. 

“I don’t mean to intrude,” he said with an Irish accent. “I’m Cecil, the owner. I was a fan of Tyrone when he played American football.” A gorgeous waitress in a see-through blouse walked up with a tray full of drinks. I couldn’t take my eyes off her breasts, and she smiled up at me as she sat the drinks on our table. 

“On   the   house,”   Cecil   said,   his   arm   around   my   wife.   “Dear,   you   are   indeed   a goddess. Are you a model or an actress?” 

Karina was flustered by his attention. Cecil looked to be a fit fifty-years old and oozed charm. “No. Me? I could never be a model.” 

“Yes, she could, Cecil. Besides, she’s hot,” it was the stripper from my wife’s lap dance, her arm around Karina from the other side. 

Their conversation became more intimate, and they huddled, just the three of them, leaving me to watch. The music was crazy loud, dancers  performing on every stage, waitresses   rushing   between   the   tables,   dodging   women   soliciting   private   dances.   I couldn’t hear a word they said to each other. 

“We’l  be back momentarily.” Cecil had a huge hand on my shoulder. “I wish to show your wife something unusual she may find interesting.” Karina and Kitty were already walking up the stairs to the second level again, talking earnestly. 

I wanted to follow them, but Cecil stopped me. “You are to be my guest. Ginger is here to give you a private tour.” 

I turned again, too much beer making my eyes swim. Ginger was the waitress who had delivered our drinks. Her breasts swam into focus, I stared at them, entranced by how she could have so many freckles and yet have clear, white, nearly perfect boobs. 

Ginger slipped her arm through mine and said, “Do you like my boobs?” 

“They don’t have freckles.” 

Ginger  laughed,  a pleasant sound. “No, do you want to know other places I don’t have freckles?” 

My mind was screaming at me, ‘Tell her no, ask where Karina is.’  Instead,  I said, 

“Yes.” Proving once again, a hard cock has no brain. 

I could hear the sound of a crowd in the VIP room when Ginger opened the door to a Champagne room next to the VIP entrance. Inside was a couch built into the wall, and a table with an ashtray and a box of tissues. 

“Some big shots are having a party.” Ginger’s mouth was next to my ear, her breath felt hot. She smel ed of perfume, smoke, and something else I couldn’t place. 

“Where’s my wife?” I asked. 

“Cecil and Kitty are entertaining her, I’m sure she’s fine and having a great time. Do you want me to dance for you?” 

I did. I did want her to dance for me. I nodded my head stupidly. 

“Is Cecil doing something to Karina?” I slurred. 

“Don’t worry,” Ginger purred, rubbing her face against the bulge in my pants. I heard a male roar through the thin wall separating us from the VIP room. “Your wife is having a wonderful time with them. Sometimes an amateur gets turned on showing her pussy.” 

My blood pressure shot up and my cock throbbed in Ginger’s hand, hard again. “You like that, don’t you?” Ginger rubbed her now naked ass on my lap. “You like the idea of your wife dancing naked. Maybe she’s why they cheer?” 

There were dirty shouts from next door. Ginger was on her knees pul ing my pants down. “You know what I think? I think if she showed men her married pussy, it would excite her.” 

My heart was pounding. The idea of Karina on the other side of the thin wall showing her pussy to a crowd of men combined with the smooth, hot, wet sensation of Ginger’s mouth   inhaling   my  cock   was   intoxicating.   I   briefly  wondered   how  more   empty  beer bottles had accumulated in the tiny room. 

Ginger somehow smiled at me, even with my cock filling her mouth, as though she were in on a secret. The door to our little room opened, and Kitty came in. 

“Your wife loves to eat pussy,” she whispered. Kitty sat next to me on the tiny couch, her long legs spread wide, baring her freshly waxed pussy. “She made me cum. Did you know that?” 

Ginger   moved   from   between   my  legs   and   spread   Kitty’s   pussy   open   to   lick   the exposed clitoris with the tip of her tongue. She kept one hand on my wet cock. 

“I ate your wife’s pussy… too,” Kitty continued. “She came for me. Is she always… 

so easy to excite?” 

My cock was throbbing. I couldn’t take my eyes off the spectacle beside me on the bench. There was another male roar from the room next door. 

“Karina makes a strange noise when she cums… doesn’t  she?” Kitty was urging Ginger to lick faster. “She squeals.” 

My heart stopped beating. The only way Kitty knew my wife squealed was because she’d   heard   it.   At   that   moment,   the  men  next   door   made   another   loud  noise,   Kitty orgasmed, and I could swear I heard a familiar squeal through the thin wall. 

I pul ed my cock free from Ginger, pulled up my pants, and charged out the door, turning right to go into the VIP room. I didn’t know what I was going to do, I was running on drunken adrenaline. 

My adrenaline hadn’t planned on the giant in a tuxedo standing guard. I bounced off his   chest   and   struggled   to   regain   my   balance.   When   I   was   able   to   stop   moving backward, he just smiled at me, and with a Russian sounding accent, he politely said, 

“VIP room closed for private party.” 

The door to our little Champagne room opened, and Ginger and Kitty quickly made their way back down the hall. I was watching them leave when the door to the VIP room opened just enough for Cecil to slip through without letting me see inside. 

“Ah, my American friend, Michael. It’s good to see you are enjoying my club. Come, walk with me. I’ll escort you back to your booth.” He turned me with an iron grip on my biceps,  and  I found myself staggering along with him. As strong as I was, Cecil was stronger. 

“What’s going on in there?” It was a good thing he was holding me. My vision was swimming again. 

“A young dancer wished to perform for me and some of our long-time friends,” Cecil said. 

“Is my wife in there?” I asked, trying to turn back. 

“Michael, please. We’re not doing anything with your wife. I’m  not absolutely sure where she is at this moment. Let’s enjoy the evening.” His voice sounded so cultivated, yet dangerous. “It’s a funny thing to think about. Some of these younger women want to take their clothes off for a group of men. They want to be appreciated. They yearn for the opportunity, and when their chance finally comes along, they don’t know when to stop.” 

We weren’t at the booth, he had me cornered against a wall with one of his bouncers standing a few feet away. “The young woman upstairs is a good example. She’s a very beautiful   woman   with   sexual   needs.   There   is   no   tel ing   what   will   happen.”   His   lips smiled, but his eyes didn’t, they looked like a shark’s. “She might decide she likes taking her clothes off for men.” 

We were walking again. Waiters and dancers made way for us until we were back at the booth. 

“Michael, my man. Where you been?” Leon was wearing a pair of sunglasses and dancers were sitting on either side of him. 

I collapsed in the booth while a waitress put a beer in my hand. “Compliments of Mr. 

Cecil.” 

My   thoughts   seemed   unmoored.   Memories   of   Kitty   and   Ginger   merged   with   an image of my wife between Kitty’s thighs and of her dancing naked for a room ful  of men. 

I saw her then, walking toward me across the room. Men were on either side of her, and when she was stopped by people moving around, I thought one of them fondled her ass. 

When she got closer, I saw her blouse was on inside out, and the zipper to her skirt was on her hip rather than in back. She smelled like a man’s cologne. 

“You smel  funny, where have you been?” The words weren’t coming out right. My wife kissed me, passionately, her tongue deep in my mouth. A strange but familiar smel was strong, and Karina’s mouth tasted like beer and something else… something salty. 

“You taste weird.” 

“Touch my pussy.” Karina pressed herself to me, throwing one leg over my lap, so my hand was near her twat but hidden from view. I edged under her skirt and into a boiling vat of open, needy pussy.   “Oh… hell… I’ve been bad… husband.” 

My   mind   was   reeling,   but   instead   of   fucking   my   wife,   I   felt   myself   losing consciousness. 

Chapter 4

Karina was holding a whispered conversation with Judith, their heads together, when I opened my eyes again. They laughed,  and  my wife kept her hand on Judith’s bare thigh. As they talked, Karina’s fingers moved closer to Judith’s pussy. 

Their conversation ended when Tyrone began playing with Judith’s tits. I stumbled toward my wife, my vision double, but Leon beat me to her. Karina hugged his face to her cleavage, and Leon rubbed her bare ass. After a moment, they kissed. My wife was kissing Leon while he caressed her bare ass! The sight swam in my vision. 

More empty bottles had accumulated in front of me. I wasn’t a big drinker, and I was feeling it. I was having a hard time making my body work. My legs didn’t want to carry me in a straight line, and what I wanted to say wasn’t what came out my mouth. I felt sick. 

I had a hard time making it to the men’s room. On the way back, I met Cecil and a group of well-dressed men coming down the stairs from the second level where the Champagne Room was located. Cecil greeted me as if I were a valuable customer. 

“Michael, did you have a good time with Ginger?” 

“She’s… quite a girl,” I wasn’t sure if I made sense. 

“Guys, this is Michael. His wife is named Karina,” Cecil said, introducing me to the men who had surrounded us. Had I seen him wink? 

“Yeah… good to meet yeah, dude.” My hand was shaken and my back slapped. A few might have smirked at me; they were smiling when they walked away. 

“Let me get you some help,” Cecil said. “Are you coming or going?” 

I tried to read his expression for hidden meanings, but I couldn’t concentrate well enough. A bouncer helped me back to our booth. I moved my feet, but I don’t think he let them touch the floor. 

Tyrone and Leon helped me to the SUV. “I much owes somethin’ fer beers,” I think I said. “Givme another one ‘for we goes.” 

Karina and Leon got in the SUV before me and sat in the rear row. 

“Hey, nice ass lady,” I said to my wife. 

Judith and Tyrone sang loudly with the radio on the drive home. Only much later did I understand the noise they made was to mask the sounds coming from behind me. 

Karina wanted to show everyone the type of lap dance Kitty had given her. We were in our living room, rap music playing, and I’d managed to convince Judith to slip me another beer. The scene was hazy to me, everything off-center and out of focus. 

My wife took off her blouse and danced for Judith, her breasts wobbling in time to her movements. When the women started kissing, the two guys cheered. When Judith took one of Karina’s nipples in her mouth, they went crazy. 

The sight reeled in front of me. Later my memory would have long gaps. 

“Wait… wait, I learned how to eat pussy tonight,” my wife announced. 

“Show us what you learned,” Leon said. 

“Okay… okay.” Karina got to her knees and pushed Judith’s legs apart. 

“I like you, Karina,” Judith said, pushing her skirt tight against her crotch. “But I’m not taking my clothes off for you.” 

“You   should,”   Tyrone   said.   “How   do   we   real y   know   she   learned   anything, otherwise?” 

“I’s ok.” Karina’s speech was starting to slur. Why wasn’t I hard? I put my hand on my jeans, over my cock, and rhythmical y squeezed. Nothing. 

Karina put her face against Judith’s covered pussy and began the demonstration. 

Judith smiled down at her between sips from her bottle. 

“If’n you’ll ‘irect your ‘tension here, ‘oys and girls, I’ll show ‘ous the ‘ight way to eat a 

‘ussy.” Karina was in that place, drunk enough to be completely without inhibitions, yet thinking she was making perfect sense. 

“The ‘irst thin’ you do is ta get these nasty clothes out’a the way.” Karina wiped her hand over the juncture of Judith’s thighs as if she were throwing the clothing away. 

“Easy girl,” Judith said. 

“Oops, sorry.” My wife paused to hiccup. “Next the labia should be gently spread. 

We’ll come back ta da labia.” 

Karina was pantomiming spreading Judith’s labia with her thumbs. The guys were mostly quiet, my wife had their rapt attention. 

“Nows   yous   ‘hould  be   able   to   see   her   cute   littl’   clitty.   Right   about   here.”   Judith jumped a little when Karina used her index finger to demonstrate where the clitoris would be. Huh, so that’s where it was. 

“Then, you shoul’ make your tongue real soft, and wid’ and wet, and lick her really soft.” My wife licked Judith’s skirt right where she’d said the clit would be. 

She looked up at Judith as she licked, Judith looking down with her mouth hanging open. Even though Karina was only licking cloth, it seemed as though Judith could feel her soft, wide, wet tongue. 

“And that’s how you do it!” Karina announced, trying to stand and take a bow. Her bow caused her breasts to sway toward Tyrone and Leon, and her skirt to pul  up, exposing her pussy to Judith and me. 

While  her   audience   clapped,   the   music   was   turned   up.   “So   that’s   how   you   eat pussy?” Tyrone said to his wife. “I may try that next time.” 

“Only two  short   years  until  you’re   due   to  go  down   there  again,”  Judith  mocked, fanning herself. “A girl could get the vapors from the excitement.” 

“I’d do it,” Karina said to Judith while trying to keep her balance. “I’d do it for reals.” 

“Show us how to do a proper lap dance,” Leon said. “Come here and show me how you danced for those guys tonight.” 

I tried to figure out what Leon meant by dancing for ‘those guys.’ In my stupor, I couldn’t put the pieces together. 

Karina was dancing for Leon as Judith and Tyrone clapped, encouraging her to go further. My wife was swaying and smiling drunkenly, taking off her skirt. 

“Rub your bare pussy on me,” Leon said, standing to remove his pants. 

“Nope, youse guys, that’s it. Gotta get to bed,” Karina slurred. She was sitting with her legs on either side of Leon’s thigh, her pussy pressed against him. She was having a hard time keeping her balance. 

The scene blurred, and Karina’s face was in front of me. I don’t know if any time had passed. 

“Are you ‘k, baby? Youse should goes up to bed,” she slurred. 

“Wha he mean, guys?” 

“I didn’t mean anything, man,” Leon said. How come he had his shirt off and was behind my naked wife, holding her hips? “You should go up to bed, dude. We’l  make sure Karina is taken care of.” 

I should have had an erection at the sight of Karina rubbing her bare breasts on Leon’s smiling black face. I don’t know where the time went. The music was louder, hammering into my beer-soaked brain and making thought difficult. I knew I should get up and stop it. This was my wife, letting a guy play with her body like a whore. But my legs wouldn’t work. Instead, I got angry. 

I was jealous and hurt, and I lost it. I didn’t lose it because he was feeling up my wife. I certainly didn’t lose it because she acted like she enjoyed being felt up. I lost it because I couldn’t feel my cock, and my vision wouldn’t stay focused. I wanted to enjoy what was happening,  and  instead,  I didn’t feel good. I started shouting, and they al looked at me funny. 

Then   I   got   sick.   Someone,   maybe   Judith,   was   there   with   a  wastebasket.   I   felt Karina’s arms around me, and we helped each other up the stairs, each step a struggle. 

My wife was naked and almost as drunk as I was. 

“I’s sorry, Michael. I’s carried away,” I remember her saying. 

“Youse slutty,” I slurred. “Kinda liked it.” 

We stumbled into the bedroom, and Karina collapsed on top of the sheets. I knew what I wanted to do, but first, I had a question. 

“Hows was it… eatin’ pussy?” 

“’s good. She’s real y liked it… got real y wet.” 

“Was it good… she ate you?” 

“You have no ideas, knew jus’ wha’ ta do… made me cum,” Karina smiled. 

“You ‘esbian now?” 

“Sounds goo’… fuck me.” Karina spread her legs wide. “So horny…  need cock, more even.” 

“Do you want to fuck… [hiccup]… other guys while I watch?” It was as though she were on truth serum. 

“Yes,” her eyes were spinning in her head as she tried to look at me. “Can I give ‘em a piece of… ass?” 

Karina didn’t talk like this. “Can I watch? You… tell me everything?” 

“Yes… whatever,” she waved her hand as if it didn’t matter. “You’re my husband… 

have a right to watch your wife fucked… t’is in da vows.” 

I couldn’t fault her logic. “Will you stil  feel like this… tomorrow?” 

“Felt like this for a long time.” Her arms were around my neck. “Need more… baby… 

always horny, can’t get enough… masturbate al  the time you’re not home.” 

My heart stopped. I had no doubt my wife was tel ing me the truth. My wife had growing needs I wasn’t aware of. 

I tried to get hard. I even tried to push my soft dick into her pussy. She was so wet, I thought, in my diminished capacity, it might work. It didn’t. All I succeeded in doing was to further frustrate her. 

“Come on,  Michael… Kitty  made me cum…  guys  felt  me up and stuff…  I need somethin’… fuck your wife.” 

When Karina began to snore, stil  on her back, her head to the side, her legs spread wide, I stumbled out the door and back down the stairs. Early the next morning, I woke, sitting naked in a chair in our room, an empty wastebasket under one arm and a half-empty bottle of beer in my hand. 

Chapter 5

Our guests were up early, giving me barely enough time to stumble down the stairs to say goodbye. My hangover was showing,  and  I was probably not as gracious as I wanted to be. 

Judith pulled me aside to ask, “How are you, Michael? Are you doing okay?” She looked so earnest and concerned. Her fingers felt hot on my arm. 

“I   think   I’ll   survive,”   I   said,   holding   my   head   as   motionless   as   possible,   so   my headache wouldn’t become worse. “Karina’s still sleeping…” 

We both turned as my wife started the  long,  laborious walk down the stairs, trying hard not to jostle herself. Even though she showed the effects of the night before and was wearing a ratty old robe, she looked beautiful to me. 

Karina rallied enough to offer a warm goodbye to each of our house guests. There were kisses and hugs, the longest reserved for Judith. 

When the door closed behind them, we moved into the kitchen where Karina broke down. I was looking in the refrigerator when I was shocked by my wife’s sudden wailing. 

Karina   was   sobbing,  a  sudden  flood  of  tears   running  down   her  face,  and  she  was quickly out of breath. 

“Oh God… oh God… what have I done? Oh shit.” Long drawn out exclamations as tears continued to flow. I touched her shoulder, but she flinched away from me as if struck. 

“Karina.” Again, I tried to hold her. 

“No.” She looked awful. Her eyes were red and swollen as was her nose. “You’re going to divorce me… you’re going to divorce me… I should get out…  should leave.” I held her shoulders and gently shook her. “Oh… Michael…  I’m so sorry… won’t fight you… you don’t want me now.” 

“I’m not going to divorce you, I love you,” I repeated myself several times until she could hear me. 

“But… what I did. You have to hate me. How could you want me?” 

“I don’t hate you, how could I hate you?” I smiled. 

“All those men… I let all those men… he came in my… and I kissed you…” her voice trailed off. 

“How many men, Karina?” I asked. 

“All of them.” 

“It doesn’t matter, I love you,” I said. I was momentarily taken back by what she’d said. Was Cecil’s sperm the strange salty taste in my wife’s mouth? 

“But last night, I real y wanted you, and you wouldn’t. You were disgusted with me for being such a slut,” she said. 

“I couldn’t because I was too drunk. I wanted to, you can’t imagine how much,” I told her. “I even fell asleep in the chair in the room with a bottle of beer in my hand.” 

“I thought you’d left me. I thought I’d disgusted you so much, you  left.” The tears were threatening again. “I didn’t see you.” 

  “I love you, Karina. You didn’t disgust me, you  excited me. Now, you’re going to excite me even more.” I was pushing her robe up as I talked. She spread her legs for me and moaned when I touched her wet pussy. 

“I think we should agree on an arrangement.” My heart was in my throat. I was sure Karina could see how hard it was beating, just by looking at me. What I was about to suggest scared me more than anything before or since. I hoped Karina would at least hear me out. 

“What sort of arrangement?” Karina asked. 

“You can fuck any man you want as long as I can watch,” I said. “Just like we talked about last night.” 

Karina stared at me. “You’re being  honest, aren’t you? You’re not mad about last night, you’re just upset you couldn’t watch.” 

“Close,”  I said. “I  am  mad about  last  night.  I was  angry,  jealous,  and  hurt.  You betrayed me, and you didn’t let me watch.” 

Karina’s jaw began to tremble, and fresh tears pooled in her eyes as she started to get up. “You hate me.” 

“Wait, you can go if you want,” I said. “Before you do, touch my erection.” 

“What’s wrong with you?” she asked concerned. 

“I’m about to lose my wife, the one woman I can love unreservedly, and al  I ask is she touch me one last time while I think about how she cheated on me.” 

Karina looked at me with disgust. “You’re thinking about how I cheated on you?” 

“Yes.” She ran her hand over the tent in my robe. First quickly, then more slowly. 

“You’re hard,” she said in wonder. 

“Yes. Touch me again while you tell me what happened in the VIP room.” 

Karina turned in her seat, so she was facing me. She reached under my robe, and her hand felt soft and hot as she squeezed my erection. 

“Cecil asked me if I’d like to dance a few numbers. He thought I’d be good, and he complimented me on my body.” Karina loved compliments. “He took me to a room, only the stage had lights on it, the rest of the room was dark, and I was kind of drunk. So, I danced like I’d seen the other women dance. I stripped slowly, so I’d finish at the end of three songs, just like the others.” 

My erection was throbbing in her hand. It felt as though her pussy was much wetter than it had been when she first sat down. 

“I was naked, I could feel my wetness on my thighs,” she continued. “Then the lights came on, and there were guys watching me.” 

“Oh, Karina.” 

“I’d been turned on by eating a woman,  and  I was nude in front of a room full of men.” Karina paused to slowly suck my cock, looking up at me. “My stomach was full of butterflies. I was so excited, it hurt. Cecil told me to show them my…” 

“Say it, Karina.” 

“Show them my cunt,” she whispered the last word. 

“Did he excite you, being so graphic?” 

“Yes, I felt it.” 

“Where did you feel it? Tell me,” I said. 

“In my cunt.” Karina tried to pull me inside her. I easily picked her up and held her as we fucked against the kitchen counter. 

Chapter 6

We didn’t talk about our arrangement the following week, but I’d once caught Karina studying me. “What?” 

“You really meant it, didn’t you?” I didn’t have to ask what I really meant. 

“Yes, I real y meant it.” 

“I have a dirty secret to tell you,” my wife said. It was the next weekend. Saturday. 

We had nothing planned and the whole day to do it in. 

“Those   are   the   best   kind   of   secrets,”   I   answered,   pushing   my  morning   erection against her hip as she stroked me. I played with her left nipple until it was hard, hoping we   could  spend   the   entire  day  in  bed.   I  loved   the  closeness  we   still  had   from   the weekend before. 

“Sometimes, just by accident, I’ll flash a guy. You know, if I’m not as careful as I should be with my skirt or my blouse.” She said. 

“Do you ever do it on purpose?” I asked, my cock pulsing in her hand. 

“I didn’t at first, they real y were accidents.” 

“But now?” Karina was stroking me faster, the topic excited her. 

“Now, I do it on purpose.” 

“How does it excite you?” 

“Turning a guy on just by letting him see my boob or something turns me on too. It makes me feel… I don’t know… good about myself. Knowing just looking at my body excites a man. If the guy’s good-looking enough, sometimes, I can feel myself getting wet. Michael is there something wrong with me?” She didn’t look concerned. 

“What if I told you my wife flashing guys turns me on too?” I asked, moving my fingers from her nipples to her pussy. She was already wet. “What’s the ‘or something,’” 

I asked. “You know, ‘let him see my boob, or ‘something.’” 

Karina buried her face in my armpit, her  voice muffled when she answered. “I’ve been known to… maybe, flash my pussy?” 

“I think I may come,” I said. Karina just smiled at me. “What if I told  you I wanted to be there when you flash some guy? What if it was part of our arrangement?” 

“You would?” She turned to me. “What would we do?” 

“We could sit in a bar, and you could ‘accidentally’ flash some lucky guy, maybe let him see your boob or even your pussy,” I suggested. 

“On purpose? Let him see everything I’ve got?” She was panting. My wife’s pussy was drooling onto the sheets. “What if he came over to talk to me? What would I do?” 

Karina’s hips were moving so much, all I had to do was hold my finger still. She was masturbating herself on my hand. 

“You’d talk to him, you’d flirt with him.” 

“Oh… I couldn’t flirt with another man in person… could I?” she asked, as if she hadn’t already done it. I was between her legs, easing my cock inside her. 

“I’d want you to flirt with him.” I didn’t have to move inside my wife’s pussy, she was moving enough for both of us. “I’d watch you… seduce… him, I’d even want you to flash him again.” 

 “Oh God… what if he touched me?” 

“I’d watch him touch you, I’d  have a hard-on watching him feel up my wife.” I was trying to move, but Karina was fucking me too fast. 

 “It would excite you? Like watching me with Leon excited you?” 

“Yes…  Karina…  even more than…  Leon…  please…  I want   you  to do it,” I  was almost there. 

 “I’m going to show my boobs to another man!” 

“Your pussy, please babe, show him your pussy, too. Let him touch you,” I was shouting. 

 “I’m going to show him my pussy!” 

I came hard and lay in her arms, both of us wet with sweat. I disentangled myself to look up at the ceiling fan. 

“I’m serious. What I said, I meant it.” 

“Tell me what you were serious about,” Karina asked, rather flatly. 

“Watching you flash another man. Letting another man see and maybe touch you.” 

“I’d be scared.” 

“Me too, but the idea is making me hard again.” 

“Let's do it tonight,” Karina said later, her passion returning. 

“Do what tonight?” 

“Go to a bar like you suggested. Maybe I could flash a little,” Karina's face was pink, she was excited by the idea. My wife was so blonde and fair-skinned, she blushed easily. 

It   took   a   long   time   for   her   to   prepare,   but   when   she   was   done,   she   looked spectacular. Her loose black skirt only reached mid-thigh, and her equal y loose-fitting blouse was cut so low, the tops of her breasts were exposed. 

“Want to see the best part?” she asked. 

“I'm looking at a very good part right now, what could be better?” 

“No underwear.” That  was better. 

“Prove it.” 

Karina bowed to me,  and  her firm teardrop breasts popped into view. Her nipples were hard, creating points in the satin-looking blouse. It would be easy for her to flash her boobs without even realizing she’d done it. 

“Nice,” I said. Karina beamed at me. “Now, show me your pussy.” 

“No.” 

“No? Why not?” I asked, confused. 

“I may decide to show it to someone else first.” She turned away before swinging back in my direction. “I just made you hard.” 

“Did not,” I said, holding my hands over my erection. Karina just grinned at me. 

“This is going to be fun. Do you think you can hold off coming until we get home?” 

“I’m not sure I can hold off until we get in the car.” 

Karina’s loose, short skirt made it awkward for her to get in and out of our SUV. On the drive into town, I tried to rub her leg, but she wouldn’t let me touch. As we made our way through the downtown streets, she leaned over and rubbed my erection. 

“Pul  in at the valet station in front of the hotel.” 

As I pulled in, Karina opened her door and jumped out. 

“Sit at your own table in the bar, and you don’t know me.” 

Chapter 7

Karina was out of the car and gone before I could ask what she meant. I joined the line of cars waiting for the valet. By the time I had my ticket and had located the bar, thirty minutes had passed. 

The dimly lit bar was ‘W’ shaped with tables scattered around. Almost al  the seats were taken, and people were standing with their drinks. I was lucky to grab a small table with just one chair and a good view of one leg of the bar. 

I ordered a drink and looked around, hoping the hotel had only the one bar, before spotting my wife. My anxiety had been getting the best of me before the crowd parted, and I saw Karina. She was sitting sideways on a barstool, her legs uncrossed, not far from my table. 

My wife was talking to a tal , good-looking man in an expensive suit. He had to stand least six foot three inches tall, towering above the diminutive Karina. Judging by the gray in his hair, I guessed him to be at least fifteen or twenty years older than me. 

Karina seemed interested in what he was saying. My body jerked when I noticed his hand was on my wife’s thigh! 

My wife was holding her drink in her right hand, and each time she stretched to set it down her legs would open a little further. Her short skirt had ridden up, exposing a long length of my wife’s smooth, pale leg. She might have been flashing a view of her pussy. 

He must have said something funny because my wife laughed and bent forward. I saw his smile brighten when he looked down her blouse. 

Karina glanced up just in time to catch him looking. Instead of sitting upright, my wife looked down to see what he was eyeing. She even pulled her blouse out further to get a better look. Still without straightening, and with her blouse held out to give him a good view, she smiled and said something to him. He answered and eased his hand further up my wife’s thigh and under the hem of her skirt. 

Karina continued holding her blouse out from her chest and looked around the bar as if checking to see if anyone was watching. Our eyes caught for just an instant before she looked back at him and spoke. His gaze had been fixed on her breasts the entire time. I quickly looked away. 

When I looked back, my wife had spread her legs even further, allowing his hand to move higher up the inside of her thigh. 

A group of people blocked my view for a minute, and when the crowd had passed, I could see the man standing between my wife’s spread knees, his hand even further under her skirt. Karina was smiling with her eyes closed. His mouth was not far from my wife’s ear, and his lips were moving. 

Just then, the man sitting on the stool behind them got up to leave,  and  I quickly moved to his now vacant stool. It was difficult to hear what the man in the suit was saying, but I heard Karina moan. 

“Marshall, we shouldn’t be doing this. I’m married.” 

When I looked over his shoulder, Karina’s unnaturally bright eyes caught mine for just an instant. She must have seen what I wanted her to see because she didn’t stop him. 

“I’m going to push your skirt up, I want to see your pussy.” 

“Please be careful, don’t let anyone see what you’re doing.” 

“Do you like this?” 

“Yes.” 

“Come to my room, we’ll have another drink together.” 

“I can’t. I’m meeting my husband.” 

“Do you want me to stop?” 

“No,” Karina moaned. 

“I want you to come for me.” 

“I can’t, it’s too busy here.” 

I was able to catch a glimpse of what he was doing. My wife’s dress had been pushed up, and I could see his fingers touching her pussy. I thought it looked wet and open even in the dim bar lighting. 

My heart momentarily stopped. I was watching another man finger my wife in a crowded bar. I wanted to stop him, I wanted to push him away. I felt a sense of panic and anxiety. I also felt a hard throbbing in my pants. 

We hadn’t defined flirting. In my mind, she would talk to another man, laugh at his jokes, maybe play with her hair and pretend to be interested. Letting him masturbate her was not what I had in mind, but there was no denying my hard-on. 

“No. I’ve got to go.” But she didn’t sound convincing. He moved his hand and Karina bent over, her full breasts again on display when her blouse fell forward. 

“What do you like, Karina? Do you like a man with a big cock? Would you like to feel how hard you’ve made me?” 

 “Oh, shit.” 

“Have you ever been fucked by a man with a real y big cock?” 

 “Oh God. Please, I can’t. I have to meet my husband.” 

“Just say the word, and we’ll go upstairs. You want it, don’t you?” 

 “Shit… yes… I can’t… my husband.” 

I had to strain to hear what he was saying. “I’ll take care of you.” 

Karina was shaking her head side to side, but she was making no effort to get away. 

“Touch my cock, Karina. Feel how hard you’ve made me.” 

 “I can’t… I’m married.”   But Karina ran the back of her hand across his suit pants. 

 “You’re so big.” 

“Wouldn’t you like to feel me inside you?” 

 “I can’t… I have… it’s so hard… no… I have to go.” 

Karina made halfhearted attempts to get away from the hand still playing with her pussy, and he didn’t fight her. 

 “I have to leave, I’m  sorry.”   And my wife kissed him! Not just a little peck on the cheek either. She kissed him like she meant it and smiled at him before turning to go. 

“Give me your number.” 

“I can’t.” 

“I’ll give you mine. Here, on my card, it’s my cell number. I’m just staying at the hotel for a meeting, I  live here in town. I’d like to see you. We could have a nice  dinner  or something.” 

“I can’t promise anything,” my wife said. 

“Did you see that woman I was talking to?” He was speaking to me. The stool on the other side of him was empty, Karina had made her escape. I was standing and draining my glass, getting ready to leave. 

“Yes. She was good-looking. Where did she go?” I asked. 

“To meet her husband. Did you see those tits? I’ve been playing with her twat.” 

“No shit? I didn’t see a thing, but I thought I heard her making a noise.” 

“She did. She’s going to call me when she can dump her husband. I’m going to fuck her until her mind explodes,” he said. 

“I’d like to see that,” I said. “But in the meantime, I’ve got to run. Good luck.” 

“I don’t need luck,” he said. “She’ll do anything I want.” 

Karina was standing behind a pil ar by the valet stand. “He says he’s going to fuck you. After you dump your husband, of course.” 

“He saw my pussy, Michael. He even played with it.” Karina’s arms were around my neck. “If you don’t take me, I’m going back inside.” 

“He said you’ll do anything he wants,” I told her. 

“I’m scared, Michael, he may be right. It excites me too.” 

Before I could do or say anything, our SUV arrived. I tipped the valet and climbed in the driver’s seat. My wife had her hands under her top and was playing with her nipples. 

The young valet was slow to close the passenger door because he was staring. 

“Take me home. I know what we both want.” I pulled away from the valet. I’m  not sure Karina was even aware he’d been there. 

We were on the highway before I took my eyes off traffic to look at her. Karina was sitting on her skirt, completely naked. Her legs were spread, and her hand was cupped over her pussy. 

 “I’m dripping, Michael. I can feel myself throbbing.” 

I closed the garage door and helped my wife into our kitchen. Karina didn’t wait for me. With her hand still cupping her pussy, she climbed the stairs to the bedroom. 

She was sitting in the middle of the bed, lubricating a giant, black, dildo. It was at least nine inches long, made from a silicone material, making it look and feel real. The foreskin even moved over the mushroom-shaped crown. 

“Do you want to see me fucked by Leon?” Karina couldn’t tear her eyes away from the  well-lubricated  dildo, her  hand moving as if she were jacking it. Her voice was a whisper. “He sent me this. He said it was made from a form of his… hard cock.” 

Karina lay back on our pillows, a towel beneath her, and rubbed the giant cock along her slit. It took both her hands to hold the dildo in place while she bent her knees and raised her ass. The fat cock spread her wet labia as she pushed it inside. 

 “He fingered me… he finger-fucked… your wife,”  she said. My clothes were on the floor in a heap, my  cock achingly erect as I stood at the foot of the bed and poured some of my wife’s lubricant on my hand. 

 “I wanted to… do it…  Michael. If you hadn’t  been there…  I’d have fucked him.” 

Karina was fucking herself with the fake black cock, each time pushing it further inside. 

The muscles on her forearm stood out in stark relief as she worked the giant cock into 

her   pussy.  “Are   you   mad   at   me?   Because…  I   would   have   fucked   Marshall?”  she grunted. 

“No, I’m not mad.” 

 “Oomph.”  The long dildo was almost entirely buried inside her.  “I was so… horny for him. Did you… see it?” 

“I talked to him after you left.” 

 “About me? You talked to him about me?” s he asked excitedly. 

“Yes. He told me he played with your pussy, your twat, he even liked your perfect tits. He said he was going to fuck you until your mind exploded.” 

 “My twat! Oh shit. My twat’s so hot. Did he real y like my tits? I want him to fuck me until my mind explodes.” 

The dildo sank into the hot bog of her pussy. 

 “I’m sorry, Michael. It went further than I thought it would. Please tell me you stil love me.”  Karina was fucking herself, her hips making big pumping motions against Leon’s replica cock. 

“I love you,” I told her. “You made me hard in the bar.” 

 “I did? It excited you to see another man play with your wife’s… twat?” 

“I watched you show him your boobs,” I said as my wife fucked herself faster. I could feel my long-delayed orgasm getting closer. “He said he’s going to fuck you. He doesn’t know you’re my wife. Is he going to fuck you? Will you really do anything he wants?” 

Karina’s hips were moving hard to meet every thrust.  “I want him… I want him… his cock felt so good… let me have him.” 

My   wife   was   asking   me  to   give   her   permission   to   fuck   a   stranger!   The   tension seemed to crackle inside my brain. This was it. 

“I  want   to  watch   you   fuck  Marshall.”  Al   I’d  done was   open my mouth—I  hadn’t planned to give my wife permission to cheat. 

Karina buried Leon’s replica cock al  the way inside her vagina. She was stretched open,  so  her wet,  purple labia clung to the dildo. She was groaning as she fucked herself, her pussy opened wide, her clit a hard, visible bud. 

She didn’t notice when I moved to lay beside her until I began caressing her clitoris with my lubricated index finger. 

 “Ah… yes…  yes! ” Karina began bucking as she came and squealed. It was too much for me. My cum sprayed onto her belly in long ropes. 

My wife was breathing fast, her  eyelids tightly closed. After a moment she ran a finger through the cum on her body and brought it to her lips for a taste. Something else new, my wife tasting cum. 

“You came,” she said, smiling at me. “I’m sorry I didn’t show you Leon’s present when it arrived. I wasn’t sure….” Her voice trailed off. 

“Now you know,” I said. “After tonight.” 

Karina hugged me. “A man played with my… twat…and you watched, and you were okay with it.” Her hands were on my limp dick. “You even watched me… do what I did with Leon’s fake cock. You even helped me get off. I want to do it again.” 

 ****

Karina was busy typing on her phone when I came out of the shower. 

“What are you doing?” I asked. 

“Sending a text to Marshall,” she barely acknowledged my presence. 

“Who’s Marshall?” 

“The guy in the bar, sil y,” she said, reminding me. 

“Then he’ll have your number.” I was vaguely alarmed. 

“I know,” she giggled. 

“What’s his last name? Givens? Dillon?” I joked. 

“He didn’t say his last name. I’m just getting to the good part.” Karina read her text message out loud to me. 

 Marshal , thank you for the wonderful time tonight. I enjoyed both the drinks and your company while I waited for Michael. You were a real gentleman. Also, thank you for your special touch and for letting me know you were tel ing the truth about the big guy. (smiley face) I hope your stay here is everything you want it to be. 

 Kisses, Karina

“That’s kind of dirty.” 

“I know,” she giggled again. 

“I think you probably told him enough,” I said. 

“By the way, I told him what you did for a living.” 

“Oh, shit. What did you say?” 

“Just that you were some kind of computer engineer, managing a bunch of people working with big data, and I don’t understand it, anyway.” Karina was losing interest in the conversation. Her cel  phone buzzed indicating an incoming message. 

 I had a wonderful time, too. I want to see you. I’ll make reservations at a great Italian place, and we can have dinner together. If you don’t like Italian, we can have anything you want. I’ll really introduce you to the big guy. Just tel  me what night you’re ‘free.’ Marshall

“He’ll   want   to   fuck   me,   won’t   he?   It   wouldn’t   be   like   tonight,   but   I’d   still   have wonderful loving from you, wouldn’t I?” Karina looked worried. “I’ve hurt you. I probably even offended you tonight.” 

“I love you, Karina.” My wife gave me a sad, fearful look. Her mood was swinging between giddy and worried. “I mean it, I love you more right now than at any other time.” 

“Why, Michael? I let another man… see me. It turned me on when he saw my… you know what I mean,” she stumbled on her words. 

“He saw your pussy. You’re turned on, wet, swollen twat.” 

“Yes. I was turned on because I knew he could see me, and in a public bar no less. I shouldn’t be showing myself to strange men. I’m married.” 

“I love that about you. I love that I’m married to a closet exhibitionist.” 

“I’m not an exhibitionist.” Karina was trying to sound indignant. “Oh crap. I am an exhibitionist.   Showing   off   to   him   made   my   pussy   tingle.   I   wanted   to   show   him everything.” She looked up at me. 

“Then I wanted him to touch me, and when I felt the big bulge in his pants, I wanted him to fuck me. I’m really sorry, Michael. I’m such a skank. I even came in front of my husband with a rubber dick up my hole.” 

“Write him back. Tell him you want to see him too, but you’re not sure when you’ll be 

‘free.’ Tel  him how excited he made you.” Karina sat up straight and looked at me. 

“You want me to see him? You know what will probably happen, right?” 

“If it was so good between you and me tonight, think how good it would be after you see him again.” 

Chapter 8

“What should I say?” Karina had her phone out and was ready to type as I dictated. 

 I’d like to see you. Can we get together for a drink? I’d like you to meet my husband so he can explain our arrangement. 

Karina pressed send and looked at me. 

“You really like the idea of our arrangement so much?” she asked. 

“Yes, and if I can’t watch, you tel  me everything.” 

“I think it’s a better deal for me than it is for you.” 

Five minutes later Karina’s phone buzzed with an incoming text message. 

 I’d love to meet your husband over drinks and learn about your arrangement. 

 Wednesday at 8:00pm, same bar? 

Karina looked up at me, her face serious. “It feels so real now, Michael.” 

As I watched my wife sitting by the pool from the kitchen window, I had a hard time understanding my own emotions. I didn't need to forgive Karina for what she’d done, I’d wanted it to happen, and even though it had hurt me at the time, it had also excited me. 

Watching my wife sitting there, I was excited al  over again. I wanted to pull her back inside and show her how much I loved her. I felt myself thicken. 

I went out the back door and sat next to her. She smiled at me, tentatively at first as though she wasn't sure if we were okay after all we’d said to each other. I held my hand out, and she grasped it. 

“I love you,” I said. “I loved what you did, I  wouldn’t change a thing. Now, let's go inside and fuck our brains out.” 

She laughed. “Do you mean it? Did it turn you on that much?” 

“Not only did it turn me on, I can't wait to see you with Marshal .” 

“What do you think is going to happen with him?” 

Still holding her hand, I looked out at the pool and began describing what I thought. 

“He’s going to be charming while proving he's the Alpha male. He’l  flirt with you and want to marginalize me. He’ll want to know what our arrangement is, then  he’ll fuck you.” 

Karina's hand tightened.  I'd  thrilled her. I  chanced  a quick glance at her face and saw how excited she was by my description. 

“Won’t he humiliate you, Michael? If he makes you feel insignificant while he tries to take me away from you? Won’t it hurt you to watch as he claims me?” 

“My heart will break.” I eased her excited hand over the straining bulge in my pants. 

“There’s really only one thing that counts.” 

Karina worked my zipper down and freed my erection. The eagerness caused by the thought of Marshall trying to claim her in front of me made her hands shake. 

“What’s the one thing that counts?” 

Her small soft thumb felt wonderful, gently stroking the sensitive underside of my hard-on. 

“The only thing that counts is that you’re still mine.” 

“Michael,” she said, smiling at me, her eyes too bright. “I can’t promise that.” 

It was just what I needed to hear. 

We talked every night about what would happen on Wednesday with Marshall. I practiced my explanation of the arrangement until we were satisfied. Every time we prepared, I’d get hard, and Karina’s face would get red, and her pussy would become wetter. But she wouldn’t let me make love with her. 

“I want to be ready for him. I want to be fresh and horny.” 

“I’m going crazy, Karina.” 

“How can you tel ?” she laughed at me and walked away. “Maybe I should buy one of those cage things to control you.” 

My heart almost stopped beating. I ran after her. “What? What did you say?” 

On Wednesday, we waited for Marshall in a deep booth at the back of the lounge where Karina had met him. This time, the bar was nearly empty. My wife and I sat next to each other, facing the vacant bench seat on the other side of the table. I nervously gobbled peanuts and cashews from a bowl the waitress had left for us. 

I was already on my second beer when we saw Marshall at the same time. He was even tal er than I remembered and much better built. 

He glanced at me and smiled broadly at my wife before taking off his suit jacket and sliding into the booth facing us. His white dress shirt clung to his body, accentuating his broad shoulders and biceps. I lifted weights for exercise, and I had the muscles to prove it, but he made me feel inferior. 

“This is my husband, Michael,” Karina said. Marshall didn’t look at me. 

“We’ve met before. How are you, Karina? Have you missed me?” 

I was sitting next to my wife, on the outside of the booth, but as far as they were concerned,   I   wasn’t   even   there.   Marshal   had   already  intimidated   me  just   by  being himself, and Karina’s focus was entirely on the man sitting across from her. 

He looked as though he’d stepped out of a magazine ad featuring a rugged, well-dressed older man. There was just the hint of grey in his short hair, his features were sharp,  set   off   by  the   light   scruff   on  his   face.   His   eyes   never   left   Karina’s.   He  was comfortable taking control. 

“I did miss you,” my wife said. She seemed captivated by him. “I wondered what would have happened if I’d gone to your room.” 

“We’d have had sex, made love if you prefer, and I’d have made you very happy.” 

My wife sighed. 

“Does your husband like to watch?” 

“Yes, watching me makes him jealous, but he doesn’t interfere.” She glanced at me, the   first   time  either   of  them   seemed  to   notice  my  presence.   “We  don’t   have   much experience, but he’s played with himself.” 

“I don’t care as long as you each understand, once we’re upstairs, I’m in charge.” He looked at my wife, and his gazed intensified. 

“Yes,” Karina whispered, her eyes glued to his. My wife’s nipples were hard points, clearly visible even in the weak bar lighting. So much for being charming and seductive, he’d just taken control and dictated how things would be. I was a little surprised at how quickly my wife had become submissive to him. 

“I’m… ah… going to get us another round,” I slid out of the booth. “Marshall?” 

“Johnny Walker Black,” he said without looking. “Water back.” 

The bartender was talking with the waitress at the far end of the bar. I watched with growing impatience as she laughed, drawing the conversation out. 

When I walked back from the bar holding the drink tray, the seat where Marshall had been sitting was empty. I couldn’t see them until I was almost there. Marshall was sitting next to my wife, his large body squarely in the center with Karina between him and the wall. Karina was slouched down in the booth, her face slack, her eyes half closed. 

Marshall was sitting a quarter turn toward her, one hand under the table. He was talking to her, but it was impossible to hear what he was saying over the ringing in my ears. 

I stopped to watch, my erection thickening until Marshall noticed me and jerked his head for me to join them. I put the drinks on the table and sat down, aware my wife was breathing through her mouth. 

“Tell me about your work, Michael,” Marshal  said. Karina caressed his thick arm, the hand out of sight in her lap. I talked, and he seemed to be paying attention to me. The muscles in his arm flexed. 

When I finished, too flustered to continue, Marshal  told us about his company. How he’d   started   in   a   spare   bedroom   and   watched   it   grow   until   revenues   were   in   the hundreds of mil ions of dol ars a year. 

I looked at him in surprise. I’d heard of his company and read about its founder. My wife was being seduced by a famous, wealthy, unmarried man. 

“Let me guess what your arrangement is.” His hand continued to work under the table, and my wife groaned. “Your wife is free to do as she pleases, and in return, you either watch, or she tel s you what happened.” 

I wasn’t surprised by his accurate summation. “Yes.” 

“We’re going to go up to my suite soon, do you remember the rules?” he asked. 

“Yes, sir,” slipped out. He smiled at me and pul ed his hand out from under the table. 

“You might want to keep these for her,” he said, dropping a pair of sodden panties in front of me. 

“Oh God… Marshal ,” Karina moaned. “Please… can we go now?” 

My wife pulled down her skirt and fol owed Marshall out of the booth. I was slow to move, al  the while thinking how much trouble I was in. I’d been safe until now, but a man like Marshal  presented a real threat. 

Chapter 9

Karina pressed herself against him as we rode the elevator to the top floor, looking so small in comparison. His arm and hand holding my wife close were huge. 

Soft music played in the penthouse suite, and Marshall directed me to a large, beige, overstuffed chair. Karina sat across from me on a matching love seat. Turning my head to the right, I could see a large bed through open double doors. My wife’s eyes followed Marshall as he poured a glass of wine for her. 

“Karina,” he said, and my wife sat forward eagerly. “It’s time for you to stand up and get out of those clothes.” 

My   wife   stood  gracefully  and   began  to  strip.   I  knew  my  wife   had  never   danced professionally, and I was amazed at just how good she was. Karina slowly removed her clothing in time to the music and rubbed her ass on Marshall’s lap. Swaying with the music, my wife whispered in his ear and rubbed her breasts on his face. 

It wasn’t until she had her knees on the loveseat on either side of him that I saw her pussy.   Her   pink   slit   was  red-rimmed  and   gaping   open   and   looked   wet.   Her   hips continued to move, and his hands caressed her legs while she danced. 

With   his   hand   between   her   thighs,   she   hugged   his   neck,   and   I   could   hear   her purring. She worked her way down his body until she could unfasten his pants and pull them down—his cock was enormous. He sprang straight up, aroused by my wife and her dancing. 

I couldn’t see Karina’s eyes, I could only watch as her head moved from side to side, and she seemed to adore the cock she was holding. She licked him tentatively and looked at his face as if seeking his approval. She stood, and because of her height, she was able to bend slightly and try to fit him in her mouth. 

I was uncomfortable with his enormous size. How could my petite wife possibly take his cock? He’d hurt her. I was afraid for her and aroused at the same time. 

He looked across at me, and said, “You’re staying out here, Michael. No matter what you see, no matter what you hear, you’re staying out here.” 

He   walked   my   wife   through   the   double   doors   and   into   the   bedroom.   I   admired Karina’s ass, smooth and perfect, but what really amazed me was how his erection pointed up as he walked. 

My view was limited. I was looking through the doors to my right, but I was only slightly higher than the bed. Marshall was out of my sight, taking off his suit, but I could see my wife on her back, her legs slightly spread and her arms up. I heard her begging him to come to her. 

I was embarrassed. There was no way I could stack up to a man like Marshall. He was rich and powerful. I felt myself crumbling inside. I wondered what I should do? I was erect with lust, every inch of me wanting to be inside her, but I couldn’t even see very well. 

She was my wife, I loved her. Even though we had our ‘arrangement’ and I’d given her permission to do whatever she wanted, that didn’t mean it wasn’t going to hurt me. 

My fear was she’d leave me for him, and I’d lose the best thing I ever had, and still, I was so hard, I knew I had to do something. 

Without leaving the chair, I slipped my pants off and released my cock. I held myself in my hand, ashamed of how much smaller and powerless I was even as my wife cried from the bedroom. Putting my hands on the arms of the chair, I raised myself enough to see he had entered her. Marshall was fucking my wife. She had her hands above her head, her legs spread, her knees bent, and was grunting with each stroke. 

I was quivering with excitement caused by the humiliation of being forced to sit in a chair, al owed to only listen to what another man was doing to my wife. The delicious humiliation clashed with the mad love I felt for Karina and the insane resentment I felt toward the man I was sharing her body with. I savored the rush as I might a fine wine. 

My arms grew tired as I tried to watch what I could. He first pounded hard inside her, then stopped all movement and held still as she passionately kissed him, talking to him between kisses. I wished I knew what she was saying. 

Every noise my wife made went through my body, causing my erection to jump. My heart was beating rapidly. At first, I thought he was hurting her—if he was, the pain turned to pleasure quickly. 

I sank back into my chair, rapidly stroking myself and thinking about what I had seen. Marshal  was not only older and in an entirely different class from us, he was so much larger than my wife, and he was fucking her just yards away from me. 

I was distracted from my ruminations when she began to squeal. It was familiar but different. Her squeal was  louder and more highly pitched than I’d heard before. He came inside my wife, grunting. Karina urged him on as he came. After they rested for a minute, she went down on him. 

I went to the in-suite bar to fix a drink, but my hands were shaking too much to pour. 

I looked at them stupidly until my wife groaned, and I returned to my chair. 

His stamina was amazing. He used my wife again before they cuddled together, talking softly. I decided to take a nap in the large beige chair. I woke briefly to the sound of my wife squealing again from the bedroom. The light was low, but I could see well enough to know she was on top, moving fast against him. 

I woke again with a start, still in  the comfortable  chair. The lights in the bedroom were off, but the lamps in the large living room where on, and I could clearly see a naked Karina just inside the doorway, looking out at me. When she saw I was awake, she held her finger over her mouth in the universal ‘be quiet’ sign. 

She looked over her shoulder to make sure Marshal  was sleeping. When she was certain   he   was   out,   she   turned   her   back   to   me  and   bent   over   to   look   at   me  from between her spread legs. As interesting as it was to see my wife’s face appear between her knees, what caught my attention was the sight of her swollen red pussy. She was spread wide, white cum leaking down her thigh. 

Karina smiled even more broadly at the expression on my face. After straightening, she   turned   and   held   her   hands   a   foot   apart   and   mouthed   the   word,   ‘wow’   before disappearing into the darkness of the bedroom, pretending to walk bowlegged. 

I was drinking a cup of coffee from the coffee maker in the suite when Marshall walked out of the bedroom, wearing a hotel bathrobe and sat down across from me. I’d been woken an hour before by another loud squeal. 

“Your wife’s amazing, Michael. Thank you for sharing her with me.” 

“You’re welcome, I think she’s amazing too.” 

“You told me you’re a software engineer, in management, working with big data? 

Please tel  me more.” Marshal  readjusted his robe, but not before I was granted a closeup view of his thick, heavily veined cock. It hung lewdly between his legs, several shades darker than the rest of him. 

I couldn’t think of any reason not to tel  him the whole story. We talked for a long time about my education and experience, and he told me more about his firm before he said, “The company you worked for let you go with that kind of background?” 

“In all fairness, the company failed, they let everyone go,” I said. 

“If you don’t mind my asking, how much were they paying someone in a position like you had?” 

I was conflicted. In mil iseconds, I decided to tel  him. I’d be tel ing recruiters soon enough, anyway. 

“Michael, I’l  pay you twice what you were making to come work for me. I need your knowledge and experience to put together a team and manage it for me.” I must have been smiling like an idiot when he continued, “As long as you’re willing to share.” 

Just then, Karina came out of the bedroom, half-wrapped in a white sheet. As she moved around the loveseat, she took it off, revealing her naked body. She sat with feminine grace on the discarded sheet beside her lover who put his arm around her, and she rested her head on his chest. Another man’s hand was caressing my wife’s breast in front of me. I felt blood rushing to my cock. 

My wife sat so I could, once again, see her pussy from the rear. Even though her legs were together, I could tell she was gaping open. White cream dripped from her pussy to the sheet. and she smiled dreamily at me. 

“Michael’s willing to share, aren’t you?” 

“Is that true, Michael? Do we have a deal?” 

“Yes, we have a deal,” I said. 

Chapter 10

“Marshall’s going to cal  you. I see him almost every day, so I know he’s in town.” 

Karina had been nervous, feeling insecure. She’d expected him to want her the minute I started work. I didn’t tell her about his arrogant attitude. 

“Does it bother you I’m anxious for him to call?” Karina was rubbing sunscreen on her chest. We were sitting next to the pool, wearing our skimpiest bathing suits. My wife looked fantastic. 

“Why would I be bothered?” I was certainly aroused, despite my growing misgivings. 

“Because  I’m  anxious.” Karina  thought some more,  her hand  pushing under  her waistband. “I’m also eager and scared.” My wife's fingers made a lump in the crotch of her  swimming  suit.  “But   mostly,  I’m   ready.”   She   took   her   hand  out   of  her  suit  and reached over to pul  mine down, just enough to expose my aching hard-on. 

“You real y like this, don’t you? You like that I can’t wait for your boss to fuck me again.” I groaned my assent. 

“If you want me to shut up, just say so,” Karina said. She was treating my cock as though it were an ice cream cone. 

“Don’t shut up,” I grunted. “Say it.” 

“He’s the best fuck I’ve ever had. There, I said it, and I’m not sorry.” My wife took my cock al  the way into her mouth, all the way down to my balls. 

Her words sunk in as she deep-throated me and desire for her flooded my body. 

“Tell me more.” 

“His cock is magic. I get wet just thinking about how he’l  take me.” My wife was sitting on me, my cock buried in her pussy.  She’d been so wet she’d been able to sit down on top of me and take me all the way inside. “He’s so big, he pushes in so deep, he touches places inside where I’ve never been touched.” 

We stayed like that, sitting on a lounge chair by our pool, slowly fucking. “Tell me more,” I said again. 

“He made me talk dirty that first night. It was disgusting at  first, I  couldn’t believe what he was asking me to do. I didn’t know what to say. After a while, it turned me on.” 

Karina was gasping for breath. Her clit was rubbing against my pubic bone. 

“What did you say?” 

 “Your cock throbs when I talk about fucking him, Michael,”   Karina gasped.  “This must real y excite you. He made me cal  myself a slut, made me tell him how much better he fucked me than you did, and how much bigger his cock was than yours.” 

Karina was rubbing against me faster. 

 “He made me tel  him I was a filthy cunt who was cheating on my husband.” 

I could feel myself getting close. 

 “He made me tel  him he could fuck me anytime he wanted, made me tel  him I was his new married whore.” 

I yelled as I pushed my hips up, trying to fil  the space inside that only Marshall could reach. I don’t remember hearing my wife squeal. 

I woke in the middle of the night. Karina was lying on her bel y, the sheets thrown off, her hips were moving as if she were fucking the mattress. She moaned loudly. 

I caressed her ass and slid my hand between her thighs and between her soaking wet folds. My wife whimpered as I stroked her, but she continued to sleep. 

“Who are you fucking?” I whispered in her ear. Karina mumbled something. 

“Does he have a big cock?” Karina just whimpered even louder and woke up. 

“Whazza doin’?” she mumbled, her hips still moving against the mattress. 

“You were fucking Marshall,” I said. “In your dream.” Karina rol ed on to her back and I climbed between her thighs. 

“Oh, Michael,” my wife said as I slipped my cock inside her wet and loose pussy. 

Putting her feet flat on the bed and balancing on her shoulders, she fucked me as hard as she could. 

 “Oh God… Marshall.”  She was calling me by her lover’s name as she humped her body against mine. I tried to punish her with my cock. She took everything I had and asked for more. She was insatiable. 

 “Faster… faster… now.”  Her eyes flew open when my orgasm burst inside her, and she looked shocked to see me rather than Marshal . 

I pulled out and laid beside her. My wife was sweaty,  her breathing shallow and rapid. 

“God… Michael,” she rasped. “I dreamed… I mean… I thought.” 

“I know what you thought.” I’d been softly stroking her damp hair until I wrapped a handful in my fist and pulled. 

“Ow… that hurts.” Her hand was tugging at mine. 

“I know,” I said, letting go. 

“What the fuck?” But I was already out of bed, looking at her with flat eyes. My wife suddenly realized how angry I was. I didn’t know what to say, I  couldn’t articulate my feelings. I stomped down the stairs naked to watch television and drink another beer. 

“I’m sorry,  Michael,” Karina said meekly.  She was standing at the bottom of the stairs, dressed in a flimsy robe. “I was having a dream.” 

“I   know   you  were   having  a   dream.   Marshal   was   fucking   you.”   The   anger   had passed, along with my erection. 

“I can’t control my dreams.” My wife sat on the couch next to me, her hand on my leg, her robe untied. I could see her breasts. “What can I do?” 

“Suck my cock.” I meant it as sarcasm, like ‘fuck you,’ but she did it. Karina didn’t like to deep throat me  like  she had at the pool, and she almost never swallowed if I happened to come. 

Karina smiled at me and took my cock in her mouth for the second time that day. 

Her tongue felt fantastic, and I quickly grew stiff again. When my cock was wet with saliva, my wife used her hand to jack me. 

“It was one of the most incredible fucks of my life,” I told her. “Is it like that with Marshall?” 

“Do you want the truth? Are you going to get mad again?” 

“I won’t get mad,” I promised. 

“It’s better with him, his cock is bigger, and he makes sure I get off too.” 

I could barely hear what she was saying through the roaring in my ears. 

“Thanks for sparing my feelings,” I said, smiling at her. I was joking. 

“Michael, your cock is all hard again. Won’t that make it difficult for you to sleep?” 

I watched Karina walk up the stairs, at a loss for what to say or do. 

Chapter 11

“I’m going out with Marshall tonight,” my wife said. It was the end of my first month with the company. We’d known this day was coming, but Marshall had let the tension build. 

“Will you bring him back here so I can watch?” I hadn’t seen much in the hotel the first night they’d spent together. 

“I’ll try. I don’t know what we’re doing, but he did send over a dress for me to wear, and very…  um, specific instructions on how to wear  it.” She seemed embarrassed. 

“Now, get out of here so I can get dressed.” 

I’d  been   sitting   in  the  living  room,   trying  to   drown   out   my  thoughts  by watching television. I was ready for Marshall to come to the door; I should have known better. 

Instead, a man in a black suit, black tie, and a white shirt knocked, and my preparations evaporated. 

“I’m to be Ms. Karina’s driver,” he said. 

“Um… sure, right. Please come in. She'll be right down,” I stammered. 

I caught my breath when I saw my wife walking down the stairs, wearing a blue mini-dress made of a mesh fabric that appeared to be transparent. Intricate patterns in the material seemed to be hiding her most intimate areas. The top was cut in a deep V, exposing   the   sides   of   her   breasts,   almost   to   the   areolas.   Long,   lace   sleeves complemented the lace trim on her skirt which flared slightly, starting just above the level of her pussy. The blue of the dress perfectly matched the color of her eyes. 

Karina threw a shawl of the same color over her shoulders and kissed me on the cheek. 

“You look incredible,” I managed to say. 

“Don’t wait up,” she said. “I’ll send you a text.” she left me in a rapidly fading cloud of exotic perfume, holding the dress’s price tag. 

I stood at the window and watched the long, black limo pul  away from the curb in front of our house. The rear windows were darkly tinted. 

I slowly turned in a complete circle. I was alone. My wife was on a date with a man she’d be sleeping with. No, I corrected myself. He was going to fuck her. That was the deal. I had a high-paying job in his company because I was willing to share my wife with the boss. 

I needed a drink to numb the anxiety gripping my chest. I’d seen her dressed the way he wanted… I stopped short and looked at the price tag stil  in my hand. My heart seemed to stop again when I realized he’d paid as much for the flimsy looking dress my wife was wearing as he paid me in a month. 

The television did nothing to ease my anxiety nor did the first two drinks. I practiced deep, relaxed breathing as I sipped my third drink, and slowly my heart rate settled down. 

Karina was so beautiful, so petite and graceful y feminine. Her legs seemed long in relation to her body, and a waxed…  I had to stop this. Thinking about how my wife 

looked only made me imagine how she’d look with her pale legs wrapped around my boss. 

My boss with the huge slab of a cock that stretched and reached places I could never hope to touch; the cock that made her explode in squealing orgasms, and she’d been saving herself, making herself horny… stop it. Just stop it. 

I took my pants off to make it less painful on my erection and opened another can. 

The room seemed to move when I fel  onto the bed, still half dressed. 

Hours had passed when the ding of my phone finally penetrated my drink-addled brain. 

 Having a great time-staying with Marshall-forgot to tell u-dress didn’t come with underwear-see u tomorrow-love u

I reread the note until it made sense to me. Karina had been out with another man, wearing   a   spectacular   and   very   expensive,   revealing   dress   he’d   provided,   without panties or bra. My wife, the closet exhibitionist. 

Also, she wasn’t coming home, she  was sleeping with Marshall, again. Only this time, I assumed she was sleeping with him in his home. Somehow, that seemed much worse than in a luxury hotel suite with me listening in the next room. My erection made it hard to pee. 

It was impossible to fal  back to sleep. My mind was full of imagined images of my wife’s spread legs and Marshall driving his huge cock inside her as she moaned. My erection throbbed along with my throbbing heartache. 

To   deal   with   my  loneliness,   I   jacked   off.   The   clips   of   women   on   the   computer, fucking well-hung strangers as their husbands watched, only made me think of Karina. 

What   was   Marshall’s   mansion   like?   It   would   be   incredible,   I  was   sure   he   was impressing her. Marshall wasn’t the type of rich guy to leave anything to chance. She’d be treated like a princess. In the morning, his staff would  fawn  over her, after he’d fucked her again.  My boss would fuck my wife again. 

I made it to the edge of orgasm, my hips driving my cock into my fist, and stopped, my erect penis violently throbbing up and down. After stopping six or seven times and dripping on the sheet, I stopped touching it completely. I closed the lid of the laptop and laid back on my pil ow, managing somehow to fall back to sleep. 

 Ding! 

 Don’t wait for me, having a great time, see you later. Love u It was past eight on Saturday morning when I carried my coffee and the laptop out by the pool. After swimming a couple of quick laps, I sipped my coffee and caught up on the latest political foolishness. I don’t remember anything I read. 

Karina was having a ‘great’ time, she’d made it clear. I’d been playing with myself for hours, not al owing myself to climax. 

 Ring! 

 [me] Hello

 [Karina, panting]: Hi, honey. How are you? 

 [me] Fine. How are you? 

 [Karina, panting louder] Good… real y… good… Marshal ’s taking really… good care… of me… oh God

 [me] Is he fucking you right now? 

 [Karina, moans] Yes he is… right now… very good… time… you can’t… 

 imagine… ooh… ooh… ooh

 [me, jacking off] I’m jacking off

 [Karina, very loud] Oh God… Michael… are you? Marshall… please… hard like that… yes now… I’m going to…

Karina dropped the phone next to her head, and for the next fifteen minutes, I was treated to the sound of my wife being fucked. She made more sex noise in that fifteen minutes than she had in al  the time I’d known her. She moaned, groaned, encouraged him to go harder and faster, and told him how great his big cock was. Before the call disconnected, I heard her squealing in orgasm twice more. 

Pre-cum was dripping down the side of my wildly throbbing erection. I couldn’t al ow myself to cum. If I did, reality might overwhelm me. It would no longer be wildly sexually exciting. I was afraid I’d return to worry and anxiety. 

I dressed in my workout clothes and went to the fitness center. An hour of lifting, after a good warm-up period, fol owed by a cold shower helped calm my apprehension. 

On the way out of the building, I saw an ad on the bulletin board. A former British SAS instructor was offering one-on-one classes in unarmed combat. I could only think of one reason to take his phone number. It would give me something to do instead of thinking, and drinking, too much while my wife was with another man. 

This was the deal we’d made, and it had been a win for each of us, making it the perfect arrangement. I’d get a job when I had needed one, and it would pay twice what I’d been making. Karina would get access to Marshal ’s lovemaking, and Marshal  would get… what the hel  would Marshall get out of it? 

He’d get to fuck a gorgeous woman who was up for almost anything in bed, and he’d be the alpha male to a cuckold husband who happened to work for him. Al  of which would feed his already inflated ego while allowing him to get his rocks off. I think making a cuckold of an employee was the most important reason for a guy like Marshal . 


Feeding   my   anxiety   was   the   fear   Marshall   would   want   more.   Humiliating   the husband of the gorgeous woman he was fucking on demand wouldn’t be enough for long. I was right. 

 Ding

 I’m going to stay tonight-see u Sunday-please put a bag together for me-driver will pick it up-hour or so-some clothes-jeans-shorts-t-shirt-toothbrush-stuff on the bathroom counter-thanks-love u

She must have had more time to compose this text. Maybe Marshall had watched her write it. I pulled a small suitcase off the shelf and loaded what she’d asked for. 

Karina didn’t use a lot of make-up, and what she did use, she’d left on the bathroom counter in her Friday evening rush, just as she usually did. 

“Ms. Karina asked me to give you these,” the driver said, handing me a hanger with my wife’s blue dress on it, along with a paper bag with her shoes. 

“Hold on a second,” I told him and rushed back to her closet for her sandals. 

What was she wearing? Her replacement clothes were with the driver, her dress was with me. It was suddenly clear to me. My chest felt hollow, and my dick throbbed. Even as I’d exchanged my wife’s clothing with the driver, Marshall had been fucking her. 

 [Karina] He’s amazing… he never seems to stop… I really turn him on That   evening  after   a  warmed-over   dinner   and  drinks,  I   stumbled  up  to   bed,  still nursing the erection I’d had all day. 

Chapter 12

Karina   came   home   as   I   was   going   to   bed   Sunday  night.   She   was   carrying   the suitcase I’d sent for her but wearing different clothes. My wife had on a very short skirt and a transparent blouse, not the jeans and tops I’d so careful y selected. She was happy and giddy, smiling broadly. 

“It was so wonderful, Michael,” she gushed. “You should see his house, it’s huge, and he has a staff, people who are always there, a cook and a butler. I was blown away.” 

“I missed you, Karina,” I said holding her. 

“I missed you too, but you wouldn’t believe the weekend I had.” 

“I want to take you to bed, right now,” I said, trying to kiss her, but Karina was already walking away. 

“I’m a little tired and sore, let me unpack and take a shower first.” My wife was still focused on her weekend, not on me. 

“I didn’t pack those for you, did I?” I asked, indicating her skirt and blouse. 

“Marshall didn’t like what you sent, he  thought they were stodgy. So, he had the maid buy some new things for me. Do you like them?” Karina spun around for me to get a good look before giggling. “She forgot to get me underwear.” 

“What does he like about them?” 

“He wanted something… looser.  Clothing  showing more skin and gave him more access to me.” Karina was already busying herself with the suitcase as though what she’d said was not important. 

Before she could shower, I had her on the bed and her legs parted. Karina giggled and squirmed, but I was able to get my hands under her knees and my mouth on her pussy. 

What I saw took my breath away.  My wife’s labia were swollen and purple with blood,   white   bubbles   of   cum   still   dripping   from   her   hole,   and   she   was   still   having contractions. 

“Oh…  shittt…  Michael!”   she   groaned   when   my  tongue   touched   her   clitoris.   She smel ed aroused and tangy and tasted salty and crunchy. 

She pul ed me up by my hair, away from her pussy, I tried not to show my relief. 

“Michael, he just fucked me in the limo. Let me shower.” 

Later we tried again, but it was not the same as it used to be. Karina hid it well, but I could tell she wasn’t into it, only going through the motions. As excited as I was to have my wife home and to be making love with her, it wasn’t satisfying even after all the edging I’d done. I felt myself softening inside her and pulled out. 

“Michael, what’s wrong?” 

“I’m not sure, Karina,” I said. “I don’t think you’re into it.” 

“I’m into it.” 

“You had a great time with him, I get it. Now you’re comparing us, and I’m not doing so well, I get that too.” I rol ed out of bed and walked toward the closet. 

“Michael,” she said a little too loudly. “I’m sorry. I’m just tired and a little numb down there.” 

I quickly dressed and looked at her for a moment before walking out the door and down the stairs. She’d been holding the sheet at the top of her breasts, a surprised look on her face. 

I was sitting on the couch, pretending to watch TV when she marched into the room wearing a robe and confronted me, putting her hands on her hips. 

“What the fuck, Michael.” 

I didn’t know what to say. I only knew I didn’t want to make things worse. 

“I know the deal we made. I got the job and, oh God it hurts me to say this, he got you.” 

Karina sat next to me and lifted my arm so she could put it around herself, just as she’d done with Marshall in the hotel suite. Her head rested on my chest, but I didn’t stroke her breast like he had done. 

“He   didn’t   get   me,  Michael,”   she   said.   “I’m   your   wife,   and   I   love   you.   He overwhelmed  me,  and  maybe   I  just   need a  few days   to  decompress.  It  was  pretty intense.” 

“Can you do this?” I asked. “Do you think you can keep it all balanced? Bouncing between a husband at home and a lover in his mansion? Not just a normal lover either, you know, a guy you might see once in a while. This is a rich guy who wants you for days at a time, and from what I know, he sets new standards in bed.” 

“By new standards, you mean…” My wife was looking uncomfortable. “You mean the way he fucks me?” 

“It’s more than just the way he fucks you. He’s trying to make you fall in love with him. That’s his plan—he shows you what it’s like to be wealthy, fucks you like you never been fucked before, then moves into the last part of his plan.” 

“I thought he just wanted a piece of ass. You think he has a whole plan for me?” 

Karina thought it was funny. A plan? Ha. “What’s the last part of his plan, do you think?” 

“He’ll try to make you dependent on him, I think. He’ll use more than just his big dick alone. He has money and has already taken over our lives. I think we just need to be aware of what he’s doing and have our own plan.” 

“I think you’re ful  of shit, Michael.” 

I squeezed her. “I love you too.” But we weren’t ready for him. 

We tried to make love again. In fact, we tried every day until the day I came home, and she was happily packing her overnight bag. 

“He wants me to stay for a few nights.” 

“When will you be back?” 

The doorbell rang, and she kissed me on the cheek. “I’m not sure, I’l   send you a text.” 

The   same  expressionless   driver   took   her   bag   to   the   car.   This   time,   I   was   sure someone was in the backseat with her as they drove away. 

She did send me texts. She sent them to me whenever she was with him. 

 [Karina] If his plan is to get me addicted to his cock, he’s doing a damn good job. 

 I was trying to work, but I was instantly hard. 

 [Michael] Tel  me more. 

 [Karina] Are you sure? 

 [Michael] You gave me an erection. 

 [Karina] I did? He’s real y fucking me good. He put my legs over his shoulders and banged my poor married pussy. 

 [Michael] My heart’s pounding. 

 [Karina] He’s on a call, otherwise he’d still be fucking me. His cock is so big, it hurts at first, then it feels amazing. 

Work was forgotten. People were trying to talk to me, but I could only think about what Karina had written. I was squeezing my hard cock through my pants, under my desk. 

 [Karina] He’s been at it since I got here. He’s like a man who hasn’t been laid in years. Is this too much for you? 

 [Michael] I’m playing with my dick. I’m really hard. 

 [Karina] Good. I’ve been on my back, on al  fours, on top. I’ve cum maybe 4 times. 

 He floods me, he comes so much. Sometimes, he stops and makes me blow him. 

 [Michael] Makes you? 

 [Karina] LOL. He pushes my head down on his fat cock. Makes me wet when he takes control. But he can be really loving sometimes. 

 [Michael] Scares me. He has a plan. 

 [Karina] Gotta go. Love you, bye. 

I was shocked by Karina’s appearance when she walked in the door days later. Her eyes were glazed, her hair tangled, her blouse misbuttoned, and she had a goofy smile on her face. There were red marks on her throat. 

“Hi honey, I’m home,” she said, leaning against the doorframe. I pulled her inside and closed the door. Karina threw her arms around me. “Do you want to fuck me? I’m a little tender, how about a blowjob?” 

I gently caressed her throat. “How did your throat get red?” 

Karina was slipping her blouse off. “Marshall’s teaching me about Cricket.” 

“You’re a mess.” 

“Your wife’s been fucked nonstop. By another man,” she said in a singsong voice. 

Her breasts had red marks as well. Karina was so fair-skinned, it didn’t take much to leave a mark, but still? My wife looked down at my hand as I traced one of the marks on her boob. 

“I’m so fucking pale. He gets a little rough, we were just in the car… sorry… limo.” 

“Have you been drinking?” 

“Just a little.” Karina held her fingers about an inch apart and giggled. “Have I told you how big his cock is?” 

“A few times.” I managed to get her upstairs and onto the bed. 

“You wanna eat me?” My wife had her legs spread wide, her pussy an oozing mess. 

“It’s fresh, and I saved it just for you.” 

I spread her lower lips apart, partly to assess the damage, partly out of prurient interest. Her pussy was wet, and her clitoris was swollen. A white bubble formed at the entrance of her vagina and popped, sperm running down to her ass. 

I gave her swollen clit what was supposed to be a quick lick, but Karina’s leg hooked behind my head and held me. My wife moaned loudly when I sucked her clit deep into my mouth. 

“Eat him, Michael. Suck that man outa your wife’s cunt. Make me yours again.” I tried to make her mine. 

The next morning Karina shook me awake. “Make me yours again.” 

“It’s five in the morning,” I mumbled. 

“You don’t want to make me yours, just because it’s early?” Karina fake pouted. 

“Come on, eat me again. Make me forget ol’ wazits name.” 

“I’ll never forget ol’ wazits name,” I said from between my wife’s thighs. 

“Me neither,” she sighed. 

We tried to fuck between her visits with Marshal , but what she really liked was when I went down on her. What she loved was to get me between her legs after she’d been with him and before she’d showered. 

My wife must have known how degrading it was for me to put my mouth on her pussy right after he’d come inside her. 

“This is degrading,” I told her. 

“You traded my snatch for a paycheck.” Karina never used words like ‘snatch.’ “The least you can do, to show how much you love me, is to go down on me after I’ve disgraced myself for you. After al , you’re letting a handsome, rich man with a big cock fuck your wife.” 

I was getting the impression Karina didn’t really enjoy oral sex with me. She enjoyed making me go down on her after she’d been with Marshall, but she never squealed. The closeness we’d had when we’d made love before he came into our lives was gone. 

After she returned to Marshal , I sat out by the pool in the dark and looked up at the stars. I sipped a beer and thought about the way our relationship had changed. We’d only been playing a game at the beginning. We both had been turned on by the idea of Karina flirting with a stranger while I watched from a distance. Just the idea had led to wonderful intimacy for us. When we really did it, when Karina flirted with a stranger while I watched, the guy turned out to be Marshall. I wondered what it was like for my tiny wife to be with such a large man. 

 ****

Karina was staying with Marshall when I had my first self-defense instruction. The former British SAS trainer was a small guy, and when we first met, I was concerned I might hurt him. I had nothing to worry about. 

He worked out of a small space, not far from the fitness center. It wasn’t a Dojo since he didn’t teach any recognized form of martial arts. 

“If you think you’ll ever be attacked by a board or a cement block, you should work with them.” His accent was Scottish and reminded me of the strip club owner Karina had danced for. “If you think there’s a possibility you may need to know a little something to protect yourself from actual people, I’m your guy.” 

He went  on to explain, in his experience, how each of the martial arts students practiced against people using the same techniques. But in the real world, a student 

might need to defend against a variety of systems or no system at all. Not to mention weapons. 

His approach was a blend of martial styles and dirty street fighting; it was the way he’d instructed Special Forces. So, what did I know? 

The first ‘class,’ we mostly talked. He asked me about myself and why I wanted to work with him. He seemed satisfied with my answers even though I hadn’t told him the whole truth. 

He also told me a portion of each class would be spent talking about ways to avoid a fight. Brian thought knowing how to avoid a physical confrontation in the first place was as important as knowing how to end one if necessary. He firmly believed if a fight was unavoidable, his students should win. 

At the end of the hour, he gave me a demonstration. I attacked him hard, and he beat the shit out of me, several times. Brian was short and didn’t weigh much, but it didn’t seem to matter. He used no recognized fancy style, he just got the job done. 

“You’ve got muscles, boy. I’ll give you that,” he said with a strong brogue. “But they won’t stop a bullet or a sharp knife. I can show you how to use your strength properly when you need to.” 

I limped back home after giving him a check to train me. 

Between work, the fitness center, and the defense training, I was able to keep busy and my mind off what Karina was doing most of the time. But the thoughts would catch up with me. I’d wake in the middle of the night and realize her half of the bed was empty, and my heart would break a little. 

I hadn’t made a good bargain. I had an excel ent background that was even better now. I didn’t need to trade my wife for a good job, no matter how hard my cock got at the thought of her being with him. 

Chapter 13

It was a meeting in the boardroom. Department heads were standing around talking, drinking coffee and eating pastries while we waited for Marshal  when one of the guys mentioned a meeting they had been to at the mansion. 

“Did you guys get a look at the woman at Marshall’s place?” he said. 

“What woman at Marshall’s house?” I asked. 

“There was a meeting about a week ago. Your area wasn’t involved, and except for this   incredible   woman   with   Marshall   who   acted   as   our   hostess,   you   didn’t   miss anything,” he told me. 

“I’d have done her,” the only woman said. 

“Oh hell, we’d have all done her,” the first one said. 

“What did she look like?” I asked. 

“Gorgeous, petite but with long legs, blonde hair, blue eyes. I’m getting excited all over   again   just   thinking   about   her,”   the   woman   answered.   “Her   name   was   Car something.” 

It was Karina, I realized with a shock. “Did she act like she belonged there?” I asked nervously. 

“She   acted   like   they   were   married   or   something,”   one   of   them   said.   “She   had wedding rings on, but I saw them going at it in the kitchen.” 

“I’ll tell  you   something  else,”  the  first  guy  said.   “I  had  to  use  the  restroom,  and Marshall sent me upstairs to use the one in their bedroom because you guys were in line   for   the   one   downstairs.”   He   waited   while   his   statement   was   commented   on unfavorably by the group. 

“The bathroom off the master bedroom had two toothbrushes in one holder. More than that, a woman’s makeup things were on the bathroom counter like she’d been in a rush to get ready.” 

“Could you see her through the window while we talked, out by the swimming pool?” 

another asked. “She had this skimpy little number on, it wasn’t hiding much, and when she put lotion on, she actually pulled her swimming suit aside to make sure she got enough on her thigh, and I might have seen her   hu-ha. She was smiling toward the window when she did it!” 

“No shit?” 

The first guy lowered his voice, “No shit. I wonder if he’s banging some guy’s wife?” 

“Some guy from our office, maybe?” 

My heart was beating rapidly, my blood pressure had spiked, I felt myself covered in a cold sweat. Karina had moved in with Marshal . I thought they were just going to be fuck buddies. Now, she was acting like his wife. 

“You don’t look good Michael,” the woman said. 

“He’s right. Are you getting sick?” 

“What’s going on?” Marshall said, walking into the room. 

“We were just talking about the meeting at your place,” the first guy said. “Now, it looks like Michael’s getting sick.” 

“We don’t want anybody to catch anything, Michael,” Marshall smirked. He knew exactly what was going on. “Maybe you should go home and rest.” 

I stumbled out of the conference room, mumbling my apologies. By the time I was home, I was in panic mode. This wasn’t our arrangement, this was something new, and I needed to talk to Karina. 

“Michael, what’s wrong?” she asked when I walked in the door. 

“You’re living with him. You not just fucking him, you’re acting like you’re married to him.” I felt sick. 

“What are you talking about?” Karina looked concerned. 

“I heard about the meeting at Marshall’s house, heard about how you acted like the hostess while wearing your wedding rings.” I sounded pathetic, even to myself. “I even heard about the toothbrushes.” 

“Michael, sit down,” she said. “Naturally, there are two toothbrushes. I don’t wait until I’m here to brush my teeth.” 

Karina was sitting, but I was pacing in front of her. “What about the rest of it?” 

“Marshall asked me to serve as the hostess,” Karina said. “What else could I do?” 

“Karina, think of how this looks.” 

“How what looks?” 

“You’re my wife,” I said. 

“They don’t know anything,” Karina said. 

The truth hit me, and I answered lamely, “And now, they never will.” I guess I’d been slow to get it. She was with Marshall now, she was married to me, but she was with him. 

“Are you leaving me for him?” I asked, falling into a chair across from her. 

“No. 

“But I need to show you something. You have to promise not to get mad, or to do anything.” Karina’s voice was shaking. She was suddenly nervous and scared. 

“It’s hard for me not to get mad when I don’t know what I won’t get mad about,” I said. “That didn’t come out right.” 

“This is very important to me. Can you just promise to at least  try not to get mad or do anything?” 

“Okay, I promise to   try  even though I don’t know what I’m trying not to get mad about, and I promise to  try not to do anything about whatever it is I’m trying not to get mad about.” Even I was confused by what I had just said. 

I followed my wife into the bedroom and watched as she took off her clothes and sat in an overstuffed chair. Her breasts look normal, I  was expecting pierced nipples or something. 

“It’s not my tits,” she said. 

Karina spread her legs and put one over each arm of the big chair, so she was completely open to me. The first thing I noticed was the tattoo. It was a red heart with the word “Marshal ” going through it as if his name were an arrow. 

He’d marked her, he’d marked my wife. The tattoo with his name was on her forever. 

Karina was studying my face. 

“Look lower,” she said. 

My wife’s pussy was waxed bare, but I was used to that. Then I saw it. A shiny gold ring had been pierced through her clitoris hood. Hanging from the gold ring was a short, thick gold chain, like a key fob, with a small bal  at the end. I balanced the ball in the palm of my hand. 

“It’s heavy,” I said in wonder. 

“It’s small, but it’s solid gold, and it’s heavy  so  it pulls on my clit and moves with every step. It’s hard to think about anything else.” Karina looked excited. “Feel how wet I am.” 

I already knew what I’d find, but I dropped the ball, and Karina groaned. Her pussy was dripping and not because I was touching her. 

“Christ, Karina, I don’t know what to say. He’s marked you. This is permanent.” I looked up at her. Karina brought her legs together and sat up straight. 

“I think marking me was the point. You’re right about it being permanent, in a way,” 

Karina said. 

“In a way?” I was confused. 

“The tattoo will be covered if I ever let my pubic hair grow out. I’m not sure about the vertical piercing,  but  I think it closes up unless there’s a piece of jewelry in it,” she explained. 

The other changes weren’t as dramatic, but he’d changed her body. Her labia looked larger as did her clitoris under the ring. Even their color seemed slightly altered, darker somehow. 

“He’s huge, Michael, he stretches me. I couldn’t take him at first, now I can.” Karina sat looking at me her knees together. “I want you to watch Marshal  and me if you want to. It would be exciting for me. But I’m afraid it would hurt you. You may not believe it, but I don’t want to do that to you. I love you, but things have changed.” 

“I know,” I said. “Do you love him?” 

“I don’t know, I’m confused.” Karina looked sad. “I’ve hurt you so much, Michael. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. Maybe I’m a nymphomaniac. The more he fucks me, the more I want him, and the more I want him, the more I’m willing to do anything he asks. 

“I want him to love me, but he doesn’t. Maybe he’s not able to love anyone  but himself, and that just makes me want to make things right for him.” 

“It’s my fault, I started this whole thing,” I said, holding her to me. “Sometimes I think about what he’s doing to you when you’re with him. Did you know?” 

“I’m not surprised.” 

“When I think of him using you, using my wife, I get hard. I’m ashamed. I think about it, I know you’re there, I know what he’s like, and I masturbate. I’m hard now.” 

Karina pul ed my erection from my pants and sucked me into her mouth. 

“I want to watch him fucking my wife.” 

“Not yet,” she answered. 

Chapter 14

We knew about the holiday party long in advance. I’d rented a tuxedo and Karina had purchased an expensive gown with Marshall’s help. Since my wife had been seen by the executives at Marshall’s mansion, the awkward problem of introducing her as my wife had already been solved for me. 

“I’m going with Marshall,” my wife told me. 

“Karina?” My mouth felt dry. 

“He thinks after the executive meeting, it  would be weird if I were suddenly your wife,” she explained. “I know it’s not what you want. But I agree with him.” 

“This is permanent,” I said. “I’ll be at the party alone,  and  you’ll be with Marshall. 

We’ll never be able to appear together as man and wife.” 

“I know,” Karina said, looking sad but with a hint of excitement. “I have more… news. 

I’m spending Christmas with him.” 

“Karina, no, we were going to my parents.” My wife was already walking away. “You can’t. I have to put my foot down.” 

Karina turned around to glare at me. “You don’t get to put your foot down, Michael.” 

She was already walking away again. By the time I col ected myself and went into the bedroom, she was packing a larger bag than usual. 

“I’ll try to text,  but  I can’t promise how often,” she cut me off before I could say anything. 

“How will we work this?” I was in disbelief; how could they do this to me? My heart was pounding in my chest, my palms sweaty. I wanted to wake up and find al  of this to have been a dream. 

“The limos on its way.  Now leave me alone to pack.” Seething anger made her movements jerky. 

I’d made the deal with Marshall, and this was the price. I was angry at myself for not seeing this coming after she had been the hostess at his mansion. Regardless, now we had to follow through on this charade. 

“There are rules for the party,” she said, reading from a message on her phone. 

“You’re not allowed to tell anybody we're married or even pay attention to me. As far as anyone is concerned, you’re meeting me for the first time.” 

“Karina,” I said, just as the doorbell rang. A moment later the driver picked up her luggage, and she was gone. I was alone. 

What had I done? My wife was off to attend our company Christmas party with my boss. He’d be fucking her tonight. I felt so alone, pain gripped my chest, and my cock hardened. 

My text read:

 I’m sorry I upset you, I apologize. Are you going to wear your wedding rings? 

It sounds bizarre, but al  I could think to do was jack off to the image of the gold ring piercing my wife’s pussy. Before I could finish, Karina answered my text. 

 Yes. Don’t wear yours. 

I put off getting ready for the party as long as I could. I sat in the kitchen, feeling sorry for myself and drinking beer. 

I was one of the last to arrive at Marshall’s country club, the  entire company was already there. People were mil ing around drinking and talking, men in tuxedos, women in gowns. 

I joined the people I worked with, grateful for their company. I tried to remember the names of the wives, husbands, and partners, but soon gave up. 

“You’re not married?” one of the wives asked me. 

“Not currently,” I said, shading the truth. I guess for the purposes of the evening, I hadn’t told a lie. 

“We’l  just have to see about that,” the wife said, ribbing me. Just then I spotted Karina across the room, standing next to Marshall. 

They looked good together—my beautiful, wee, blonde wife and her older dignified looking lover. Karina was wearing a long, blue kick gown with a leg-baring slit down the front. The top of the gown was low-cut enough to show the top of her breasts. I wanted her on my arm, and I wanted to take her home with me. My instant erection wanted to watch him fuck her. Instead, I calmly made my way through the crowd, greeting the people I knew, in order to shake hands with my boss. 

“It’s a great party, Marshall,” I told him. 

“Thank you, Michael. I’d like you to meet my date, Karina,” he said, arrogantly. 

“It’s nice to see you again, Karina,” I said, formal y shaking my wife’s hand. 

“It’s nice to meet you,” she said with a noncommittal smile before looking away. 

She’d spotted someone more important to talk to. 

“Have a good evening, Michael,” Marshall smirked. I turned away, dismissed. I felt jealous, angry, hurt, and aroused. 

“Did you meet the woman with Marshal ?” one of my co-workers asked. “Can you believe it? Those rich guys get the gorgeous women.” 

“Hey,” his wife poked him in the ribs. 

“I’m just saying, she could be in a magazine.” 

“I’d buy it, just to look at her,” another said. 

“Me too,” said one of the women who worked in my unit. “Did you notice her wedding rings?” 

“Oh.… I wonder who she belongs to?” the first man said. “You don’t suppose? No, it couldn’t be one of ours.” 

As one of the ‘single’ guys, they turned to look at me as one. “Michael?” 

“Michael’s not wearing a ring, not that it means anything.” 

I kept my hand in my pocket, even this late in the year when my tan had faded, it was possible to see the outline of a ring on my finger. 

I wanted to tell them she was my wife. I wanted to shout it out. Instead, when Karina and Marshal  briefly joined our group, I had to stand silent. 

I caught Karina looking at me as Marshall talked, her face expressionless. I felt a sense of loss and doom; the feelings didn’t fit with the hard-on I was stil  trying to hide by keeping a hand in my pocket. 

Karina’s gaze briefly skimmed over my hand covered erection before looking back at her lover and smiling brightly at whatever he’d just said. As I watched, she threaded her arm through his and rubbed her breast on his bicep. 

I felt humiliated and ashamed. They knew what they were doing to me, and my wife knew how hard she’d made me. 

“You think I should be married?” I asked the wife who had commented on my single status. Karina was standing in front of us, facing the other way. Her gown was so low-cut in the back, the dimples above her ass were visible. 

“Yes, I do,” the woman replied, “And I have some single friends who would love to meet you.” 

“Good to know,” I said. Karina glared at me again before moving off with Marshall. 

“I think she gave you a dirty look,” the woman said. 

“I’m sure you're mistaken, I just met her this evening,” I lied. 

“Call it women’s intuition. Is that stil  a thing?” she said. “But I think she’s interested in you.” 

“I’m pretty sure it’s not a thing,” I said, purposely not commenting on Karina. 

It was a long evening. We mingled and drank. We had dinner and exchanged gifts. 

Marshall gave a long boring speech, and we milled around some more. The entire time, I had to pretend not to pay attention to my wife. 

Karina caught up with me in the cloakroom. Nobody had been assigned to the room and garments were piled high. I had planned to find mine and sneak out. 

“You’re not sneaking out,” she said. 

“Karina, this hurts too much.” 

“Is that why you’ve had a hard-on all night?” Her hand was on the crotch of my pants. “You’d like to fuck me right now, wouldn’t you? Or maybe you’d rather watch your boss bang me?” 

“You’ve been drinking.” 

“Of course, but just enough to be sociable. After al , I’m the bosses’ date. I want to show you something.” Karina pulled her gown up past her hips and sat on a stool. Not surprisingly, she wasn’t wearing panties. 

“Look at my pussy. Quickly before anyone comes in here.” I knelt and spread my wife’s   labia.   Her   pussy   looked   swollen   and   aroused.   There   was   a   long   gold   chain attached to the gold ring piercing her clitoral hood. 

“I don’t understand,” I said. 

Karina readjusted her gown, so the chain came out through the slit in her skirt. “He likes to lead me around by my cunt. Every time he pulls the chain, I can feel it in my clit, and I get more turned on. It’s like a golden leash. 

“Michael, honey, Marshall’s going to fuck me tonight and tomorrow too. Sometimes, he likes to tie me up.” Her hand was squeezing my throbbing erection, and her words were slurring. “He was the first man to fuck me in the ass. His cock is huge, I had a hard time taking him back there. Now I like it. Too bad it wasn’t you, huh?” 

I was speechless as my wife left the tiny room, my erection a throbbing tube in my pants.   Only   the   smell   of   her   perfume   and   the   memory   of   her   gold   ring   and   chain remained behind her. I couldn’t leave just yet. 

Back at the party, Karina stood with her eyes half closed and her face pink, just behind   my   boss.   When   Marshall   moved,   she   jerked,   her   gown   briefly   flaring,   and followed quickly behind. 

I edged in the car on the drive home, further torturing myself. I’d given my wife to that animal, and he’d made sure I saw him leading her around by a chain attached to her pussy. 

I wanted  to cum—I  was  so close—but  I deserved  to suffer. I  promised  myself  I wouldn’t orgasm until I was back with my wife. 

It was late when I got home. My balls felt tight with need. I was so hard, my  cock was leaking when I walked inside my empty house. 

Chapter 15

Christmas was spent alone. All I had was a refrigerator ful  of beer and footbal  on the television. I didn’t watch much; my vision was clouded by images of my wife and Marshall. I couldn't jack off all the time, soon my cock would have been raw. 

Karina did call me. 

 [Karina] Merry Christmas Michael! 

 [Me] Merry Christmas Karina, I miss you. I love you. 

 [Karina] Don’t start. I hope you’re having a good time. 

 [Me] Is jacking off a good time? 

 [Karina] Well, I’m having a good time. We’ve had people over, and I’ve been the centerpiece, so to speak. 

 [Me] Oh Christ, Karina. 

 [Karina] Are you hard? Do you want to hear about it? 

 [Me] Yes! 

 [Karina] Marshal  decorated me and tied me in the middle of the table, for people to play with. There were both men and women, everyone was dressed, and I was decorated with ornaments. Some people played with my pussy, I real y like that, especially the women because they know what they’re doing. 

 [Me] Oh Karina! 

 [Karina] Your voice is shaking. Are you jacking off? 

 [Me] I miss you so much. 

 [Karina] I’ve been gangbanged, do you still miss me? Would you eat me? 

 [Me] I’d do anything for you, Karina. 

 [Karina giggling] I know. 

 [Dial tone.]

For the next six months, my wife spent virtual y all her time with Marshal . They even traveled   together   and   planned   to   vacation   in   Europe.   I   was   becoming   less   able   to appreciate the humiliation and the phone cal s, and I lived in a constant state of anxiety. 

“What are we doing?” I asked her. I didn’t think  asking  her the question every six months was overdoing it. 

Karina had been home for a full week while Marshall traveled on business. It felt good to have her back again. 

“Doing about what?” My wife had been reading a book. 

“Marshall, our arrangement.” 

“You’ll have to tell me more,” she said calmly. 

“I’m not comfortable with where we’re headed. It’s not like we’re married and you’re having an occasional fling I get to watch,” I began. “It’s like you’re married to Marshall, and you spend a few unsatisfying days with me.” 

“Are you feeling abandoned?” she asked. “What do you think we should do now that everybody you work with thinks I’m with Marshall, and  you’re single, And don’t forget, you have your job because you’re willing to share.” 

“I’m not sharing, Karina. He’s sharing you with me and not much at that. 

“What   about   me?”   Karina   was   getting   angry.   “You   boys   don’t   get   to   just   make decisions about who gets to ‘share’ me.” 

I’d stepped in it, the only way out of this hole was to dig deeper. 

“Are you in love with him?” 

My   wife   had   her   mouth   open,   ready   to   continue   the  attack  when   my   question stopped her. 

“Let me put it this way, do you stil  love me? Because I love you.” I was staring into her eyes. “I used to live for you, Karina. If you’re in love with him, and you can be happier with him, then… I’ll let you go.” 

I was being dramatic. I was also being truthful. I don’t know what I’d do if she said she loved him, but I guess not much would change for me. Except I’d be able to move on. 

“You’re being overly dramatic,” Karina told me. 

“No, I’m not. I’ve seen you together,  and  I’ve seen your tattoo,” I said. “Wait one fucking minute. You  picked out the design, didn’t you?  You  wanted  a tattoo saying Marshall in a heart with an arrow through it.” 

I stared at her. It suddenly made sense. 

“Did you decide on the gold ring in your clit too?” 

“No,   Marshal   decided   on   the   clit   piercing,”   she   told   me,   looking   slightly embarrassed. “Can we not talk about this now?” 

“So, you picked out the tattoo.” 

Karina pretended to be reading her book again. I continued to watch her. 

“Okay, fine. You win. Let’s talk.” She slammed the book down. 

“Are you in love with him?” I asked again. 

“I don’t know.” Her answer was a blow to my heart. 

“He’s hardly just a fuck, is he.” It was a statement. 

“No, he isn’t.” 

“Do you stil  love me?” I couldn’t look at her. 

“I… do, at least I’m pretty sure I do,” my wife said. 

“Do you want me to leave until he sends the limo?” I was afraid of what her answer might be. 

“No. I think we need to hash this out.” 

“Do you want a divorce?” 

“Not yet,” she said. 

“What the fuck, Karina. What does that mean?” I sounded resigned. 

“You’ve   got   grounds,   you  could   divorce   me  any   time   you   want,”   she   said.   “But remember, if you do, Marshall wins.” 

I laughed at her. Her face closed, and she glared at me. I didn’t give a shit. 

“Marshall’s already won. He’s destroying our marriage with a big assist from me. 

He’s already won the girl and broken my heart.” 

“Nobody’s ‘won’ the girl until I tell them they’ve won.” Karina was indignant. 

“Karina, love of my life, he gives you things I’l  never be able to provide. A mansion, fancy cars, trips to Europe, a huge cock.” Now I was yelling. 

My fists unclenched, and I felt my eyes watering. “I don’t want to lose you. I love you. 

That’s al  I have to offer.” 

My plan had been to get a suitcase down and leave until the house was empty when Karina stepped inside. 

“Unconditional love is a lot to offer,” she said. “But I’m not sure of anything. Please don’t make me decide before I’m ready. Right now, I need you to be here for me.” 

Marshall was a better psychologist than I’d given him credit for. He was in Karina’s head, had manipulated her into developing some deep feelings for him, and the more he demanded of her, and the more he punished her, the stronger her feelings grew. 

I was final y able to see what he was doing. When my wife wasn’t with him, she hungered for him. She was addicted to him. Like any addict, deprived of their drug, when she was away from Marshal , she became distracted and restless. It was hard work to get her attention. 

The final night, she was by the pool talking on her cel  phone. Karina had forgotten how well sound traveled at night. The kitchen window had been open, and I  hadn’t turned on any light because I was only going to the refrigerator. My wife’s voice was clear. 

“You know how I feel about you, Marshal … Of course, I’l  do it… Whatever you want me to do… Please, Marshal , that I do it for you, I want to do it if it makes you happy… I don’t care how many… How many are there? Okay… I am excited, I’ve just never been with so many… I always get wet talking to you.” 

I went back into the living room and sat down hard. I hadn’t meant to eavesdrop, and now, I wish I could erase the memory of what I’d heard. 

“I’m leaving, Michael. The driver is on his way.”  She sounded apprehensive and nervous. 

“Don’t do it, Karina. Whatever he’s asking, don’t do it.” 

“Let it go, Michael.” 

“Please send me a text,” I asked. “I want to know you’re safe.” 

“Probably not tonight.” 

“Please, Karina, I love you.” She just looked at me as though I was pathetic. 

“Good to know, bye.” She walked out the door with her bag. 

There was nothing for me to do. I sat back down, feeling empty. I knew Marshall only cared for himself, my wife was just another beautiful woman for him to use. Showing he could loan her out for a gangbang, to make her prove herself to him, only stroked his already considerable ego. 

It would have been the smart thing to give up on her, but I couldn’t make myself do it. I loved her, no matter what. 

Perversely,   my   cock   had   grown   hard   while   I’d   been   listening   to   her   telephone conversation with Marshal . 

 ****

One night, when Karina was home, we went to bed together. Karina and I were both wearing boxers style briefs. My wife was in a playful mood, for a change. 

“Tell me what  you do together, tell  me what  he does to you.”  I sensed my wife staring at me. We’d been so close before, and now there was a wall between us. 

“Why? Wil  it turn you on?” 

“I imagine things, Karina. I think about what he might be doing to you. Sometimes, what I imagine turns me on, and I jack off, except I won’t let myself finish.” I turned my head to look at her. “It makes it hard to sleep.” 

“You stil  haven’t cum?” She looked concerned. 

“I have, but I’m trying to wait for my wife to return.” 

Karina propped herself on the headboard, her pyramid shaped nipples seemed to be looking at me. 

“He uses me, Michael, he humiliates me like you said and uses me like a whore,” 

she began. “I can’t resist him. I don’t even try. He’s made me take my clothes off in public places. He’s made me give him a blow job in front of guests.” 

My cock was starting to get hard. “Does it excite you?” 

“Yes, the more he humiliates me, the more excited I get,” she panted. “Sometimes, he ties me up. I love it when he fucks me, and I can’t move. He’s had people watch him fuck me when I’ve been secured. An audience to my humiliation has given me explosive orgasms. I’ve wished you were watching too. It’s exactly what you always wanted.” 

“What’s the worst thing he’s done to you?” 

“He   had   guests   over   one   night,   even   guys   from   your   office,   and   he   made   me undress in front of them. I was so excited, I was dripping, Michael. It was better than the strip club.” 

My cock was fully hard, and I couldn’t resist touching myself as I listened to what she was saying. Her breasts moved as she breathed more rapidly. 

“He made me crawl under the dining table. They were all seated, and the guests fed me like a dog. To get food, I had to let them touch me and sometimes, use my mouth on them. There were men and women. You know some of the men and all the women.” 

I was jacking my now hard cock as violently as I could. Karina’s hands were pressed between her thighs. It was as close to having sex as we’d been in months. 

“Then what happened?” I moaned. 

 “I had to service… all of them… I had to tel  Marshall how much I loved it… and I did… I did love it,”  she panted, living it al  over again.  “Then he fucked me… he’s so good.”  I saw it all in my mind. I convinced myself I could smell her arousal. 

 “Michael,”   she panted.    “He sent me home after that, and you went down on me before I could shower.” 

I suddenly remembered that night, the strange wet taste of her like eating a plate full of oysters at one time. Only without the flavor. 

“Oh god…” I moaned. 

“You want to hear more?” 

“Yes.” 

“Marshall took me to a wild party,” Karina continued. “It was real y wild. I’m willing to tell you about it, but it might be too much.” 

My   wife   looked   energized.   She   was   about   to   torture   me,  and  the   thought   was exciting her. She was watching me careful y, her hands stil  held together between her thighs, tight against her thinly covered pussy. 

“Marshall makes me do things, dirty things. He makes me do things I’d never have even imagined doing when we were first married.” She looked so alive. 

“The party got a little rough. If you can’t handle it, I’ll stop.” 

“I’ll do my best,” I answered. 

“At first, it was  a normal party.  A lot of guys  in suits, a few women in dresses, drinking and talking,” she began. “Then… somebody had something stronger… let’s just leave it at that, and Marshall attached the chain to my clit ring and started leading me around by it.” 

Rage flowed through me and added to my erection. I was startled to realize much of the anger was directed at myself. 

“Then he took al  my clothes away from me,” my wife said. “I was naked, and he led me around by that ring through my clit, men touching me. One of them asked Marshal  if I could suck his cock, and Marshall said I would. I was on my knees, sucking a man’s cock,   other   men   standing   around,   watching.   I   was   so   turned   on…   then   something stronger… then the men came in my mouth.” 

My hard cock jumped in time with my heart, and I wanted Karina to stop talking. I didn’t want to know what happened next. 

“What was something stronger?” I asked because I didn’t know what else to say. 

“Just something. That’s when Marshall said I’d fuck anyone who was interested. It was wild. The men were stripping, some of the women got out of their gowns, people were fucking everywhere.” Karina’s eyes lost focus. “I can’t remember. Isn’t that odd? I just remember riding back to the mansion.” 

“So, the bastard gave you some drug, something stronger, and loaned you out to other people?” My cock was straining erect, I felt as though I’d cum if I touched myself. 

Why did Marshall loaning my wife to others for sex excite me so much? I felt sick at my own arousal. 

“Are you going to cum, Michael? You’ll be happy to hear Marshall called me a whore and… did things to me.” She looked unhappy. 

“What did he do?” 

“He can be cruel.” Karina must have seen the look on my face. “But he comforts me afterward and makes sure I get what I need.” 

“He   punishes   you   for   doing   what   he   forces   you   to   do,   then   he   fucks   you,”   I summarized. 

“I knew you wouldn’t get it.” 

“Help me understand,” I said. “It sounds like he’s giving you drugs so he can take advantage of your body. What do you get out of this?” 

“What do you get out of it that makes you so hard?” she challenged me. 

I   was   aroused   by  what   she’d   told   me  even   as   I’d   been   disgusted   by   Marshall. 

“You’ve given yourself to him no matter what he does, haven’t you?” 

“Look,   Michael,   I   don’t   want   to   hurt   you.   This   is   my   idea,”   Karina   began.   She wouldn’t look at me, she was sitting with her hands clasped around her knees, bent forward to look at the floor. “We can’t… sleep together anymore.” 

“What do you mean, ‘sleep?’” I asked. 

“We can’t fuck anymore.” 

“Karina! What the hel !” I was standing, my anger apparent, my erection  forgotten. 

Even though we hadn’t made love in a long time, I was shocked by what she’d said. 

“Michael, calm down.” Karina looked determined. 

“Fuck you, Karina,” I whispered. I dressed and without saying a word, left the house. 

I spent the rest of the night in a bar, nursing the hurt. This wasn’t right. When I staggered home, I found the door to the bedroom locked and my things moved into the smal  spare room. 

The next morning, I called in sick and calmly waited for Karina. When she finally came in for breakfast, I told her, “You need to tel  me the rest of it.” 

Karina studied me over her coffee. My wife was so gorgeous, I loved her so much, and I was losing her. 

“I’m losing you, aren’t I?” 

“No, you’re not losing me. This is just something he wants to try,” she began. “It was originally my idea even though I don’t really like it.” 

“Then why are we doing it?” 

“Because we have to do what he wants.” Karina put her coffee cup down and glared at me. “We’re caught, remember?” 

“You know he’s trying to set me up with other women?” Karina looked surprised. Her robe was gaping open just enough for me to see her right breast. 

“I don’t know what to say. Are you going to see any of them?” she asked. 

“No, I’m yours until you don’t want me anymore.” Karina seemed satisfied with my answer, nodding into her coffee cup. “Maybe it’s time we broke it off with him.” 

“You mean quit your job?” She looked shocked. “Michael, we’d be giving up what we have.” 

My wife was lost to the glamour. “You like it too much don’t you? The sex, the stuff, his big dick.” It sounded sarcastic, but I looked sad. “I can’t compete with Marshall for my own wife.” 

As I went to the sink with my cup,  Karina said, “He thought if you wore a cage, it would be easier for you.” 

I shuddered, and went back into the spare room, my room, to think. 

Chapter 16

Marshall held the summer barbecue at his mansion, next to his huge swimming pool, my wife the hostess. She wore a tiny bathing suit that barely covered her nipples and her slit. As far as anybody knew, including HR, I was still single. 

Marshall   manned   the   barbecue.   Karina   made   everyone   comfortable   and   served drinks. I had to act as though I’d only met her at the holiday party. 

Karina kept her word. We hadn’t had sex, and I hadn’t had an orgasm in months. 

When she was with Marshall, I could still get excited and edge myself close to orgasm, thinking about what they were doing together. It became real again for me at the pool party. 

My almost naked wife hung on him whenever she could. Marshal  made it clear she belonged   to   him   by   fondling   her   freely.   Karina’s   smile   was   constant   and   real.   She enjoyed his attention. 

I’d never seen Karina wear a long, braided ponytail. The way it pulled the hair away from her face made her look even more spectacular. I had to hide my erection. I wasn’t the only one. 

“Christ Michael, can you believe how Marshall’s ‘squeeze’ looks in that swimming suit?” one of the guys said to me. 

“Can you imagine fucking her?” another guy whispered to us. “Look at those tits.” 

They were talking about my wife, who was clearly with another man, and I felt a surge of jealousy.  Listening to them talk about her caused my cock to throb in my bathing suit. I tied a towel around my waist to hide it. 

One of  the good things about  exercising and lifting weights   was  I  could wear   a swimsuit   at   a   pool   party   without   embarrassment.   Most   of   the   guys   were   sporting pouches and flab. 

I had just walked into the small bathroom when the door opened behind me, and Karina slipped in. She smiled and kissed me. 

“You look good in a swimsuit, especially with a towel hiding your hard-on, I think some  of   the   wives   would   like  to   spend  time  with   you.   Are  you   stil ,   you   know,   not cumming?” 

“I’m saving myself for you.” 

“Don’t start, Michael. I saw you  talking to Sharon. She looks good, she  has big boobs,” my wife teased me. 

“Are you telling me it’s okay to fuck Sharon?” 

Karina seemed troubled by my question. “I don’t want you with another woman, but it doesn’t seem fair does it?” 

I reached to touch her, but she moved away and turned her back to me. “If you did sleep with her,” Karina began. “If you needed comfort, you know, nothing serious, I guess I’d understand. 

“There’s something else. I don’t want to get into a big discussion about it now.” 

Karina looked troubled. “This is the wrong time and place, but since we have a chance to talk, Marshall thinks… maybe… I should just move in here.” 

“Karina.” I was caught flat. She was my wife, he was just supposed to be an affair. 

Before I could say anything, she had her hand on the doorknob. 

“I’ve got to go before I get caught in here with an employee,” Karina laughed quietly. 

She opened the door and looked both ways before slipping out and was gone. 

I sat in the bathroom, an emotional mess with a hard-on. I considered asking Sharon to go out with me. My wife’s lover didn’t want her having sex with me, and he wanted her to move in with him, so why not? I wondered if we were even actual y married anymore. 

It was getting dark when I returned, and the first thing I saw back by the pool was my wife wearing a reflective silver metal ic breechcloth that exposed the side of her bare ass.   She   was   dancing   to   loud   music   in   front   of   one   of   the   men.   He   just   looked uncomfortable. The breechcloth shimmered and swayed with the movement of her hips, almost but not quite revealing if she were naked under it. 

The question was answered for me when Marshall pul ed her to him and put his hand under the front. Karina tried to hold the breechcloth down while he fondled her. 

When he turned her toward us, her face was red and her nipples made hard points in the matching metallic bra. 

Karina hugged each of the guests on their way out the door as the party broke up. 

I’d been drinking al  afternoon and was swaying when it was my turn. 

“If you can’t drive, I can arrange for you to get home,” Karina said. 

“Fuck me,” I mumbled, fumbling with my keys. “Are you going to fuck him tonight?” 

“Yes, he’ll fuck your wife again today,” Karina said, hugging me tightly. “He’s agreed to let you watch,” she whispered. It took me a second to understand what she’d said. 

After al  this time, Marshall was patronizing me by al owing me to watch him fuck my wife. The arrogant bastard. I open my mouth to tell Karina to go to hell, but before I could speak, I realized my cock was ful y erect. 

“I’m just a cuckold, aren’t I?” I said. 

“Yes or no?” she asked. 

“Yes.” 

I hid in the small downstairs bathroom until Marshal  came to get me. He led me up the back stairs to a door off a side hall that opened to a masculine dressing room, half the size of our master bedroom. Comfortable club chairs sat in front of a floor-length, three-sided mirror. One wall had at least one hundred slots for shoes and a bench to sit on. The room even smel ed masculine. 

A door from the dressing room led to an immense walk-through closet. One side held rows of suits, dress shirts, and casual clothing, all Marshal ’s. The other side held women’s clothing, obviously my wife’s. There were dresses, gowns, skirts, and blouses I’d   never   seen.   Far   more   clothing   than   Karina   had   before   living   with   Marshall.   No wonder she didn’t need to pack much. Next to her clothing was a similar but smaller wall just for her shoes, and drawers I assumed held lingerie. There was even a locked glass display case to hold jewelry I’d never seen before. 

I felt sick. My wife lived here now, she  was committed to him. When I’d  made the comment about her being in it for the ‘stuff,’ I’d had no idea. He’d spent many thousands 

of dollars dressing her, and I couldn’t begin to estimate how much the jewelry was worth. 

The door to the closet opened into their bedroom. I’d been impressed with the size of the dressing room and the closet; their bedroom was smaller and mostly a bed. Just inside the door from the closet was an antique screen with a folding chair behind it. The screen had a series of holes as part of the design. 

“You’ll sit behind this screen. You may look through the holes if you wish, but you are not to make a sound,” Marshall said. “Am I clear? You may look or not look, I don’t care what you do back here as long as I don’t see you and can’t hear you.” 

I agreed. 

“When  you   want   to   leave,   simply   go   through   the  open   door   to  the   closet,   then through my dressing room and out. Again, no noise.” 

Marshall left me sitting in the chair. Of course, I looked through the holes first. The bed was bathed in light, keeping the screen in semi-darkness. 

The bed was sunken, two steps below me and very close. I was looking at the foot of the bed from an angle. By moving slightly, I could see the remainder of the bedroom, my eye stopping at a dressing table holding my wife’s things. Her perfume, brushes, and combs were spread along the top. 

The dressing table was another confirmation of my loss. I put my head in my hands and stared through my fingers at the rich carpeting. I realized Marshal  was using the night to declare victory and claim his prize. Marshall hadn’t just won, he  thought he’d destroyed me. 

Even then, I had a raging hard-on. What the hell was wrong with me? I quietly undid my pants to free my throbbing cock. I was as hard as I’d ever been, and my unruly prick was jumping without being touched. Somehow, it hadn’t gotten the message from my brain. 

I  was   looking  down  at  my  erection  when   the door  opened,  and  Karina  came in giggling, Marshal  pul ing off her breechcloth. My wife’s eyes scanned the room. 

“Where’s Michael? I thought he was going to be here.” 

“I changed my mind and sent him home. Do you care if it’s just the two of us?” 

“Of course not. This way I can tel  you how much I want your big cock,” Karina giggled again. “What kinky thing are you going to do to me? Are you going to fuck me in the ass again?” 

“Do you think I had you wear a ponytail just because it looks good?” he asked, giving her hair a tug. 

“Oh, Marshall. What are you going to do to me?” She walked down the two steps to the bed, her smile bright. 

Before she reached the bottom, Marshall swept her up and threw her onto the bed on her stomach. “I’m going to fuck you until you get wet just thinking about me.” 

“I already get wet just thinking about you.” 

Marshall was ripping my wife’s breechcloth off her. As I suspected, she was naked beneath. “You slut, you wore this without the panties.” 

“I’m a horrible, needy slut, Marshall. You should punish me.” My wife was pulling Marshall’s boxer style swimsuit down, exposing his imposing hunk of ugly cock. He was starting to harden, his balls hanging majestically underneath. 

“I love your cock, Marshal .” My wife was looking up at him as she kissed and licked his cock from his bal s to the crown. 

“I’m fond of your tight little cunt, too,” he said. Karina smiled at him, her tongue tracing the ridge around the fat head of his prick. 

“Are you just fond of my pussy?” 

“I’m in love with your cunt.” He hadn’t answered the question. Karina was asking him how he felt about her. 

“Um… I love when you fuck my cunt, too. I’m kind of glad Michael isn’t here.” 

My wife couldn’t see me in my dark corner. No wonder I wasn’t allowed to make any sound. This is how they were when it was just the two of them. We’d never been like this together. 

Marshall played with her ponytail for a moment, pul ing out a short length of leather that was tied to the end of my wife’s braided hair. He picked up another, longer piece of leather from the bed and tied them together. 

“Let me see how wet you are.” Karina lay on her back and spread her legs wide, her pussy a red slash against her pale skin. Marshall smeared a lubricant on his hand before pushing three fingers inside her vagina. 

 “Oh, Marshall. Are you going to fist me?” 

‘Fist her?’ He was going to fist my wife? What the fuck? I could have easily pushed the screen over, but Karina was smiling and staring down the length of her perfect body as he inserted a fourth finger. “Please, Marshall. Fist fuck my little pussy. Ruin me for any other man.” 

Shit! This is what the asshole wanted me to see. His complete ownership of my wife. 

My stupid cock was throbbing wildly. I thought I’d cum. 

Marshall had my wife spread her labia for him and pushed his entire fat fist inside her. Karina watched herself being penetrated before looking up at him. 

 “Oh… oh… yes.”  She grabbed his wrist and forced his hand to fuck her.  “Fast… you know what I like… I like your cock… even better.” 

“When  you   squeal   for   me,   you   can   have   my  cock.”   His   erection   bobbed   as   he punched my wife’s pussy with his oversized fist. 

 “Gasp… umph… oh crap… umph… Marshal … gasp… yes,”  fol owed by my wife’s squeal. Marshal  didn’t stop until Karina squealed again and pulled herself away, his fist making a sucking sound as it was pul ed out of her pussy. 

Karina lay on her side, her breathing rapid, her knees drawn up, allowing me to see her gaping red hole. 

“Christ, Marshall. Are you going to fuck me after that?” 

“Yes.” 

“Oh, good. Just give me a… ouch,” Marshall had pul ed my wife up onto her hands and knees by her ponytail. Before she could recover, he’d tied her wrists to the foot of the bed, so she was facing me. 

 “Oh…   Marshall…  I’m   sore…   ow.”   Karina   couldn’t   move   when   Marshall   tied   the leather strap attached to her ponytail to the other end of the bed forcing her head back. 

My wife was securely tied. 

“Who do you belong to, Karina?” he growled. “Who owns this little pussy?” 

 “You do, Marshal .” H e was slamming into her from behind, her head held back, her throat exposed to me.  “I’m yours… fuck your cunt.” 

I’d thought what I’d already seen was the dirtiest thing imaginable only because I couldn’t have imagined the scene in front of me. My cock was dripping onto Marshal ’s carpet. Fuck him. 

“Could your husband fuck you this well?” 

 “No… I don’t even remember what he was like.”  Marshall was thrusting as hard as he could, one arm jerking on her ponytail, the other around her throat. 

“You like to be choked, don’t you?” 

 “Yes,”  my wife squealed, her face was turning blue, her body was convulsing. When Marshall released her throat, my wife took a long-jagged breath and squealed again. 

“You’ll do anything I want, won’t you?” 

 “I’m yours. I’m completely yours now.” 

The door to the hal  opened, and Karina and Marshall were joined by one of the guys from   work.   I   fought   to   keep   my   mouth   shut   as   Curtis,   the   biggest   asshole   in   the company and my constant nemesis, dropped his pants and crawled on the bed next to my wife’s head. 

Disgust and humiliation overcame me. The son-of-a-bitch was slapping Karina’s face with his almost hard cock. Even worse, my wife was trying to catch it in her mouth. 

“You’re going to suck Curt’s cock for him, Karina,” Marshall said. His hand was still around her throat, but his hips were moving slower. “Do you know why?” 

 “Because I’m your slut.”  Karina final y captured the asshole’s cock with her mouth. 

“Your slut is wearing wedding rings,” Curtis said. 

“Tell Curtis if you’re married,” Marshall ordered. 

 “Ye… yess… yes” 

“Does   your   husband   work   for   Marshall?”   Curtis   asked.   My   wife   was   silent   until Marshall asked the same question. 

 “Yesss.” 

“Don’t ask her for a name,” Marshall ordered. 

Shit, now that the asshole knew Karina was married to one of his co-workers, I didn’t think he’d rest until he knew who the cuckold was. I marveled at my stil  wildly thumping erection. 

Curtis was now getting a blow job from my wife. That asshole was allowed to have sex with her, and I wasn’t? Marshal  wasn’t just proving his victory and claiming my wife, he was rubbing my nose in it. 

I didn’t touch myself, I  was far too aroused. My hard erection was jumping four or five inches at a time. Each hard  throb  sending it off in a different direction. My eyes never left the hole in the screen, I watched every second, more disgusted with myself than I was with Marshall and Curtis. 

Marshall had his feet flat on the bed, his hands holding my wife’s hips as he thrust as hard as he possibly could against her pussy. Curtis had his hand on her ponytail and was using it as leverage to thrust in and out of her mouth. Because of her bindings, Karina couldn’t move. 

The only noise my wife made were wet sucking sounds until she managed to spit Curtis out and squeal loudly. 

“She loves this doesn’t she,” Curtis said to Marshal . 

“I’ve never seen anything like her,” Marshall panted. “It’ll be a cold day in hell… 

before I let her go.” 

Marshall hadn’t been talking to Curtis, he’d been sending a message directly to me. 

Sorrow   closed   my   throat   because   he’d   confirmed   my   theory.   Why   was   this   scene turning me on so much? I felt I should have been consumed with anger… or defeat. 

“You don’t want her, I’ll take her.” My wife’s mouth was full of Curtis’s cock when he lost control. 

Marshall picked up his pace even more. Both were building in intensity, Marshall was first. He held my wife tightly by the hips and burst inside her. Karina came again soon after. I’d lost track of my wife’s orgasms although I thought there’d been four or five. 

I barely looked when Marshall untied my wife, and they held each other, both out of breath and seemingly happy. 

Curtis tried to join in, but Marshal  dismissed him. I watched him slink out the door, holding his clothing. 

I waited until I was sure Curtis had left the hallway. I walked quietly out through the closet, resisting the urge to take something with me, and out the door to the hall. I was hard, my cock aching for the climax I still wouldn’t allow myself to enjoy. 

Chapter 17

I sat in a bar drinking, my mind churning through the events of the day. It would be early morning before I made it to bed. 

Karina informing me we could no longer have sex was outrageous. I knew Marshall was behind this. He’d gone too far. If I protested, my wife would take her lover side, she’d made that clear. What I’d seen in his bedroom today showed a depth of Karina’s devotion to him that shook me. Allowing another employee to use my own wife while I couldn’t, just reinforced my status. 

Marshall had been looking for a trophy and the opportunity to emotional y blackmail an employee. It was all a power-play in support of his narcissism. He was in love with the idea of making me a cuckold and my wife his own, and the company’s, plaything. I hated the bastard. 

At home, I couldn’t sleep. When I closed my eyes, all I saw was my wife, her wrists tied to the bed and her ponytail tied, so her head was forced backward. Marshall was fucking her from behind as she begged for his cock. I tried hard not to have Curtis in the picture. I failed. 

The only hope sustaining me was   when  the thril   of his  victory  faded,  he’d lose interest and want to replace her. By then, what remained of our marriage would have been destroyed, and he could turn her into a plaything for his favorite executives. I had to be gone by then. 

Karina   had   been   home   for   two   days,   and   I   tried   not   to   talk   about   the   Marshal  

‘situation.’ But I’d been thinking so much about the future, I had to bring it up. I asked her if she was leaving me for him. 

“He hasn’t asked me to be with him permanently.” 

“He asked you not to have sex with your husband and to move in with him, that’s pretty close to asking,” I said. “We should probably talk about it.” 

Karina stood up to leave the room. 

“Something confuses me. Whenever Marshall takes ownership of me, you  get a hard-on. You protest, but it turns you on. As much pain as this causes you, I think you love it.” 

I planned our time together, so we’d have fun, and we did. We did things together we hadn’t done in years, and there was no more talk about Marshall, our relationship, or our feelings. 

I thought, on some level, my wife might still be in love with me. It was obvious she had given herself to Marshall. Hell, she told me she’d given herself to him. The question I had was if she loved him. 

He was a better lover, he was rich, and he could give her things I couldn’t. I was beginning to think that was enough for him to steal my wife. 

At work, Curtis was becoming a pain in my ass. He was on a mission to uncover the name of  the  employee  Marshall  was   cuckolding.  His first   stop  was  HR;  fortunately, Marshall had covered me there. I was listed as single. 

When his search  through the records  didn’t  turn up any  obvious  candidates,  he matched the names of the married men with the women who had accompanied them to company events. Again, a dead end. 

Curtis did not admit defeat. His hunt now entered a crucial stage. With little subtlety, he began interviewing employees to uncover which single man was secretly married to Karina. 

“We have a problem with Curtis,” I said to Marshal . 

“You have a problem with Curtis.” Marshal  was smirking again. I hated his arrogant smirk. “I don’t see why I should give a shit if he’s making you uncomfortable.” 

“If you don’t tell him to drop it or something, he’s liable to stumble on the truth,” I pointed out. We were eating salads at a diner, avoiding the company cafeteria. 

“So what? If he discovered it was you, Michael, what would happen?” 

“It would put me in a terrible position, and I don’t want to divorce her. In this state, I’d have to drag you in as a co-respondent,” I told him. I was sure Marshal  didn’t want to be drawn into a messy divorce proceeding. 

“Okay, I’l  handle it.” A week later Curtis was terminated. 

 ****

I was bored—going to work, working out, attending defense classes, and watching television just weren’t enough. I was alone on a Friday night Happy Hour, drinking in a busy bar after work. Even finding a stool had been a challenge. 

Being surrounded by after work merriment made me feel even more alone. The crowd was festive. It was the weekend, and the mob of men and women were looking to hook up. 

“You look lonely sitting here all by yourself.” She might have been almost twice as old as me. She’d shouted to be heard. 

“I am, kind of,” I said. “Aren’t you celebrating the weekend, too?” 

“Buy a lady a drink, and I’ll tell you all about it.” 

I swiveled on my stool to get a better look at her, and she swiveled on her stool to let me. 

“My name’s Carolyn.” 

Carolyn was pretty, her silver hair the only thing about her that hinted at her age. Her body looked appealing, particularly her immense breasts. 

“You’re staring,” she said. 

“You have huge boobs.” 

She laughed, “Yes, I do. Now about that drink?” 

After sipping from her glass, she turned to me, and said, “Are you ready for the story?” 

I tapped her glass with mine and nodded for her to continue. 

“Ten years ago, tonight, is when he died.” She looked at me seriously. “Every year, on the anniversary, I go out by myself and get laid.” 

I gawked at her, my mouth hanging open. After a moment, I ordered her another drink and managed to say, “That’s a painful story. What does it have to do with me?” 

“This year, I pick you. That is if you like big firm breasts and want a wonderful time in bed.” 

I was speechless. After draining half my glass, I managed to blurt out, “Shouldn’t I be courting you or something?” 

“Would you be embarrassed to be seen with me?” 

“No, I think I’d be proud.” 

We spent the evening together. We had dinner, we talked, then we went back to her condominium. Carolyn was completely without a filter. If she thought it, she said it. She wasn’t lying, her breasts were big and firm. 

“Will I see you again?” I asked her the next morning as we stood at the door to her condo. 

“You’re   a  nice   man,   Michael,   but   I   don’t   think   so.”   She   was   wrapped   in   a   blue kimono. 

I was surprised by her quick response. 

“I thought we had a wonderful time?” 

“I don’t want to offend you. Let’s just say goodbye.” She was firm. 

“This   is   important   to   me,   Carolyn,”   I   said.   “I   told   you   what’s   going   on   with   my personal   life,   and   if   there’s   something…   something   the   matter   with   me,   something wrong...” 

She sighed deeply and seemed to be struggling with herself. “Last night you came twice. Do you know how many times I came?” 

“I thought it was good for you.” 

“It was enjoyable, fun even, it’s nice to be with a younger man. But it wasn’t good for me.” It couldn’t have been easy for Carolyn. I appreciated the internal struggle she was having between telling the truth and being polite. 

“I   want   to   get   better,   I  want   to   be   more   than   just   fun.”   I   hated   the   sound   of desperation in my voice. “Wil  you help me?” 

“Are you serious? Are you just looking to get laid again?” 

“I’m completely serious.” Carolyn studied my face, looking for any hint of dishonesty. 

“You have to go by my rules. You’d have to agree to do anything I asked, and to leave when I decide you should leave.” 

“I agree.” And I meant it. 

I didn’t try to justify what I was doing because of Karina’s activities. I thought of Carolyn as a surrogate, a teacher. This became easier to do when I satisfied her but left frustrated. 

“This is the most important thing to learn,” she said. “Your job is to please your wife, not yourself. So, you’re going to just satisfy me and prolong the experience until you learn to control yourself.” 

I always thought I’d been good at cunnilingus, but I was wrong. Carolyn taught me to go slow. She taught me how to hold my tongue to give her the maximum pleasure, where to lick, and what to do with my fingers. I always thought if I fucked hard and fast, everybody would be happy, but I was wrong about that too. Most importantly, she taught me how to treat a lady and a woman. 

“It’s been fun, Michael.” We were standing at her doorway, and I was just about to leave. Carolyn was smiling at me. “But we’re done, you’ve graduated.” 

I knew this day was coming, “What if I need a refresher?” 

“Give me a call, maybe I can work you in.” 

Chapter 18

Karina hadn’t been home in almost a month. There wasn’t much doubt in my mind our marriage was  coming to  an end when  Marshall held a company meeting.  With Karina by his side, he introduced her as the new special assistant to the president. He explained that in the future, everything meant for him would go through Karina. In effect, I now reported to my wife. 

When I saw Karina in the building after the announcement, she was cold to me as if I were just another employee and not a particularly important one at that. Any meetings we had together always included at least one other person and were brief and to the point. 

I still had the same job, but Marshal  didn’t try to hide his disdain. My wife was living with him, he’d won, and there was nothing I could do about it. 

My   self-image   had   taken   a   beating.   If   it   hadn’t   been   for   weightlifting   and   fight training, I might have crashed. 

The very few times Karina was home, we were silent roommates. If we talked, it was about mundane matters such as whose turn it was to do the laundry. She slept in the guest room, and I stayed in the master bedroom. 

As sad and depressed as I was, I still found myself aroused whenever I thought of what he was doing to her. 

As she was packing to leave, Karina looked at me nervously for a moment, her cheeks flushed before saying, “He’d like you to come over to the mansion one night this weekend. You wanted to watch, this might be your only chance.” 

The next Saturday night I pulled into the massive driveway leading to Marshall’s mansion. A half-naked black woman opened the door for me. I was momentarily taken back. She was beautiful. Of course, being greeted by large breasts and a fur covered pussy was not what I expected. 

“You must be Michael,” she said, taking my coat. “My name is Precious.” When she turned, a nipple brushed my arm, and she smiled at me. 

My wife was dressed and sitting on a couch. Her only greeting was a slight smile. I was directed to a loveseat set at an angle, making it necessary for me to turn in order to talk to Karina. 

Before I could say anything, Precious sat beside her. The beautiful black woman turned to smile at me before kissing my wife. It wasn’t a gentle kiss—it was passionate, hot, lesbian. 

The kiss was shocking, but what really got my attention was my wife’s hand on Precious’s thigh. The exotic beauty spread her legs to give my wife better access and to let me see. Her skin was jet black, and her pussy was covered with a trimmed mat of curly even darker fur. 

My wife’s hand continued up her thigh until she was touching Preciouses’ pussy. Her labia parted, exposing a brilliantly pink vagina and an oversized clitoris. 

“Eat her, Karina,” a deep male voice said from behind me. I didn’t need to turn to look, I recognized Marshall’s command. 

My wife immediately broke off kissing and bent to suck the oversized clitoris into her mouth. I could hear the sucking noises she made and see the result on Precious’s face. 

“Oh yes… she likes her some pussy,” Precious said in a mock ghetto drawl while looking at me. “This girl is a natural.” 

Marshall sat beside Precious and draped his hand around her to casually play with her large breast. Precious laid her head against him and spread her legs wider as my wife made loud sucking and licking noises against her pussy. 

“Karina’s learned a lot since she started coming here,” Marshall said to me. “I think she needs to spend even more time… learning.” 

It   wasn’t   a   question.   He’d   already   decided,   he   was   stating   a   fact.   My   wife   just continued even as Precious approached her climax. 

“Precious’ clit used to be tiny like your wife’s,” Marshall commented. I thought he might be lying. “It’s amazing what daily sucking can do to a body. Karina, do you want your clit sucked like that?” 

My wife didn’t say anything, just nodded her head vigorously. 

“Karina, stop it and stand in front of me,” Marshall ordered. 

Karina immediately got off the couch and stood in front of him. Her face was dripping wet, but she didn’t touch it. Precious was left moaning, her hips still moving, reaching for the mouth that wasn’t there any longer. 

“Precious, show Michael your twat.” Precious spread herself wide, letting me see her clit throbbing in a pool of bril iant pink wetness. She was  moaning and cheating by stroking herself with one forefinger. Marshall’s grin looked like a sneer. 

I couldn’t help myself, my cock was fully erect. I knew he was humiliating my wife to show his control of both her and me, and there was nothing I could do about it. Marshall was simply an asshole. But he was an asshole who had us both over a barrel. 

“Karina,” he said. “Pick one. Finish eating Precious or get fucked by me.” 

“Fucked by you, please Marshall. Fucked by you.” My wife sounded frantic. She was breathing   rapidly,   her   breasts   rising   and   fal ing   quickly,   her   face   still   moist   with Precious’s juices. 

“Precious, strip her,” he ordered. Precious rolled off the couch and after kissing my wife and licking the moisture from her face, stripped off my wife’s dress, leaving her naked before us. “Is she wet?” 

Precious smiled as she put her hands between my wife’s thighs. “She wet.” My wife moaned in response. 

“Precious,   let   Michael   see   what   he’s   up   against,”   Marshall   said,   standing   up. 

Precious untied Marshal ’s white lounging pants and pulled them down so he could step out of them. His massive cock was almost erect. His bal s hung like oversized fruit beneath. He sat back down on the couch, and Precious crouched beside him, stroking his erection and waiting for orders. 

Karina stared at his cock, licking her lips. Maybe I was the only person who noticed she was squeezing her thighs together tightly. 

“Get it hard for her.” Precious immediately began sucking and licking his cock. 

Marshall smiled at me, his look sinister, as he talked to my wife. “Karina, would you rather have your husband fuck you?” 

“No, I want you, Marshall. Please.” she sounded scared. Things only got worse from there. 

My wife straddled Marshall’s lap, her back to him, so she was facing me. He was so tall,  and  Karina  so  short,   he   held  her   by  her   ass   until  he  lowered   her  onto  his  fat erection. I watched my wife’s eyes widen, and her mouth fall open as he penetrated her. 

Karina had no control. He lowered her, spreading her labia obscenely. And when he raised her again, his cock was shining wet. 

“Look at your husband,” he hissed. Karina’s half-closed eyes locked onto mine. A long moan escaped her mouth. 

 “Oh God… oh God… oh God… oh God.”  My wife was looking right at me. 

“Tell him, Karina,” Marshal  said. “Tell your husband who you belong to now.” 

 “You, Marshall. I belong to you,”  Karina managed to get out as he rocked her body up and down. 

“Don’t tel  me what I already know, tel  your husband,” Marshal  growled. 

 “I belong to Marshal  now… I’m sorry Michael… he owns me.”  Marshal  had dropped her onto his lap. His cock was in her so far, his massive balls were flattened against her clitoris. 

Karina was panting, her eyes rolled back in her head, so only the whites showed. It wasn’t enough that she was ful y impaled on his giant slab of a cock, he pushed her back and forth, her arms swinging as though she had no control of them, so her clit rubbed against his balls. I thought my wife might be getting close. Marshal  moved her faster and harder, her body rocking violently. 

“Tell him how deep inside your cunt I am.” Marshal  was having a hard time talking too. 

 “He’s al  the way… inside…  deep…  my cunt.”   She was taking al  of him. My cock was so hard, it was all I could do to resist taking it out of my pants. I’d lost my wife, she told me she belonged to Marshal  who was gloating at me as he fucked her, and I had a hard-on. I felt sick. 

Karina came with her usual squeal, seeming to last forever. I shot off in my pants, a sticky mess that cooled before I got home. 

“Show it to him. Precious, help her,” Marshal  directed. 

My wife leaned back against Precious’s chest as the black woman used her hands to spread Karina’s legs wide. It was obscene, a big wet hole contracting and oozing white cream. My wife stared at me, no expression on her face. 

“Precious, show Michael the door. Unless you’d like to use her too?” Marshall said. 

I declined the offer and stumbled out to our car for the long drive home as cum dried in my pants. I didn’t see my wife until the following weekend. We didn’t talk about it. We didn’t need to. 

Chapter 19

The orders came through Karina, but she didn’t know what she was asking for. They were   so   outside   the   boundary   of   what   my   unit   had   been   working   on,   I  wanted   to question her about them. Things didn’t work that way with my wife anymore. She was cold to me in the office, treating me as a drone. Part of me was offended, part  of me was hurt, part of me was wildly aroused. 

“Just   do   it,”  she  said.   Her   eyes  gave   no  hint   she   even  knew  me.  My  wife   was dressed inappropriately for an office. Her skirt was too short, her heels were too high, her blouse was almost transparent, and I doubt she was wearing anything under them. 

The eyes of every man fol owed her when she moved. After she left, it would take time before the comments stopped, and people returned to work. 

Karina was a huge distraction. I found it exasperating and exciting that my wife could cause so much disruption, just by appearing. 

I knew what we had to do to get the information requested by Marshal , I just didn’t understand   how   it  fit  into   the   needs   of   our   clients.   I   put   my   concerns   aside   and established a working group, and we got the project done. 

Not only was the request unusual in the scope of what was required, but Marshal didn’t want the report in the usual electronic form. He wanted it on paper in a binder, and he wanted it marked confidential for his eyes only. It was all so hush-hush. Karina was no help when I tried to follow up with questions. 

Several weeks later, Karina came to my office to pick up the binder. She closed the door behind her and leaned on it, breathing deeply. My wife rarely talked to me any longer even though we worked in the same office and our paths crossed daily. Her eyes had a wild look to them, and she was shaking. I watched her without speaking, not knowing what was coming. 

“He has a remote-control vibrator on my pussy, Michael,” she said in a rush. “He turns it on without warning. Look what he’s doing to me.” 

Karina  pulled  up  her  skirt  just  enough  for  me  to  see a  drop  of  clear  honey-like substance running down the inside of her thigh. “I never know when he’s going to turn it on or for how long.” 

I wanted to think it was over between us, but it wasn’t, really. I stil  loved her, and when I stood, she saw the hard lump in my pants. 

Karina walked over to me and held open a file having nothing to do with my unit and pretended to show me a page. I sat back down, her body right next to me. 

“I’m going to come, Michael. Oh God, he turned it off, I was so close,” she was panting next to my ear. 

“Why are you doing this to me?” 

“You gave me to him, you made me his whore, and you loved doing it. Touch my pussy, no  one can see.” I couldn’t help what I was doing. I justified it by reminding myself she was stil  my wife. It had been so long. Her thigh felt soft, hot, and damp to 

my touch. I couldn’t touch her pussy, the vibrator was in the way. It went off again as I felt it. There was hard buzzing, but there was almost no noise. 

“Oh, shit,” Karina breathed deeply, bending in half next to me. 

She gripped the desk with one hand and my shoulder with the other, her fingernails digging into me. When the spasms passed, she left my office without another word. In the men’s room mirror, I saw four perfect imprints of her fingernails in my shoulder. 

The next evening at seven o’clock, I went up to Marshall’s office to add a section to the report. I knew he’d stil  be there, but the office itself was quiet. It was a good time to ask him more about the report. 

His huge desk was a mess, papers were everywhere, and the binder was on the floor,   next   to   my  wife’s   shoes.   The   conference   room   for   the   company   was   next   to Marshall’s office. He could walk from his desk to the conference room through a single door. The door was slightly ajar. 

I could hear my wife groaning in the conference room,  “You’re so good… so good… 

 oh god… nothing like this.” 

A chair was rhythmical y banging against the conference room table. I stood frozen, listening to Marshall fucking my wife. 

I desperately wanted to watch them or even stand where I was and listen to them, but I didn’t want to get caught. I bent to pick up the binder, intending to insert the missing section. When I opened the cover, a memo handwritten by Marshall fel  out. 

Marshall was stil  going at Karina, the sounds carrying through the partially opened door. 

I didn’t mean to read the memo, it wasn’t any of my business, but then fucking my wife was my business. So, I read the damn thing. 

Into paragraphs, the purpose of the report became clear to me. Marshall was doing business with a man named Igor Petrova. What Mr. Petrova wanted was an analysis to influence an election in another country, for which he was paying Marshall personal y. 

At least, that was the meat of it. Everything clicked into place for me. What he was doing was probably illegal and immoral as hell. It was like I could suddenly see. I’d been blind   for   so   long,   everything   Marshall   had   done   with   Karina   and   myself   had   been planned. 

Karina was howling, and my hand holding the memo was shaking. It was too much for me. I heard her begin to squeal, but I still couldn’t move. 

“My friend Igor will be in town next week,” Marshall was talking to Karina. “The party will   last   al   weekend.   I   want   you   to   entertain   him,   take   good   care   of   him.   Do   you understand me?” 

“I think so, you want me to fuck him?” my wife asked. 

“Yes, you and two or three other girls, he’l  have some guys with him. Bodyguards, take care of all of them. I want him happy,” Marshall said. 

“Anything for you,” Karina said. It sounded like she was working on his cock. 

“He likes blondes, and he can be mean. Do you understand?” 

“I think so. Will he tie me up?” 

“He might do more than that, and you’ll take it. Are we clear?” I couldn’t help myself, I peeked at them in the gap where the door hadn’t closed completely. Marshall had my wife’s hair wrapped in his fist, and she was on her knees licking his fat cock. 

“I don’t mind if it’s what you want me to do,” Karina said. 

I put the binder on the floor where I’d found it and left. I felt completely defeated even as I made a copy of the memo. They were still going at it when I snuck back into Marshall’s office and left the paper where I’d found it. 

No matter what happened now, my wife was involved if it was il egal. 

The next morning, I called in sick and made an appointment with a divorce attorney before returning calls of two employment recruiters who had been trying to reach me. 

The next few weeks were busy, between the attorney and the interviews that had been set up for me. The only time I saw Karina, she was walking into the office, wearing a skirt so short, the bottom of her bare butt showed. It looked like there were faint red marks around her wrists. I have no idea how her weekend with Igor went, but I heard she cal ed in sick for several days. 

I couldn’t bring myself to do anything with the divorce papers. The attorney didn’t put any pressure on me, I think he understood the emotional toll signing created. They were ready, all  needing to be done was to affix my signature and have my wife served at Marshall’s mansion. 

I thought of the line, “Sometimes fires don’t go out when you’re done playing with them.” 

The interviews went well. The recruiter had two companies looking desperately for somebody with my skill set. I received one good offer. I didn’t mean to drag them out, but I did. Leaving Marshal ’s company truly meant the end of my marriage. Some good came out of my foot-dragging, the offer was made even better. 

Chapter 20

My laptop had beeped at me at six in the morning for a video chat to watch Marshall fuck my wife. The window behind them had been open, al owing me to see a typical Parisian scene. I could even faintly make out the Eiffel Tower. 

Video   chat   lacked   the   immediacy   of   being   in   his   bedroom,   but   it   had   still   been incredibly erotic. Even though I’d been emotionally distanced from the scene. Partly because of the video, partly because I was now more aware of what Marshall was doing. I was trying to protect myself by not letting the two of them affect me as much as I had before. 

I desperately wanted to go emotional y numb. I knew it would take me a long time to get over Karina when it al  ended. 

A few weeks after the Paris trip, Karina burst into the house in the middle of the night. 

“We had a fight, he doesn’t love me anymore,” Karina cried. 

I kicked myself for asking, “What did you fight about?” I really didn’t want to know. 

Later I wondered about the word ’anymore.’ But that was later. 

“He doesn’t ever want to get married,” she wailed. 

“Oh, what the fuck Karina?” I said with disgust, turning to go back into the bedroom. 

“I’m not your fucking girlfriend. You’re already married.” 

I could hear her sobbing in the living room. Shit, fuck, goddammit, I was going to have to talk to her. 

“Karina, what do you think is happening here?” 

My wife glared at me, her eyes red, tear stains running down her cheeks. 

“He’s using you. You’re beautiful, you’re a good fuck, you’ll do anything he asks, and best of all, you’re married to one of his employees. He was never going to marry you, he’s just going to use you.” 

“You’re wrong, Michael. He cares for me. He’l  change his mind, just you wait and see. I’m going to tell him what you said, you fucker.” 

“Okay.” I went back to bed. It didn’t matter if Marshal  knew I had figured out what he was doing with my wife. There was nothing I could do other than tell Karina, and I’d done that. 

“What am I going to do?” Karina was sitting at the kitchen table  her  eyes stil  red from the night before. “You know I’m not even allowed to be naked in front of you unless Marshall is with me.” 

“Well, good to know about the ‘not being naked’ thing.” I wondered why she brought that up. It had to be a power play of some sort. “What are you gonna do about what?” 

“Marshall.” 

“It would seem he’s left you with only a few options.” I was pouring coffee for myself. 

“I guess you could give up and find yourself another place to live. Maybe you can get him to change his mind? You can just learn to live with things the way they are, for as long as it may last.” 

“Wait a minute. This is my home too.” Karina looked at me in surprise. 

“Is it?” I asked. 

“You’re kicking me out too?” 

“You left. You broke my heart, you shattered me. Karina, you destroyed me. You’re not coming back here. At least not the way it was.” 

Karina was taken aback. “I’m sorry, Michael.” 

“You fell in love with Marshal . My suggestion is you find a way to get back with him, even though you know he’s just using you, and wait for him to eventually move on.” 

“What about you?” she asked. “Have you moved on?” 

“’How   Can   I   Miss   You   If   You   Won’t   Go   Away?’”   Karina   laughed   at   the   song reference. It was good to hear her laugh, it had been a long time. I laughed along with her. 

We sat for a while together, drinking coffee without talking, just sharing each other’s company. Then Karina had to shatter the silence. 

“You think I should go back to him?” 

“Oh, fuck you, Karina. Suit yourself.” 

When I came out of the bedroom sometime later, my wife was gone. 

The job interview process had been horrendous. I’d had to invent excuses not to be in the office. Finally, I had an offer in hand. 

Unfortunately,   Karina   was   in   Marshall’s   office   when   I   walked   in   with   my  notice. 

“Excuse me, I’ll come back later,” I said, turning to go. 

“What’s in your hand? Give it here.” Marshall was acting his big shot best. I gave him my letter of resignation. 

“You   think   you’re   quitting?”   he   bellowed.   His   outburst   would   have   caught   most people by surprise, but I was accustomed to his bad behavior. Karina cringed. “You’re nothing but a worthless cuckold, you don’t have the guts to quit me.” 

“You can take the two weeks, or I leave now. Frankly, I don’t give a shit.” Again, I turned to leave. 

“You’re not leaving me, asshole.” His shouts followed me out past his assistant’s desk and down the line of cubicles to the elevator. Employees ‘prairie-dogged’ to see what was going on, but most kept their heads down. 

Karina caught up with me as I threw some final items into a box. I’d already emptied my office and sent a copy of my resignation to HR. 

“Michael, you can’t quit.” She closed the door and stood in front of it. 

“Now you know who I am when we're in the office together? How about I make an announcement that you’re my wife?” 

“You   can’t.   It’ll   ruin   me.   What   am   I   going   to   do   with   you   gone?”   She   sounded desperate. 

“Don’t you mean, ‘Honey, what are you going to do?’” I asked. 

“What are you going to do?” 

“Beep, too late.” I was in front of her, carrying a box of belongings. “I can stil  make the announcement.” 

Karina moved to one side. “He won’t let you go.” 

He tried to stop me. I was walking to my car when strong arms surrounded me from the back in a bear hug. The box I was holding fell to the concrete floor, my belongings scattered. 

“You’re not leaving so easy, asshole.” He’d been drinking. 

“Let me go, Marshal . I don’t want to hurt you.” 

“Cuckold like you isn’t going to hurt me.” He squeezed me even harder. He was starting to real y piss me off. I back-kicked him in the nuts. 

It was a simple move. All I had to do was bend my right knee back as hard as I could. I thought I’d hit his knee. He must have been bending and a little off center, so my foot connected with his balls. 

Marshall went down howling. I thought about ending things by falling on him with my knees, but I decided I was through if he was. 

“Are we done, Marshal ? I don’t want to fight you. I’m leaving.” 

He made it to his feet, I had to give him credit, or maybe he’d had so much to drink he didn’t know he was hurt. 

“You’re   not   leaving   on   two   feet   after   what   you   just   did.”   Damn,   the   man   was dramatic. I took a defensive posture, my left arm out, bent at the elbow, my right arm back, my fingers folded but not held in a fist. He charged at me. 

Marshall’s attack was predictable. He launched a roundhouse blow at my head with his right hand that I easily deflected with my left arm. His charge brought him close to my right hand, and I took a step forward for momentum and hit him hard under the chin with the palm of my hand. By now, I wanted to hurt him for what he was and what he’d done. He went down fast, only my empty cardboard box keeping his head from hitting the concrete. 

The elevator door opened, and Karina was screaming, her hand over her mouth. 

She rushed to Marshal ’s aid. “Get out of here, Michael. Go.” 

I went. 

Chapter 21

It took almost two weeks for him to recover, Karina told me. Three weeks after our fight, I saw her again. When she rang my doorbell, I almost didn’t recognize the beaten woman on my doorstep. Her eye was beginning to blacken, and she’d escaped the limo by opening the door and jumping out, naked. 

She was covered in bruises and permanent marker. It looked like several men had marked her petite body, using different colors—black, red, blue, and green. They’d been inventive   in   what   they   called   her,   but   the   first   words   had   been   written   across   her breasts, upside down, as though Karina herself had authored them. 

I rushed her to the emergency room, and as soon as they began treating her, I turned to leave. I felt I had unfinished business with Marshall, but Karina begged me to stay. 

“He’s rich, and he has powerful friends.” Her lip was swollen, and it was hard for her to talk. “We’l  get him another way if that’s what you want. Please sit down and listen to me.” 

I was shaking with anger at Marshall, and at myself. 

“He traffics in women, Michael,” she began. “He’s been giving me drugs, I don’t know what kind.” The nurses were standing still, listening carefully. 

“He let men use me for sex,” Karina looked at the nurses before examining her bloodied hands. “I’m no saint, I admit it. At first, I liked what he was doing. Whatever he was giving me made me feel wonderful and I liked what the men were doing to me. 

“Most   of   them   were   businessmen,   but   the   last   group   was   different.   They   were rougher and they hurt me,” tears ran down her cheeks. “Then I overheard him on his cel  telling someone he’d sold me to them. That’s what he does, he hooks women, has them tattooed and pierced, and he sells them. He told the person he’d kept me because he needed you, but you’d quit. 

“Precious is already gone, I was going to be making money for someone else; one fuck at a time,” tears were flowing steadily down her cheeks. It was the only way to know she was crying. “That’s al  I was to him. A whore.” 

In the end, Marshal  got what he deserved. He’d always  underestimated  Karina’s intelligence and hadn’t foreseen the witness she made for a Grand Jury after the data study and memo I’d found made its way to the ADA for our District. Apparently, what he’d been doing did break some Federal laws, or maybe it was the ‘not paying his taxes’ 

thing combined with human trafficking. But I’m no lawyer. 

Karina and I watched Marshall’s arrest on the news. His head was down, and he appeared to be looking at the coat they’d thrown over the handcuffs. He didn’t look arrogant. 

Both Karina and I gave depositions. The advice from the attorney I’d hired for us was to tell the truth and admit if we didn’t know something. There were going to be things we simply couldn’t remember. It was important to admit to a faulty memory rather than to make guesses. 

When the trial was   over,  Marshall was   looking at  serious prison time.  I found it impossible to enjoy the moment as much as I thought I would. 

At first, Karina was inconsolable. It took time for her to begin healing. It had al  come to the end  for her so suddenly and completely. She slept in the guest bedroom for a long time. She wouldn’t talk about things, and I didn’t want to press her. I would check every morning to see if she’d left in the night. 

One night, she crept into the master bedroom and laid beside me in bed. By the next morning, she was back in the guestroom. The fol owing night the same thing happened. 

This went on for almost two weeks until she spent the night with me. 

“Are we going to sleep together now?” I asked. “If we are, I need some answers.” 

“What kind of answers?” Karina was tapping her front teeth with a thumbnail, not looking brave. “Are we getting back to normal?” 

“I doubt it,” I said. “Are you going to hang up on any of Marshall friends if they cal ?” 

“I think so.” 

“There were a lot of rumors at the company,” I said. “Curtis had been talking about a blowjob you gave him after the barbecue.” I was watching Karina closely. “Most people think Curtis was just bul shitting, but I know it’s true.” 

Karina looked at me in surprise. “You do not.” 

“Do you remember the screen in Marshal ’s bedroom, the one with all the holes? I was sitting behind it, watching you with the asshole and the other, bigger asshole. Nice piece of rope on your ponytail.” 

Karina seemed to shrink in her chair, her head down, her face pale. “Oh shit.” 

“I heard al  the things you had to say about me.” 

Karina’s chin trembled, and even  more  tears ran down her cheeks, it wasn’t long before she was crying. I moved a box of tissue onto the table, but otherwise, I just waited until she finished. I knew she had a lot of conflicting emotions to work through, and there was only so much help I could give her. 

My wife cried for a long time. She’d sniffled to a stop, then break out in fresh tears. 

“We’ve only been married a few years, and you’ve slept with another man more nights than you have with me,” I said. “How attached are we? Maybe this is a good time to move on.” 

“I don’t want a divorce.” She looked up at me, her chin trembling again. 

That night, Karina came to my bed naked. “Michael, do you think you could hold me?” 

She  looked  and  sounded  so  smal ,  I   rolled  over  and took  her in  my  arms.   She hugged   me,   hard.   Her   body   felt   wonderful   pressed   against   me,   her   skin   soft   and smooth, and she felt hot. I was already hard. 

“You have a hard-on,” she said. “Are you happy to see me?” 

She reached a tentative hand to touch it. “I guess I am.” 

“Would you like me to touch you?” she asked. 

“How about if I touch you?” I slid under the blankets and between her legs. Carolyn had been a good teacher, and the first lessons had been the proper way to go down on a woman. I applied my lessons to Karina’s pussy. 

I was feeling faint from lack of air by the time I finished. Karina had orgasmed twice. 

She’d tried to push me away after the first one, but I knew how to keep going with a 

sensitive clitoris. My jaw and tongue were tired. I’d spent a lot of time with my tongue soft and wide and my jaw moving, but I’d been rewarded by loud squeals. 

“Where did you learn to do that?” Karina was covered in sweat, looking at me with wide eyes. 

“You haven’t seen anything, yet,” I answered, sliding inside her. 

I fucked my wife for a long time, taking breaks to go down on her some more when I felt too close to the edge. By the time I came inside her, my wife had orgasmed twice more. 

“Michael, seriously, where, how?” 

“I took lessons. Just in case you’d give me another chance.” 

“Lessons? How does that work?” 

“I used a surrogate.” 

“You fucked another woman?” Karina sounded indignant. “Sorry, I have no right.” 

“A woman almost twice your age taught me to be a better lover for you,” I answered. 

“God bless her,” Karina sighed. 

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, al  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 final y 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, Wil  discovers a honeymoon isn’t always just for two. 

Larry, Wil 's big black boss, is on the island as well, and he won't be satisfied until he's cuckolded Wil  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. Wil  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 bul ! 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 blonde 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! Wil ie, Lexi’s gorgeous BBC lover, takes her bareback in a crowded bar, and shares her with another man. Then she discovers an antique trunk fil ed with old bondage gear, and the Challenges veers into new directions. 

Can she survive being gangbanged by Wil ie 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 col ege 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 tel s 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 Bil  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 al  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 final y experienced ultimate fulfil ment…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 bul , it breaks Josh’s heart. Can he find a way to win her back? 

Please visit my blog for even more fun at

https://thomasrobertsauthor.com and don’t forget to leave a review! 
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