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		This book is intended for ADULTS ONLY and all characters are over 18 years of age.

		

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

		

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

		

	
		

		Prologue

		

		I remembered Karina's first night with Marshall. He'd directed me to a large, soft tan-colored overstuffed chair in his hotel suite before taking my now naked wife into the bedroom.

		I’d slipped my pants off and released my cock without leaving the chair. I’d held myself in my hand, ashamed of how much smaller and powerless my cock appeared compared to Marshall’s massive penis. My wife cried out from the bedroom. Putting my hands on the arms of the chair, I’d raised myself enough to see the naked bodies on the bed; he’d entered her. Another man was fucking my wife. Karina had her hands above her head, her legs spread with her knees bent. She was grunting with each stroke he made.

		The forced humiliation of sitting in a chair, allowed only to listen to what another man was doing to my wife, caused me to quiver with excitement. The delicious shame clashed with my insane love for Karina. I resented the man taking her body. I savored the rush of emotions as I might a fine wine.

		My arms grew tired. I’d watched as much as I could, for now. Marshall had first pounded hard inside her before stopping all movement and held still as she’d passionately kissed him, whispering to him between kisses. I wished I knew what she was saying.

		Every noise my wife made went through me and caused my erection to jump. My heart was pounding rapidly. At first, I’d thought he’d hurt her—if he had, the pain had quickly turned to pleasure.

		I sank back into my chair, rapidly stroking myself and thinking about what I’d seen. Marshall was older and in an entirely different social class from us, and he was so much larger than my wife. Best of all, he was fucking her just yards away from me.

		I was distracted from my ruminations when she began to squeal. Karina always made a squealing noise when she came, but this squeal was different. It was louder and more highly pitched than I’d heard before.

		Marshall came inside my wife, unprotected and grunting. Karina’s hands were on her thighs, and she was spreading herself wider and urging him on as he came. After they rested for several minutes, whispering to each other again, 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 my hands stupidly until my wife groaned, and I quickly returned to my chair.

		His stamina was astounding. He used my wife again before they cuddled together, murmuring. I took a nap in the sizeable beige chair and 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 once more with a start sometime later, still in the comfortable chair. The lights in the bedroom were off, but the lamps in the large living room were on, and I could clearly see my naked wife 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 Marshall 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 exciting 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 open, Marshall's white cum leaked 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 dark bedroom, pretending to walk bowlegged.

		I was drinking coffee 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.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		That was then.

		We were in our new house, the one I’d moved to because the old house held too many memories. When I bought it, I didn’t think I’d ever see Karina again. She was living with Marshall, and I’d quit working for him. After the fight in the parking garage, there hadn’t been much choice anyway. He’d kicked Karina out, and she’d shown up at my door. Later, Marshall had been arrested and sentenced to prison.

		It had taken a long time for my wife and me to become a couple again. She’d slept in the guestroom until she’d started slipping into my bed to sleep with me. We’d fallen into our old roles soon enough. Surrendering to her fit me like comfortable shoes. It was how I showed my love for her. Karina was in control.

		We spent a lot of time just talking, and a lot of time in bed but we were changed people. Don’t get me wrong, my wife was still a naturally nice person, whatever that means. She hadn’t lost her sense of humor or her love of sports, of any kind. She still had her circle of friends, and she took care of herself.

		But, once she was sure of me and felt safe, Karina had demanded sex. She’d surrendered to Marshall and his big lump of a cock, and he’d used her so often she had become accustomed to a lot of attention. Marshall had fucked my wife whenever he wished, often more than once every day. When he wasn’t fucking her himself, he’d shared her body with others.

		Karina had taken off her clothing and crawled to me, her breasts swaying, with a pathetic ‘take me’ look in her eye. We were play-acting. I’d do whatever she wished.

		“What will you do for me?” I’d asked her.

		“Anything, I’ll do anything for you.”

		“I could take you back to that strip club and make you satisfy any man who came in. No matter how dirty, toothless, and disgusting they were,” I said.

		“I’d do it for you, Michael,” she said. “I owe you everything. You didn’t have to take me back.”

		“Maybe I’d just put you on the street and make you whore for me,” I was enjoying our game, but I was uncomfortable being in charge.

		“Anything for you.”

		“Do you have your clit jewelry in?”

		“Yes.”

		“Is the gold ball swinging and pulling on your clitty?” I asked her.

		“Yes. Michael, please fuck me,” Karina said.

		“Get up here on the couch and put your head on my lap,” I told her.

		My wife stretched out naked on the couch. I played with her hair, and she sighed in contentment.

		“I’m sorry, Michael. I didn’t mean to develop feelings for him. I didn’t plan for it to happen,” Karina said, turning serious. “I’m going to tell you the truth.”

		“Thank you. I prefer it when you tell me the truth. You know, as opposed to lies.”

		“It’s important, this time, but I’m afraid.”

		“Of what?” I asked, surprised. Karina wasn’t afraid of anything.

		“I might offend you, worse than that; you might think even less of me than you do right now,” Karina said. Her face was buried in my thigh. I used my spare hand to caress her perfect ass. “That feels so good; I don’t ever want you to stop.”

		She was lightly caressing my semi-erect cock. “I’ve turned you on, haven’t I?”

		“Yes, I’ve always been turned on by you, Karina.”

		“Do you like me, Michael?”

		“Of course, I like you,” I was confused.

		“I know you love me and that you like my body, but do you like me as a person?” Karina had rolled onto her back and was looking up at me. Her blue eyes looked large. “Are we friends?”

		In addition to her looks, I’d been attracted to Karina because she’d always been happy. She didn’t carry a pouty expression on her face as some beautiful women did. She always looked alert, interested, and happy. When I got to know her, I’d discovered her sense of humor. My wife, even when she was with another man, always seemed natural. Not put on.

		“You’re my best friend, Karina,” I said.

		“In the whole wide world?” she was smiling and holding her arms apart as a child would.

		“In the whole wide world,” I said.

		“So, to sum up,” the adult Karina was back. “You love me as a person, I’m your best friend, you like me better than you like anyone else in the world, and I turn you on. I make your cock hard,” she ticked them off on her fingers.

		“There’s probably more, but I think you’ve covered the basics,” I said, now stroking her thigh.

		“So, I can tell you anything, and you won’t hate me?” she asked, looking very serious. “I’m trusting you, and I’m taking a big chance. You may not want me anymore.”

		“That’s quite a buildup, what could be so bad, Karina?”

		“It was more than just a ‘relationship’, Michael, or a ‘fling,’” she began. Her face had grown pale, and her gaze was jerking back and forth. Looking first at my right eye and then my left, as if she might see something in them. “I might have even been in love with Marshall. It was the only time in my life I fell in love with a man because of the way he … well, fucked me. Marshall didn’t treat me well, and you should know that, I suppose. I fell in love with a man who abused me.”

		“Did you still love me when you were with him?” This was the critical question for me.

		“Yes…no, wait, that’s not completely true, I’m sorry Michael.” Karina looked deeply troubled. She was frowning and picking at a fingernail.

		“When he was fucking me, all I could think about was the way he filled me. He was so dominating; he owned me,” Karina’s face was deathly pale. “I’m so sorry, Michael. I’m just a dirty worthless slut.”

		Her ice-blue eyes suddenly opened wide. “You have a real hard-on.”

		She rolled on her side and poked my cock through my pants. It sprang right back up. “My God, Michael. Your cock is so hard. Is that cum?” She ran her finger over a wet spot. “Are you coming?”

		“I love you, Karina. I don’t understand why what you did with Marshall turned me on so much. All I know is when you were with him, I was aroused by the thought of what he was doing to you,” Karina was smiling at me and stroking my erection. “I guess I’m just a pervert.”

		“I think we both are,” Karina said. “Do you want to keep doing it?”

		“Doing what? You’ll have to spell it out for me, Karina.”

		My wife walked, her naked butt working, into the kitchen. By the time she returned, I was naked too.

		“Do you think we’re going to fuck?” Karina asked when she saw me.

		“I hope so, eventually, but I want to finish our conversation. We’re talking about something very important, I think.”

		“You do?”

		“Do you want to know what excited me?” I asked.

		“Okay,” Karina responded without much enthusiasm. She thought she already knew.

		“Will you tell me what you were feeling,” I asked, again.

		“If I remember, I’ll tell you. But I don’t want to hurt you,” Karina snuggled her bare body against mine.

		“You will hurt me, that’s part of the thrill,” I said.

		“You like being hurt?”

		“I didn’t realize it before,” I said. “The first time was when he fucked you, and I was made to listen.”

		“In the hotel suite?”

		“Yes. I sat in the big chair in the living room of Marshall’s suite, and I heard him fucking you, and most importantly, I heard you respond to him.”

		“Did you like that, Michael? I came more than once, and I remember being loud because it caught me by surprise. I’d never felt anything so good before. It was like he reached inside me and just pulled my orgasms to the surface.”

		“Let’s call that number one. Number two was when I actually watched him fucking you, and then when he shared you with another man,” I continued. “It was incredible, but it wasn’t the hottest thing.”

		“I didn’t know you were watching,” Karina said.

		“The hottest thing was when you lived with him, and I wasn’t even allowed to touch you. When everyone at the company thought you were with him and nobody knew you were married to me,” my cock was straining erect without Karina touching it. White pre-cum pooled on the head.

		“I was humiliated. More than that, I was ashamed. My wife was demeaning me.” I turned away, so I wasn’t looking at her. An orgasm felt imminent. “You were telling me I wasn’t good enough for you.”

		“I’d never been so excited,” I finished weakly.

		“I belonged to him, Michael. I treated you like shit because he wanted me to, and it turned me on to do it,” Karina shifted, so her soft breast was pressed against me.

		“Besides, I was angry at you, and I wanted to see you suffer because it excited me. I wanted you to appreciate me and regret what you’d given up. I wanted you to hurt for surrendering the best woman you could ever have. Can you ever forgive me?”

		A tear made a track down her cheek, and she went on before I could answer. “You gave me away to another man. I had to punish you so, it was my idea to forbid you from …you know, making love to me. I wanted you to see me naked. I wanted to frustrate you.”

		I thought for a while before saying, “I was turned on by you the entire time. Even at the end, when you were in the office every day and ignoring me, it was exciting. I had an erection every night and every morning, thinking about you and Marshall. I hated the effect you had on me, I hated you and I hated Marshall. At the same time, I loved you with my entire being, and, here’s the sick part. I still wanted to watch him fuck you.”

		“I’m fucked up, aren’t I?” I asked.

		“Let’s take a break and I’ll answer your question about me,” Karina sucked the head of my cock into her mouth. Her tongue felt wonderful against the sensitive nerves on the underside of my prick.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		The restaurant was new and consisted only of booths, some small, some large, and a few booths were very large. We sat next to each other in a small booth built into a corner to make use of otherwise wasted space.

		I was pretending to study an oversized wine menu while nibbling on a piece of bread.

		“I have emotional and physical needs, Michael,” Karina began. “You weren’t fulfilling me, physically. At least not the way Marshall did.

		“He concentrated on me, he focused on me, as if I were the only person in his world,” Karina seemed to be looking inside herself. “At least that’s how he made it seem. When he made love to me, and he made love to me all the time, his mind wasn’t anywhere else.”

		Karina affectionately stroked my face. “You weren’t a very good lover then, Michael. You’re better now, using the surrogate was genius, but you were a selfish lover then. Marshall, on the other hand, was incredibly giving in bed. He made sure my needs were met. I’m sorry, Michael.” Karina looked embarrassed, “He made me orgasm repeatedly.”

		I knew about this, of course. “I let you down. I was a greedy asshole.”

		“You didn’t know any better …I didn’t know what I needed either. Marshall knew, and he was very shrewd about giving it to me.”

		I stroked her thigh under the table and wondered when we’d make love again. It had been a long time.

		Karina took a break to drink some of her wine. She’d traded in her iced tea. “He was a rich, handsome, important man, and he was paying attention to me. It was like I was all he cared about in the world. Then he made me want to hurt you. It was his idea to humiliate you, and if I wanted to keep him, I had to do it too. I felt closer to him when I treated you like shit in front of others at the company.”

		Karina continued. “The only thing you could do to hurt him was to quit, which you did. He was caught by surprise, and he reacted with such anger he shocked me.”

		“I was ready to give you up. I didn’t want to walk away from you, but I finally realized I had to leave to save myself,” I said.

		“I wanted you to fight for me, and then you did, and you won. But it wasn’t enough,” Karina studied the table again.

		The waiter returned and stood silently, studying my wife as he took our dinner orders. It gave me a thrill to know he was trying to look down her cleavage. Karina’s hand drifted to my crotch.

		“Are you getting a hard-on?” she looked at me with a grin.

		“Yes.”

		“Why?” Karina was stroking my cock.

		“The waiter was looking down your blouse.”

		Karina stroked my cock harder through my pants and leaned into me, so her mouth was inches from my ear. “Do you promise to answer one question truthfully, Michael?”

		“Yes.”

		“Would you rather fuck me or watch some other guy do it?”

		“Would he be a really good lover?”

		“Let’s say he was,” Karina said, letting go of my throbbing erection and staring at me.

		I felt my eyes watering, and I choked out, “I’d rather watch.”

		“I liked it when you watched me. It made everything hotter.” Karina paused and ate a few forkfuls of food while looking off into the distance. “I didn’t realize how much I enjoyed making you suffer. I told myself I enjoyed humiliating you because you gave me away, but that wasn’t the truth.”

		“What was the truth?”

		“The truth was I enjoyed shaming you. I’m an awful person, aren’t I?”

		She stared at me as I ate. I enjoyed making her wait. Her chin was beginning to quiver when I finally answered her.

		“Karina, you are not an awful person.” Her breath rushed out in an audible gasp. “I think we’re a good match, on one condition.”

		“Which is?”

		“I don’t want to lose you. I love you, and I want to spend my life with you,” I answered.

		“Put your hand under my skirt. Do it now, before I change my mind,” Karina ordered.

		My wife’s thigh felt so wonderfully soft and smooth until my fingers touched her bare pussy.

		“You didn’t wear panties, and your pussy is wet,” I said in surprise.

		“Do you want to know why I’m so wet?”

		“Yes,” I was stroking my wife’s clitoris in a public restaurant.

		“Because soon I’m going to fuck another man in front of you. Not today, but soon,” Karina’s eyes blazed with excitement. “And I’m not going to promise I won’t get attached to him. In fact, I probably will.”

		I felt myself climax.

		“Come with me,” I said. Karina was sitting in front of the television, fiddling with the remote, trying to find some game to watch. Anything with a score.

		“What’s in it for me?” she asked, dropping the remote in disgust. The only thing she’d found to watch was golf.

		“You can watch Ian beat the crap out of me.”

		Karina brightened. “You’re not going to be just breaking boards?”

		“We don’t break boards. You’re thinking of Karate or something.”

		“Do you wear cute little white outfits with colored belts?”

		“Maybe you’re thinking of judo. We just fight.”

		“Does he always win?” Karina wondered.

		“No, not always.” He usually won.

		“Okay. I want to see Ian beat the stuffing out of you.” Karina was smiling broadly and putting on her shoes.

		“I love you too.”

		Ian didn’t beat the stuffing out of me that day, but Karina was fascinated. Ian didn’t teach just any one form of self-defense. He taught the same way he’d instructed for the Special Air Service, Britain’s special forces. He taught me how to win.

		My wife had seen me use my training against Marshall in the building’s parking garage when he’d attacked me from the rear. This was different.

		We warmed up and practiced against each other in the ring. There were only the two of us, and we each knew who we’d be fighting, but we didn’t know what would happen each time.

		We traded being the aggressor and the victim. In the end, I’d taken some lumps, and so had Ian. But neither of us had lost when we’d been playing the victim.

		“Ian, you’re wonderful,” Karina’s face was flushed. “Can you teach me?”

		“Of course, Lass”

		“Remember, Ian and I have been working together for years now,” I wanted to make sure Karina was being realistic. I needn’t have bothered.

		“You don’t think I can take it, is that it?” Karina was in my face.

		“No …really …I…”

		“He’s right, Lass. The boy is right. I’ll work with you and be proud to do it. Remember, it’s hard at the beginning, and you’ll earn your share of bruises rather than pretty belts to wear, but I know you can do it,” Ian saved my ass.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		I woke the next morning with a strange whining noise in my head. In my dream, Karina had been introducing me to a nude man she was going to be fucking from then on. Her introduction had been echoing in my head when I woke: “I’m going to be fucking him from now on.”

		His erection had been stupendous, like a cartoon prick. It had jutted out from his body and curved up, maybe two or three feet, and ended in a huge round head the size of a softball.

		I chased the dream, wanting desperately to hang onto it. I wanted to know who the guy was. I wanted to see him fuck my wife.

		But the dream faded away, and I was left with just the memory of his gigantic cock, and the echo of Karina telling me she was only fucking him from then on. When the dream evaporated, the way dreams do, I was left with only my wife’s final words. And a granite-hard erection on the verge of orgasm.

		I opened my eyes to find Karina’s face only inches away from my own. She was smiling at me and stroking my erection. “You’re really hard, baby. What were you dreaming about?” Her fingers were warm and slick. They felt wonderful on me, and I moaned. I couldn’t understand why I wasn’t coming.

		“You were introducing me to the guy you’d be fucking,” I told her.

		“Did he have a big cock?” Her fingers tightened, and my dick throbbed hard in response. I felt ready to erupt.

		“Yes. It was gigantic, inhuman, and far too large for you to actually …” my voice trailed off, and I pumped my hips, trying to orgasm against her fingers.

		“Don’t be too sure,” Karina’s smile turned to a look of desire, as though she were close to orgasm too. I looked at her in amazement, and still smiling, she pulled my fingers to her pussy. Her bald slit was spread wide and covered in her own blistering, slick lubrication. She pressed my hand to her pierced clitoris and moved her hips, humping my fingers.

		I moved to slide inside her, but she stopped me and leaned back against the headboard. “I was dreaming too. Use your fist, Michael.”

		My fingers met no resistance, even when I clenched them into a fist deep inside her. She stopped me before I could make punching motions, the part she seemed to enjoy the most.

		“His cock was gigantic, wasn’t it, Michael?” Her hips were moving in tiny circles, causing my fist to rub against the walls deep inside her cunt. “I watched him stretch me open, did you see that?”

		I sucked my wife’s clitoris hard into my mouth, and she moaned. “I wish you had a cock like that, Michael.” I wished I had a giant prick too. But I didn’t say anything. I just sucked harder.

		“You’re going to watch me cheat on you,” Karina’s hips were moving hard against my fist. “I’m going to find a guy with a huge cock to fuck, and you’re going to watch.”

		I was shoving my fist as though I were punching her. Her lubrication was running down my arm and dripping onto the bed.

		“You’re going to watch. I want you to see - it’ll be so good …” Karina was panting and spreading her legs wider, and my fist had spread her lower lips so wide they’d turned purple. When I pulled my fist out, her spread labia seemed to adhere to my arm. Her hard, pierced clitoris, looking just like a tiny penis, was pulled deep when I pressed back inside.

		“Yes …oh, Michael,” and my wife came. Her entire body spasmed, and even more of her juices ran down my arm and onto the bed.

		We agreed that Karina could flirt with another man; because it excited her, and it turned me on. Then we’d come home and attack each other. The first time we hadn’t even made it to the top of the stairs. I’d laid on the steps and forced my wife’s pussy down on my face.

		She was beyond sloppy. She gushed when I sucked her clitoris and lapped at it with my tongue. Her body had stiffened, and her thighs had squeezed, trapping my head, pushed hard against my ears, making it impossible to hear her cries.

		Karina’s body didn’t relax when her orgasm passed. Her hips continued to move, sliding her drenched and leaking pussy over my face. Her clitoris dragged over my mouth and nose, a hard button with a gold piercing in the dripping, soft flesh.

		I was hard, pounding and demanding. I wanted to feel her velvet, yielding sheath surrounding me. Still holding my wife by her hips, I maneuvered behind her and rubbed the head of my erection along her slit, lubricating myself and letting her know what was going to happen. I was jealous, angry, and inflamed. I wanted to fuck her as though I hated her for cheating right in front of me.

		The sensations were sublime. I fucked her slowly, gritting my teeth to keep from coming too soon. I felt Karina’s nails lightly scratch my balls as she stroked her clitoris in time to my movements.

		“Michael, no,” she was moving her hips, fucking back at me. “No, he may see you.”

		Karina was carrying on the fantasy. In our imaginary lovemaking, she was cheating on her lover with me, her husband, and was afraid her lover would catch us. I picked up the pace, wildly aroused.

		“He’ll catch us. Your cock feels so good, but don’t come inside me, he’ll know.”

		I was so close, it was hard to stop moving, but I did. I held my erection motionless inside her pussy.

		“Oh, Michael, he’s almost here,” and Karina was away, running up the stairs, holding her blouse in front of her naked body. She’d left me panting, my hard-on dripping pre-cum on the carpet. I wanted to run after her, but I was having a hard time catching my breath.

		When I finally reached the bedroom, Karina was on her back in bed, furiously fucking herself with the large black dildo molded on Leon’s cock. Her eyes were tightly closed, and her face was clenched.

		I pumped my cock and watched Karina come. Her hips lifted off the bed, and she buried the huge dildo completely inside herself. Her thighs shook, and I could see her clitoris moving as a massive orgasm overtook her.

		I threw myself between her legs and tried to replace the dildo with my hard-on, but Karina’s eyes snapped open, and a smile spread across her face.

		“Not tonight, honey. He gave me all the cock I need.” I came on her belly; my orgasm ruined. I’d come, but I hadn’t known the pleasure of being inside her, and yet I was happy. Karina had known what to give me.

		Not long after that night, I discovered clues making me think my wife was actually cheating on me. It wasn’t one thing, and it didn’t happen all at one time.

		At first, it was little things. Karina had a job in a start-up. Like mine had been, it was a casual environment, nobody dressed up, not even the bosses. The hours were long, but my wife’s job was strictly nine to five. Most of the staff traveled, but Karina wasn’t expected to go on business trips. Her job was in the office.

		I was still the manager of a team working with large data, but now for a more established company. The hours could be crazy, but I loved my work, and I loved coming home to my wife.

		Our relationship had changed significantly. Over time, Karina had assumed a more dominant role in our relationship. I was the muscle; she was the brain.

		I was still into weight training, but now my goal was to maintain what I had. I wasn’t trying for any bodybuilding titles or trophies. I still combat-trained with Ian, and I’d progressed enough to best him occasionally. He’d smile and nod when I did.

		“You must have a hell of a teacher.”

		Then the tiny clues started. Karina and I hadn’t been able to get enough of each other at first. We wanted to make love every day. Our marriage had been better than ever.

		Karina couldn’t get enough of me, but she became stingy with my orgasms. When I was home, she’d want sex several times a day, and every day I’d satisfy her.

		At first, I loved it. I even loved the way she dominated me and wouldn’t let me climax while enjoying multiple orgasms herself.

		“When are you going to let me come?” I asked. My cock looked purple with need and visibly throbbing. Karina’s lubrication covered my face and ran down my chin.

		My wife kissed my cheek, her nipples lightly caressing my chest. “If I let you finish, you might lose interest in me. I wouldn’t like that very much.”

		“I wouldn’t lose interest in you. Please, Karina.”

		“Not tonight.”

		Why was Karina so affectionate? Why was she working so hard to keep me horny and needy for her? I couldn’t help myself; my mind wandered back to the time I’d been alone after my wife moved in with Marshall.

		I’d beaten off daily, sometimes several times a day, while I thought about my wife with another man. I hadn’t let myself come then, either. I’d punished myself for letting my wife go to Marshall.

		Now Karina was punishing me the same way I’d penalized myself. Did this mean she had a new lover, or did it merely mean she wanted one? I should have asked her, but I didn’t want to hear her lie. It was better not to know. The shopping trip we took offered clues I wasn’t sure I wanted.

		I was determined to enjoy the day, and it started out fun.

		“Let’s go shopping,” Karina’s eyes were bright.

		“Oh yes, I want to shop,” I was sarcastic. “Please, may I go look at women’s clothes with you? Oh, please may I, mistress.

		“It’ll be fun. I want to buy something sexy to wear when we go out. Besides, Judith’s coming to visit, and I know what she’ll want to do.”

		Immediately, I thought of the night in the strip club and Karina dancing for a room full of men. She’d already gone down on one of the female dancers. Judith had introduced my wife to a whole new life that night.

		I’d met Judith as a fraternity pledge. It had been my job to clean her between men when she’d been gangbanged by the football team. She’d married one of them. My best friend, Tyrone.

		“Is Tyrone coming with her?”

		“He’ll be along later, so Leon might drive her.”

		Leon! Leon had been the first man to talk my wife out of her panties, and she’d even masturbated for him. “Oh, that’s nice,” I said, still sarcastic.

		Karina just gave me a sideways look before telling me to get the junk out of her car. My wife did not bother keeping her car clean. It was full of crap she hadn’t either thrown away or brought into the house. The rear footwell was full of empty plastic water bottles that I hauled to our green recycling bin. There were pieces of outfits everywhere. Jackets she’d taken if it rained. Blouses she’d discarded in favor of something with better color.

		And, in the small storage bin between the front seats, a box of condoms, with two missing.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		The store was small and outrageously expensive. We entered through an unmarked door from a dirty alley and down long, steep steps.

		There was no clothing on display. Instead, we were directed to a private chamber the size of a small bedroom. Karina and I sat on a comfortably padded bench. My wife leaned against me, making herself comfortable under my arm. Her hand was on my thigh, near my crotch. I’d been so close to coming so many times my cock started to get hard.

		“Oh, honey. Is this for me?” Karina stroked it and giggled as it throbbed.

		Just then, the door opened, and a beautiful young girl wearing almost nothing came in. “Don’t stop on my account,” she said before telling Karina about the outfit she was wearing. It revealed more than it hid.

		The white top was see-through, sheer, and outrageously expensive. The young girl wore it without a bra; her nipples were visible. I felt Karina stir.

		“I want that.” Thankfully, she didn’t want the pants.

		The girl took the sheer blouse off and folded it into a bin at my wife’s feet. Her breasts were perfect, and I couldn’t help but stare. Karina noticed and put my hand on one of hers. “Look all you want, honey.”

		The next two models wore dresses that didn’t interest my wife. The following wore a black number with a tear-drop shaped section missing revealing the bottom of the young woman’s breasts, her stomach, and the top of one hip. The skirt also had a kick-slit from the top of the opposite hip to the bottom hem. Her pussy flashed into view when she walked.

		Karina bought it, and the woman also stripped unselfconsciously and folded the dress into the bin. “Are they all your size?” I asked.

		“Don’t worry about it, baby,” Karina said. Somehow the correct sizes appeared when we checked out.

		The model had a dark landing strip above her slit, and Karina moved my hand under her skirt to feel her damp pussy. “This is exciting for you, too.”

		“You have no idea,” my wife answered.

		Karina bought the next three outfits, and the last woman might as well have been naked from the waist up. She wore a loosely knit top with tiny designs that did nothing to hide her breasts. When the last model came in, Karina had my head between her thighs and my tongue on her clit. I continued to eat her even as the model sat next to Karina, and they kissed.

		I heard the young woman moan when Karina took one of her exposed nipples in her mouth. Soon, I was nudged out of the way and out the door. I leaned against the outside wall and listened to my wife’s groans until I heard her squealing in orgasm.

		Models walked past me in various stages of undress, paying no attention to the sounds of sex coming from behind me.

		The bill was outrageous.

		Our last stop was in a high-end boutique, specializing in women’s clothing designed for clubs. Strip clubs, I thought. Karina picked out three short dresses, barely long enough to cover her pussy. One with a tight top that would hug her breasts. The other with a choker neck, hemmed, as though by rusty scissors, just below her nipples. The last could best be described as a long top rather than a dress. The neckline was low, but not outrageously so, and was held up by two straps tied behind her head. The dress clung to her body, emphasizing her trim hips, before ending in line with the bottom of her pussy. The matching thong would be visible from almost any angle. When worn with thigh-high stockings, the effect would be sensually dramatic.

		“Why are they all so revealing?” I asked stupidly.

		“I’m going out with Judith next week, and I want to look nice,” Karina answered. “I want to look nice for you, too.” The last seemed like an afterthought.

		“You want me to hit on you?” I asked. Karina only smiled.

		I expected a fashion show when we arrived home, but I was disappointed. Karina hurried upstairs, and when she returned, the new clothing had been put away, and I couldn’t find them.

		I woke in the middle of the night because the bed was shaking. Karina was on her stomach, the covers tossed off, and her arm caught underneath her body. She was rubbing her pussy frantically and trying to stifle her moans. I was instantly erect, but I knew better than to try to redirect my wife’s attention to my hard cock.

		I stroked myself slowly and watched until Karina squealed, heaved a great sigh, and went back to sleep. In the morning, my wife’s side of the bed was still damp from her midnight fingering.

		My wife seemed high at breakfast. Her eyes were bright, and she was almost abnormally relaxed and happy. She hadn’t been motivated to do more than pour breakfast cereal, and I even had to make the coffee while Karina watched me, a smile on her face.

		“You seem in a good mood today,” I commented.

		“Judith’s coming in,” my wife squeezed her thighs together. “We’re going to have so much fun.”

		Judith was a friend of mine from college. She’d married my best friend, Tyrone, after a scandal erupted over a gangbang at one of our fraternity parties. Judith had been gangbanged and had thought the best way to protect Tyrone was to marry him. Eleven years later, they were still happily married. Life can be strange that way.

		When I arrived home late after working out with Ian, Judith and Karina were in the master bedroom talking and giggling. From the sounds, I guessed they were trying on Karina’s new clothing and drinking beer. It doesn’t sound like much, but my wife has a low tolerance for beer. It makes her drunk, just like any other person, but it also makes her horny, and combining it with pot makes a lethal combination. I could smell the aroma of weed.

		Judith was a pretty brunette with a warm, bubbly personality that made people like her, and she loved sex. I’d not only seen her gangbanged; I’d seen her make love to my wife. Tonight, the two women would be set loose on the city.

		I caught sight of Karina when she didn’t think I was looking and before she covered herself with a coat, despite the warm temperature. She was wearing the white, see-through top with a black, form-fitting mini-dress and heels.

		“Are you at least wearing underwear,” I whispered in her ear.

		“What would be the fun of that?” my wife smiled and was out the door to the waiting Uber.

		The house was suddenly quiet. I wandered into the bedroom and started throwing away empty beer cans. The women hadn’t left any clothing out, which was strange. Usually, discarded outfits would have been strewn about, but not tonight. Karina had carefully put everything away.

		My cock grew to half-mast and throbbed. I wished I knew where they were going. Part of my curiosity was prurient. I wanted to watch my wife with strange guys when she didn’t think I was around.

		Part of my curiosity was genuine concern. I worried that with Judith, my wife might take things too far, and she’d need my help.

		While I waited, I looked at some of my favorite hotwife sites and caught up on Twitter, while whacking to some videos of amateur wives fucking hung black men. Their cocks were immense, many longer than Marshall’s, but none as thick. It was exciting and depressing at the same time.

		Depressing because my wife had taken his fat cock several times a day for more than a year and had not only become accustomed to the size but had grown to prefer it. They were exciting because I was my wife’s cuckold.

		I wondered if Karina and Judith had found men, and then laughed at myself. It wasn’t a question of them finding men, it was a question of how many men they had to pick from, and I guessed a lot.

		It was almost three when I staggered into bed, most of the remaining beer gone, and the room slowly rotating when I closed my eyes.

		I got up at 7:00 in the morning to pee, Karina’s side of the bed was still empty. At 11:00, I woke to her soft snoring. After going to the bathroom one more time, I stood by her side of the bed and gently pulled the cover down to reveal her naked body.

		My wife was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen, but this morning, or was it afternoon, she was sleeping soundly. Her hair spread in a halo around her head, her makeup had smeared, and her mouth hung slack.

		I slowly parted my wife’s legs and was greeted by a loud “cunt fart.” I knew it was natural for a pussy to release trapped air. I also knew that vigorous sex could cause even more air to be trapped in the vagina. Judging by the length of my wife’s pussy fart, a lot of air had been trapped. Her labia vibrated.

		Along with released air came the smell of sex. Specifically, the smell of cum. Semen has a scent of its own, and I thought I recognized it.

		I was pretty sure my wife had had sex the night before, only not with me. I needed to make sure. I eased a finger into her very loose, very wet pussy, causing Karina to moan in her sleep.

		I put the sheet back over her and went downstairs for breakfast. Judith was already at the table, drinking coffee.

		“Who did my wife fuck last night?” I asked her.

		Judith had a guilty look on her face. “What makes you think she fucked anybody?”

		“Are you saying she didn’t?”

		“I’m saying she didn’t cheat on you, but Karina has …needs.”

		“So, do I. I don’t want a repeat of the whole Marshall experience.”

		“Talk to her, Michael. You might be surprised.”

		I wasn’t surprised. Karina denied everything. But Judith and Tyrone would still be here for the next few days looking at houses. They were planning to move near us, so I’d have time to work on Judith for the information I wanted.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		I wasn’t good company at first. I was feeling emotional pain. I thought we’d agreed that I’d be able to watch if Karina fucked another guy. What she’d done felt like cheating, and I suffered a form of PTSD. At times I’d catch myself coming out of a waking dream, a dream where Karina was flirting with Marshall. But it wasn’t Marshall; it was Tyrone. The one person I knew wouldn’t take advantage of my wife.

		I played on the computer at work and argued with myself before looking for one of my temps, Old Marv. I don’t know why he was called ‘Old.’ Marvin looked like he was about sixteen, although he’d been temping in the department for two years. I’d have loved to hire him fulltime, but Marv would have none of it.

		“Not doing it, homie. I’m not tying myself to the man.”

		“I’m ‘the man?’”

		“What if Old Marv finds himself in some compromising position some morning, you know, some good-looking dude has me tied up and is having his way with me. Things could get complicated if I didn’t come in because I’d rather….”

		I cut him off. “Too much information, Marv.” I acted surprised, “I didn’t know you were gay.” That was a joke. Marvin was almost militantly, flagrantly, homosexual.

		He tossed his head and pretended to pat long hair, that didn’t exist, into place. “What can I tell you, don’t hate me because I am so beautiful.”

		Marvin had bragged about his hacking past; it was one of the reasons I’d hired him as a temp. The fact that he was gay made him the perfect man for the job I had in mind.

		“I want you to hack my wife,” I told him.

		He looked at me strangely. “Is this something I should know?”

		“Only if you need some extra money.”

		“What do I have to do?”

		“Find out if she has hidden email or social media accounts.”

		“That’s all. Shit, I thought you wanted something difficult.”

		For the next half hour, Marv asked me questions about Karina. Questions that made me search myself to find the answers. Maybe I didn’t know my wife as well as I thought I did.

		“What are you going to do?” I asked him.

		“You think she’s on these dating sites?” he pointed to the list I’d given him. “Do you know what catfishing is?”

		“No idea.”

		“Good, give me a month, and some money. I’m going to drop a few hooks in the water and see if I get any nibbles.”

		That night we heard loud noises coming from the guestroom. Karina and I crept into the adjoining bathroom to listen.

		“Oh, Tyrone …fuck me like you hate me.” It was Judith. The bed was banging against the wall. Thump. Thump. Thump. Tyrone’s breath was whistling.

		“Ugh …ugh …ugh.”

		Karina’s hand was under the hem of the old tee shirt of mine she was wearing. She’d looked up to meet my eyes and had smiled. I pulled my hard cock through the slit in the front of my PJ bottoms. I hoped Karina would take me in her mouth, and she did.

		Her mouth was so wet and soft. Her soft, tender tongue swirled around the sensitive head. Judith was screaming that she was going to come. She was loud, and I couldn’t stop myself. I patted Karina’s head to warn her, and she pulled my cock out of her mouth to watch me explode on the floor. She smirked up at me; she’d ruined my orgasm on purpose.

		Then her eyes squeezed shut, and she forced a fist into her mouth as she came herself. Her hand was moving faster, and she bent over. I wiped my still dripping cock in her hair.

		I loved it when she treated me like shit. For some sick reason it made me come so hard my muscles racked.

		Back in our bedroom, Karina crawled into bed, and I headed out the door and down the stairs. I sat in the kitchen and sipped at a beer, deep in thought.

		The memories seemed to come out of nowhere. It was like I was back in Marshall’s bedroom watching him fuck my tied-up wife. I was looking through the holes in the room divider as Marshall used her ponytail to hold her head back while he pounded her with his huge cock. I heard my wife’s wailing all over again. I was there, in the room. It was all real to me.

		My cock was hard and jerking from side to side. I was turned on by what I was seeing and the humiliation I felt. A better man was fucking my wife and making me watch. Rubbing my face in it, too.

		It was real to me. I was back there, watching it happen. My heart was pounding in my chest in time to the pounding in my hard-on. I felt about to cum when the vision suddenly cleared, and I was sitting at our kitchen table, cold spilled beer in my lap.

		I looked at it dumbly. So that’s how PTSD felt? It had seemed so real. My heart was still pounding, and I was sweating. The cold beer hadn’t affected my erection.

		I didn’t understand why I wanted to be humiliated or why it was all tied up with sex.

		I cleaned myself and mopped up the spilled beer. I jerking up in surprise to the sound of Judith behind me.

		“Look what I found in the kitchen in the middle of the night.” She was standing in the doorway, naked. Her large breasts drew my eye, and I was suddenly aware of my erection. “You aren’t going to let that go to waste, are you?”

		“I …um …Judith,” sparkling conversationalist that I am. “I was just …what can I get for you?”

		“Some of that would be nice,” she nodded toward my bobbing erection. “But sadly, I don’t think Karina would approve.”

		She moved past me, her big tits jiggling up and down and sideways. They were hypnotizing. “Have you noticed that Karina seems restless?”

		My hard-on began to wilt. “Why is she restless?” I asked.

		“We’ve always been open with each other, haven’t we, Michael?” She looked embarrassingly at me. “Maybe even a little too open, at times.”

		“I’ve never lied to you,” I said.

		“I think she’s horny,” Judith paused to think. “Maybe not just horny, like a good fuck would cure her. Restless and horny.”

		I sat down at the kitchen table, and Judith sat across from me. I tried not to stare at her boobs.

		“Restless and horny are a dangerous combination,” I observed.

		“What are you going to do?” She was stirring yogurt, causing her tits to wobble even more. “I like how you watch my boobs.”

		“I’ve got to go to bed,” I stood up. My cock was straining, erect.

		Judith grinned at me as I walked out of the room. I turned the lights off on my way out.

		“Hey!”

		I nestled up to my wife’s backside, my hard cock pushing against the crack of her ass. Karina used her hand to shoo me away. “Go ‘way.”

		When Tyrone came down for breakfast, Karina made a point of touching his arm as they talked, their heads close, over a cup of coffee. I was outside by the pool and couldn’t hear them.

		“I don’t like where their conversation is headed,” Judith was standing between me and the sun.

		I held my hand over my eyes and peered up at her. “They have their clothes on.”

		“If I didn’t know better, I’d swear your wife was shopping for a big dick.” Judith pulled up a chair to sit beside me. “I know what she’s going through. I understand the need she’s feeling. It’ll make her a little insane.”

		I sighed deeply. “What would you suggest I do?”

		“Are you getting another erection?”

		“Yes.”

		“Because your wife is horny or because I’m wearing a tiny bathing suit?”

		“Both, but mostly because my wife is horny, and she’s not horny for me,” I answered.

		“What if your wife found a new boyfriend?”

		“You mean if she cheated on me?”

		“Yes.”

		“I’d be hurt and angry.”

		For the first time, Judith smiled. “Right answer. Would you be hurt and angry if you could watch?”

		“Yes, but in a different way.”

		Later, Judith and Karina went to look at houses while Tyrone and I lazed around the pool.

		“I wasn’t coming on to your wife,” he said. Tyrone looked like a male model in a fitness magazine. He was tall and strong; his muscles were well defined on his black body. His swimsuit hung to his knees, and his massive cock was visible for half that length.

		“I’m not trying to fuck your wife, dude,” he said. “But, something’s up with her, like she’s big-time cock crazy for something.”

		“I know you’re not. But, maybe it’s not a bad idea,” I was thinking out loud. “At least it would be someone I knew, not some guy she picked up in a bar. Besides, doesn’t Judith like to watch you sometimes?”

		“She used to; I don’t know if she’d be into it with Karina. At least not sober. But I’d feel weird, man. She’s your wife.”

		“So, you wouldn’t do it?” I asked.

		“No, I’d do it. I hope that doesn’t offend you.” I waved him off, and he continued. “Leon always thought he’d be the first with Karina.”

		“Fair point. Leon was the first to talk my wife out of her panties,” I pretended to think. “I’d still rather it were you to fuck my wife.”

		“Do you realize how weird this is?” Tyrone got up to dive into the pool. “Deciding which guy is going to fuck your wife?”

		He was right. I shouldn’t decide alone.

		Marvin caught up with me the next day. “You were right; your wife is on two of the dating sites you gave me.” He handed me a torn scrap of paper with an email address on it. “This is her secret email account; she might have more. If she mentions a hot dude named Martin, don’t sweat it.”

		“Why wouldn’t I sweat it?” I asked as Marvin headed out the door to my office.

		“Cause he’s gay.”

		At home, I looked around my wife’s desk. A lot of people write their passwords down and keep them close, nothing doing. If she’d written it down, she had it with her. But if she had it with her, maybe it was something easy for her to remember, like a birthday.

		Birthdays didn’t work, so I gave up for a few days. I didn’t want the account to lock up. When I was reasonably sure Karina had been on the computer; I tried again. The password turned out to be:

		Marshall!

		Of course. Why not?

		My wife had been busy. There was a long string of messages with Leon. Most were platonic, but some were graphic. Leon told my wife exactly what he wanted to do to her, and she responded enthusiastically. He even sent her a picture of his erect cock held against a can of beer for comparison. Marshall’s cock was larger, but I had to admit, Leon’s manhood was impressive.

		My wife’s reply email was a picture of her breasts. I stared. Karina had beautiful boobs; it took a picture sent to another man for me to appreciate just how perfect they were. I imagined I could feel their weight in my hands and their smooth softness on my fingers.

		I was hard again.

		There were emails back and forth with Martin. He was constructing a good relationship with my wife and pulling out additional information. She’d already confessed to our night at the strip club. It wasn’t a confession as such. I think she was telling a story to show just how far she’d been willing to go.

		I almost missed the email chain with Marshall. The subject lines were innocent, and he wasn’t using his real name. How the hell had Marshall obtained access to email in prison?

		The messages were anything but innocent. Marshall told my wife what they were going to do together in detail that would have made Leon blush. Karina did more than respond enthusiastically. She told him how much she missed his lovemaking and precisely what she wanted to do to his big cock. She was wildly descriptive.

		Marshall had also sent her a picture of his junk, and he had some impressive junk. Karina sent him the same picture of her boobs and one of her freshly waxed, red-rimmed, wet pussy.

		My brain emptied, and I seemed to pass out for several minutes. When I came to the screen saver was on, hiding the picture of my wife’s pussy, ready for Marshall’s dick.

		I must have been making strangling noises because Tyrone was shaking me by my shoulders.

		“What the fuck, man. I thought you were having an attack or something.” I opened the emails for him.

		“Fucking Leon.”

		Look at the last thing.

		“That is the ugliest junk ever, but shit, it’s big.”

		“That’s Marshall.”

		It took Tyrone a beat to make the connection. “That’s the guy? Isn’t he in prison?”

		“Yes, he is, but somehow he has a phone, and he’s texting and sexting with my wife. Speaking of sexting, does this guy look familiar?”

		“That fucking Leon,” was all Tyrone had to say.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		I was in my home office, looking out at the pool when Judith came in the next morning. “What’s up?” I asked her.

		“Look, I don’t know what the deal is between you and your wife, and I don’t want to know. It’s none of my business,” she began. “But I can tell you what I know.”

		My heart fell, and my head drooped. “Please, tell me what you know.”

		Judith looked at me for a long moment before speaking. “Karina’s a needy woman, Michael. If you’re not taking care of her, someone else will.”

		She looked earnest. “I’m not trying to scare you or even tell you she’s seeing someone, but I think it’s only a matter of time.”

		“I cheated on Tyrone,” Judith was looking out at the pool. “Do you want to know what happened?”

		“Should I know?” I was excited; I couldn’t help myself.

		“We’d started drinking before the party. I’d just sipped my one beer while getting ready, and Tyrone had gone through an entire six-pack. Then he became anxious.”

		Her voice dropped as if she were Tyrone. “’Judith,’ he said, standing in the doorway watching me slip on a pair of pretty purple panties. ‘What’s taking so long?’” Judith giggled before returning to her normal voice.

		“’Are you sure you should drive?’ Tyrone had started slurring his words.”

		“’I’m fine. Let’s go.’” Judith sounded good speaking as her drunk husband. I was getting into the story.

		“’It’s my friend’s twenty-first birthday party, and I want to look nice,’” I told him, applying another coat of lip gloss. ‘She looked nice at my party a couple of months ago.’”

		“Tyrone hugged me from behind so he could fondle my boobs. He loves my tits, maybe because they’re too big to fit in his hands.”

		“’Maybe I’ll go without a bra,’ I had joked.”

		"’That would be nice, and I could play with your boobies any time I wanted.’” I wasn’t even noticing that Judith was speaking as Tyrone, I was trying to follow her story.

		“’Maybe I’ll go without panties, too.’ I told him.”

		“He grew hard against my ass, and my pussy was getting moist and eager. In a way, it was all his fault. If he hadn’t gotten me all excited before we even left the house, none of this would have happened. For a moment, I considered being late for the party and taking him to bed.”

		“In the end, he had another beer, and I slipped on a tiny skirt that matched my panties and bra. I checked myself in the full-length mirror one last time.”

		“It was like a constant itch in my center,” she continued. “A need I didn’t understand until I saw my first erection. I just love cocks. How they feel like velvet over steel, how they pulse and throb, how wonderful they feel in my mouth. I even loved the taste of sperm. A girl who would swallow was bound to get a reputation, don’t you think?”

		Judith was looking first at my face and then down to the visible tube in my pants. I swallowed hard, but she just smiled.

		"I'm ready, why are we waiting?’ I asked him. Tyrone was sprawled on the sofa, watching TV and finishing yet another beer. His eyes were half-closed, and his smile was crooked. ‘You’re drunk.’”

		“’Am not, you’re drunk.’ Honestly, that’s what he said.”

		“We weren’t speeding if anything, we were going too slow. Tyrone was being exaggeratedly careful, but not careful enough. He didn't register the stop sign until we were in the middle of the intersection, and then he slammed on his brakes. It was only bad luck that there was a police car behind us.”

		“The red and blue lights startled me, and the loud squawk of his siren caused Tyrone to slam on the brakes again. A voice came over a loudspeaker telling us to pull over to the curb.”

		“It seemed to take him a long time to park, and when he finished, the rear of the car was sticking out into traffic, and one front tire was on somebody’s grass.”

		“’License and registration please,’ the officer was standing slightly behind the driver’s side window. Tyrone had to crane his neck to see him.” Judith’s voice had dropped even lower to imitate the police officer.

		"Tyrone was trying to sound sober and failing.’”

		"’Sir, I need you to step out of the car.’" I noticed he didn't say please.”

		“Tyrone had to hang onto the open car door to keep from falling. The officer asked him some questions, administered a field sobriety test, and arrested him for driving under the influence. They’re tough on drunk driving. Tyrone would be spending the night in jail.”

		“He asked me if I could drive, and I told him I’d only had one can. We were standing next to the police car. He'd watched me walk over the uneven pavement in heels, and he had me breathe into a tube.”

		"’Your husband's going to the station with me, you can follow us there.’"

		“Watching Tyrone booked into jail was not how I planned to spend the evening.”

		“By the time I arrived, the party was in full swing, and I was in a foul mood. My girlfriend tried to cheer me up as I drank.”

		“’I’m horny, Camila,’ I said. My husband's in jail, and I thought I was going to get laid tonight.’"

		“My girlfriend laughed. She knew me, and she shared my reputation. That might have been why there were so many unattached men at the party.”

		“’Look at all these guys,’ I was noticing them for the first time.”

		“’They all think they’re going to get lucky tonight, on my birthday. But I'm going with Carlos, and I'm going to fuck his brains out,’ she seemed happy.”

		“I told her she was a slut, and she told me I was a whore. Just then some guy asks us ‘Who’s a slut?’”

		"’There’s a whore?’ another guy chimed in—two cute guys, just what I needed.”

		“I’m Judith; I’d introduced myself. I don't remember their names. I just thought of them as number 1 and number 2. Two more guys soon joined us.”

		“Camila didn't stay long; she excused herself to join her boyfriend, leaving me to flirt with the guys. They tried to outdo each other, and I found myself smiling and laughing at their dirty jokes. My sour mood was lifting, although I was still pissed off at my stupid husband.”

		“’You look really nice,’ number 3 said. ‘Does your underwear match your dress?’”

		"’What kind of question is that?’ He was so cute; I could feel the thrill in my pussy, Michael. Damn it; those guys were turning me on. I wondered what their cocks looked like; I chanced a peek at his crotch.”

		“’It’s a fair question, I just want to see your panties,’ he said. He had a cute smile.”

		"I told him he could peek; my voice slurred a little, and I stood so I could pull my tight short skirt up to my hips before sitting back down.”

		“Number 2 told me the crotch of my panties were wet.”

		“Then number 1 piped up: ‘You’ve got camel toe.’”

		“I told him I did not.”

		"’Not only that, but if I unbutton your blouse, I can see your tits,’ number 4 was unbuttoning my blouse.”

		“I should have stopped them, but I didn't want to. Number 3 was getting a hard-on, and that's all I could think about just then. I might have had camel toe; my pussy was shaved completely bare. Either way, looking at my pussy was making him hard, and making him hard was making me wet.”

		My cock was throbbing in my pants. I’d seen Judith nude. I’d even seen her gangbanged. I had no trouble picturing the scene. But why had Tyrone never told me any of this?

		“’You guys just want to get me naked,’ number 1 was kissing my neck. I love having my neck kissed.”

		"’You just want to see our pricks,’ somehow, I was on my feet again, and two of them were walking me toward a bedroom.”

		“Then I was on the bed, kissing one guy while another worked on the buttons of my blouse, and someone else pulled my panties off me. ‘We’re going to fuck you,’ one of them said.”

		“My mind had shut down after that. Somewhere inside, I knew it was wrong, Tyrone was in jail, and I was in a bedroom with three good looking guys. I went a little crazy when I turned my head, and a hard cock was rubbed against me, leaving a trail of pre-cum on my lower lip. I think he was surprised when I opened my mouth.”

		“I have to tell you, Michael. I made love to that cock. I sucked it deep inside and ran my tongue over the base of the mushroom-shaped head and felt him jerk from the pleasure of it. I made him wet with my drool and used my hand to pump him while I held the soft, spongy head in my mouth.”

		“A man was sucking on my nipple, sending electric pleasure jolts through me. My panties were gone, and a finger was dragging moisture from my hole up to my clitoris. My hips were moving, humping that finger, and then it was inside me. He was thrusting a thick finger inside my vagina. My cunt.”

		“Did you know I’m one of the few women alive who love that word. It’s so dirty, just thinking it made me want more.”

		“I screamed when he replaced his finger with a thicker cock. A man who wasn't my husband was fucking me, and it felt wonderful. I sucked harder on the cock in my mouth, and then I was kissing a strange, handsome guy.”

		“The kisses got pretty wild when I felt the cock explode inside me. His cum flooded my pussy. It was as though my entire body was on fire, ready to come when he pulled out. A river of his sperm was running out of me when his other friend pushed inside. I’d been groaning in disappointment, and then I was howling with pleasure. His friend’s cock was even thicker.”

		“He put me on my hands and knees, Michael. My tits hung down to the bedspread, and rough fingers were pulling on my nipples. He just plunged his thick cock back inside me.”

		“I stopped groaning when the first guy's cock, all wet with our combined juices, was pushed against my lips. I sucked him into my mouth, greedy for the taste of his prick.”

		“This time I came, Michael. The pleasure started in my arms, my legs, and in my center, and rushed to my pussy. It was as though my cunt, my dirty, cheating cunt, was exploding. The hard cock in my mouth came again, although only a few drops, it left me wanting more.”

		Judith had leaned very close to me. Her mouth was only inches from mine, and she was whispering. Her eyes were closed, and her hand rested on my thigh. I was sure she could feel my hard-on jerking.

		“I begged the guy fucking me to come in my mouth. When he pulled out, I moved as fast as I could and caught the first rope of his sperm on my tongue. He came a lot, more than I could swallow, and it dripped from my chin onto my boobs.” I couldn’t help myself. I looked down at Judith’s tits.

		“I didn't have a chance to rest. The door opened, and the other two guys came in, already stripping off their clothes and revealing new, hard, cocks. I climbed off the bed and knelt on the floor - my mouth open.”

		“They each tasted different, and the differences just made me want them even more. That night I had as many cocks as I wanted.”

		“The last guy was hung; I’d never seen anyone like him. He placed me on my back with my ass on the edge of the bed so he could stand between my legs. He'd taken off all his clothes, and I admired his muscular chest. I watched him even as I sucked rapidly on another hardening cock.”

		“When he penetrated me, I felt so much pleasure going on inside; my thighs started to shake. I lost control of my body. Waves of hot and cold washed over me, followed by a deep satisfying calm as I concentrated on his thick cock spreading me open and touching something so deep inside it almost hurt. I wanted more of him. My body was shaking uncontrollably again. I was making sounds, but no words came out. Inside my head, I was screaming.”

		“I felt my pussy pulsing afterward, Michael, and then he was coming deep inside me. I could feel his hot, hot cum filling me, and I came again. Harder than the first time. Every ounce of sexual energy was sucked from my body.”

		Judith sat back up, and there was a fine layer of fresh sweat on her face. “I know he wasn't the last guy. I was limp, and they did what they wanted to me. I lost track of them. I only remember urging each to finish in my mouth.”

		“Finally, Camila covered me with a blanket, and I slept. When I woke the next morning, my body ached, and my cunt was sore. My labia were swollen to twice their normal size, and sperm was still leaking from my hole. I laid under her warm blanket and masturbated, remembering the guy with the big cock.

		After a shower, I rushed home, changed, and made it to the courthouse in time to bail Tyrone out of jail. He looked terrible and smelled even worse.

		The picture of me on my back, a cock in my mouth and a fat dick in my pussy, showed up in my inbox a week later. My first reaction was to get turned on all over again until I read the note.

		Does your husband know he’s married to a cum slut?”

		Judith bent to kiss the top of my head. “Figure out what you’re going to do, buddy.”

		She left me hard.

		Two months later, Tyrone and Judith had found a place to live about two miles from us, and Old Marvin got back to me again.

		“I’ve been talking to your wife, dude.

		He always referred to me as “dude.” I wasn’t a fan.

		“She’s on the dating sites and took my bait. I can tell you one thing for sure; she’s only interested in guys with a big wang,” Marvin smiled. “I am too, so we have that in common.”

		Marvin thought he was funny. “She’s using the name ‘Karen,’ and I don’t think she’s on only one site.”

		“What else have you talked about?” I asked.

		“She thinks I’m a big black guy, and my cock is large. We only talk about sex. I have some friends who are just what she’s looking for if they weren’t on the down-low, so I asked the prettiest one for pictures she’d be interested in.”

		“What has she sent you?” I didn’t want to know the answer, and I didn’t want to know what Marvin had seen. But I had to ask.

		“Boobies, man. As if …but still, she looks good. I guess.”

		“Keep ‘em to yourself, please,” I asked.

		“I just sent it to you, now I’ll delete it.”

		The boobs in the pictures definitely belonged to Karina.

		“One thing more, she’s made it clear she’s only interested in a ‘one and done.’” Marvin was about to leave. “I’ll keep her on the hook as long as I can.”

		Karina had worked late the night before, and when I got home, I checked the laundry basket. Particularly for dirty panties.

		The panties she’d had on the day before were buried deep in the dirty clothes. They were almost at the bottom of the full hamper. The crotch was damp, not wet exactly, but not dry either, and they’d been in the basket for a full day.

		Here’s the demented part, I sniffed them. The panties smelled like Karina’s aroused pussy, but not like cum. Something, or someone, had excited my wife.

		My heart was pounding, and I sniffed them again. My cock was full, and I took it out of my pants. I was inhaling my wife’s aroma, and I was furiously whacking off when I heard her car pull into the garage.

		“Can we talk?” I asked her after eating the takeout she’d brought home with her.

		“Sure.” Karina had settled down in a chair in the living room, a large file in her lap.

		Karina was smiling at me. “I love you, Michael,” and she went back to her file.

		“I love you, too.” I knelt next to her chair and put my head in her lap. “I think we should fuck more.”

		Karina rested her hand on my head. “You do, huh?”

		Her eyes were still on the contents of the file folder. “I do. I think I should eat your pussy and fuck you.”

		Karina’s gaze shifted from the folder to me. “I like the idea of you going down on me. You’ve become good at that, but the fucking? How about if you just jack-off at the same time?”

		“Talk to me, Karina. What have I done that you don’t want to make love with me?” I was sitting back on my heels, like a dog begging for a treat.

		Karina shut the file folder and gave me ‘the look’ like she was making up her mind about what she’d say next—weighing the options and the risk and rewards.

		“Sometimes, I need a bigger cock,” she said.

		My face must have given me away. “I love you, Michael, and only you. I don’t want to leave you,” she was kneeling on the floor in front of me, kissing my shocked looking face.

		“It’s not always, most of the time I love what we do together. Oh shit, I’m just making this worse. Forget what I said; let’s go upstairs.”

		“No …let’s finish this.” I got to my feet and sat on the couch. “Tell me more. Do you want another Marshall?”

		“No …maybe, I don’t know. I’m sorry.”

		“Is it just because they’re larger?” I croaked out. It felt like there was a lump in my throat.

		“I don’t know what to say, honey,” Karina said. “They’re different, that’s all. They touch me differently inside. It’s no big deal.”

		I was feeling courageous, “What do you mean, they touch you differently?”

		“Look, Michael,” Karina was regaining her self-composure. “A guy like Marshall touches something inside me, like another clitoris or something. I don’t know how to describe it for you. Now, if we’re not going upstairs, I’m going back to my work.”

		We went upstairs. I ate Karina until my jaw ached. “What about me?” I asked.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		The attachment to the email in her private account showed a heavily tattooed black man with an admirably sized cock.

		

		[Karina] I’ll tell my husband I’m going out with the girls tonight, but I can’t be gone long.

		

		[Guy] Whatever.

		

		“I’m going out with the girls after work tonight. Don’t wait up,” Karina was carrying a large canvas bag as she left for work.

		“Hey, wait,” I yelled, but it was too late. My wife just waved goodbye and backed out of the garage.

		Karina didn’t need to work. I made plenty of money. She claimed it made her feel useful, and she’d make friends. I wondered what was in the canvas bag she’d slung over her shoulder.

		I was useless all day. All I could think of was my wife and her date with a gangbanger with an impressive dick. I felt sick with jealousy. I had to admit to myself that I didn’t trust my very own wife not to cheat on me, and that’s not good for a marriage. I also felt possessive toward her, she was mine alone, and that’s not good for marriage either. I also had a hard-on, and that’s good for a marriage, so I figured the score was 2 to 1 against me.

		When I went to the restroom, I used a stall and whacked off for a while. Fortunately, nobody came in. I didn’t let myself finish, but I was able to fantasize about my wife on her back for some big tattooed black guy. It was hard not to come.

		I drove fast on the way home; I was a man with a mission. As soon as I walked into the house, I headed for my wife’s closet. I wanted to find out what outfit was in that large bag. I wanted to know what she’d be wearing on her date.

		It was the white sheer see-through top and a black mini skirt. I couldn’t tell what underwear, if any, she’d taken, but now I knew how she was dressed.

		I pulled a can from the twelve-pack in the refrigerator and plopped down in front of the television. It was a familiar feeling in a familiar place. My wife was gone, barely dressed, on a date with another man. My hard-on was back.

		By my third can of beer, an idea occurred to me. I headed back to the computer and logged into Twitter. I knew Karina’s secret email, and I guessed at her password. I hit it on the second try.

		My wife called herself an experienced hotwife and had posted several candid photos. None showed her face, and a few were pretty tame, the rest weren’t tame at all. She was getting responses and messages from guys, and a few women, who wanted to DM. I figured out that DM meant direct messaging. She had a ton of followers. As a reward for following her, she’d posted a short video of her masturbating. I took my erection out of my pants again to watch.

		She had a lot of red hearts and even more followers. Her videos became more graphic, and loud. I recognized her orgasmic squeal, the red heart tattoo above her slit, and her clit piercing. And her large black dildo.

		After checking out what sites she was following, I looked at her ‘likes.’ My wife liked videos of hotwives being pounded by large cocks. Mostly large black cocks, but she wasn’t choosy. She also liked lesbians.

		Her profile said she was an experienced hotwife who had been good long enough and was looking to be naughty. She included the same picture of her breasts. She was clear she’d only answer messages if they said where they lived. The ‘message’ section was loaded with texts from guys asking where she was and wanting to hook up. Few had included their city. She hadn’t answered any, even the ones who were close to us. Yet. But she had encouraged them to tell her what they’d do to her.

		Most of the responses were typical. They’d fuck her brains out, yada yada yada. One or two were more interesting. Either they included pictures of large erections next to something to give scale, such as a ruler, or the sex action was different than the usual. A few wanted to go down on her, and one wanted to lick her feet.

		The best of the “I’d go down on you” school was from another female. A housewife who had never actually been with a woman but who had daydreamed about it. She went into amazing detail; in a sense, she gave a master class in eating pussy. This woman had thought a lot about it.

		Karina wrote back to tell her how much she’d been turned on and wondering where she was located. My wife was still waiting to hear. The message turned me on, too. As good as Karina told me I’d become at cunnilingual sex, I even reread the women’s post to pick up points.

		I was surprised to open the refrigerator and find only one can of beer left on the shelf. I hadn’t realized how many I’d had, and I stumbled up the stairs to bed.

		Karina shook me awake, and I squinted at the clock, my eyes felt glued closed, and the numbers were blurred.

		“It’s only 1:30,” she said. “Time to take your clothes off and service your wife.”

		“Wha …service?” I was still drunk.

		“Eat me,” Karina was wearing a lacy robe.

		I only had time to unbuckle my pants before she settled on my face. My wife’s pussy was open and wet; her clit felt hard in my mouth. As wet as Karina was, I didn’t taste sperm.

		She leaned her face back, her hands on my legs. I was beating my hard-on with one hand and groaning as I ate her, using my other hand on her hip to pull her down to my mouth.

		I knew she’d been with another guy, a guy who looked like a gangbanger. She probably hadn’t fucked him, I couldn’t taste latex either, but she’d been with him, and she’d been excited.

		I heard Karina squealing, but I didn’t stop. I licked her asshole for a moment while she squirmed before returning to her pussy. My wife bent over forward, moving her hips so her clitoris humped my face. I took my fist away from my cock. I was enjoying this too much and I didn’t want to cum yet.

		“You’re good, honey. So good.”

		I took my mouth off her long enough to say, “I want to fuck you.”

		“Shush,” and she pushed my mouth back to work.

		When she’d finally had enough, she laid full length on my body, her legs inside mine as we kissed. Her mouth tasted slightly salty, and I humped against her, the pleasure was too much. As I came, Karina rolled off me and cum splattered on my stomach and chest.

		“Somebody was really horny,” Karina said.

		“Yes, you were. What did you do tonight?” I asked.

		“Nothing, I just had a few drinks with the girls and talked.”

		“No guys?”

		“Why do you ask?” Karina wrapped her robe around herself and climbed out of bed.

		“Just curious, you were pretty wet. Where did you go?”

		“Nowhere special. Maybe I was just excited to come home to my hubby.” The door closed and the shower turned on. Had my wife been blowing the tattooed gangbanger? I didn’t believe for a minute she’d been so wet because she was coming home to me.

		I looked for Karina’s clothes in the laundry hamper. No dirty panties. No dirty bra. Just her see-through blouse and a black skirt ready for the dry cleaners. I was hard again.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		I was on a mission to find a way into my wife’s phone. Getting into her cell was tricky. Karina was rarely without her phone, but somehow, I had to check her calls and messages. What I was doing was wrong, and I knew it. I disgusted myself, but I did it anyway.

		It turned out to be surprisingly easy.

		“Gotta run, meeting this morning, I’m later than fuck. See you tonight,” and Karina was out the door without a goodbye kiss. She didn’t even take a cup of coffee.

		She also forgot her phone. It was sitting on the counter by the door to the garage. I grabbed it and ran through the door, holding her phone above my head and yelling, “Wait, your phone.”

		But Karina wasn’t looking, she was already at the end of the driveway, squealing onto the street. She didn’t glance back as she slammed her car in gear and roared away. I couldn’t even call her.

		I put her phone back on the counter and walked about three steps when it hit me. I had her phone, and I’d have it for the entire day. I wondered if she used a different password or facial recognition.

		She didn’t use facial recognition, but she did use our house number as a password, and I was in.

		All I cared about at first, where her messages and voicemail. Messages first:

		

		[Daniel] Hey girlie. how ‘bout we get you naked next time? I wanna see those hot titties you got.

		

		‘Girlie!’ Some guy was calling my wife ‘girlie.’ I shook my head. How old was this guy?

		‘Hot titties?’ My Karina would tear a new one on a guy like this.

		

		[Karina] Hey Daniel. Maybe you will get to see, now that I know you weren’t lying to me. OOOXO Karen

		

		[Daniel] Did u like what u felt?

		

		[Karina] Yum

		

		[Daniel] Told you it was big. When we gonna fuck?

		

		What the hell was she doing, giving out her real cell number? Hadn’t my wife ever heard of ‘burners?’ Maybe I should get her one as a present? Laughing took away the sting of what I was reading.

		His name was Daniel, and they hadn’t set up the second date. I wondered how she’d pull it off.

		While I explored her phone, I called in and explained I was working on a special project and I’d be in as soon as I could. Nobody would question me; I was the boss of the unit.

		I looked at the older message with Daniel.

		

		[Daniel] Them really your boobs? Like, not some picture you found on the ‘net?

		

		[Karina] Them’s mine, hotshot. Now show me what you got.

		

		[Daniel] Here ya go. Eat ya heart out. <picture of a hard-on held next to a can of beer>

		

		[Karina] Impressive. OK, I’ll meet you.

		

		[Daniel] You gonna suck my cock?

		

		[Karina] I might, but don’t get ahead of yourself. I am married.

		

		It was the first time my wife had mentioned her marital status. Interesting.

		My heart was pounding like it always does when I have my cuckold on.

		

		[Daniel] You gonna wanna when you sees my cock for reals.

		

		There was some more back and forth, and they agreed to meet at ‘ladies’ night.’

		This message settled it for me. The salty taste on my wife’s lips had been cock.

		I kept looking but didn’t find anything interesting until I was about to give up.

		

		[Marshall] How’s my slut doing?

		

		[Karina] Marshall! Are you out???

		

		{Marshall] No. I have a hidden cell. I called you a slut.

		

		[Karina] I am a slut. You can call me anything you want. I’ve missed you. (Followed by the emoji of a red heart.)

		

		[Marshall] When I whack off at night, I think about what I’m going to do with you when I get out.

		

		[Karina] When, Marshall. When will you get out?

		

		[Marshall] Gotta go. I’ll keep writing and you can tell me what you do at night. You still with pencil-dick?

		

		[Karina] I’m with Michael. You know how I feel about him.

		

		[Marshall] No more fucking him. Cut him off. Other guys are okay but no more pencil-dick, not after what he did to me.

		

		[Karina] Okay Marshall. I’ll cut him off.

		

		I checked the date of the exchange and tried to remember the last time my wife and I had made love. I released a long sigh when I realized the last time had been just before this exchange with Marshall. He was still calling the shots.

		I was about to put the phone down and go into work, emotionally destroyed, when an outgoing text appeared. Karina must have sent it from her iPad. It was addressed to Marshall.

		

		[Karina] I have a new phone, I bought it just to use for you.

		

		The number was unfamiliar, but I was sure she’d purchased another iPhone to keep secret from me. Since Karina paid all the bills I’d never even know, especially if her secret cell looked like the iPhone I was holding. I resisted the temptation to call her on her new number.

		“Marvin, if I give you a phone number, could you read the text messages on it?”

		“Probably not, bro.” Wasn’t I a dude anymore? “Unless it’s an iPhone, then no sweat.”

		He pulled up a website. All I needed was my wife’s email and password.

		

		[Marshall] Good idea. What pencil-dick doesn’t know … what I’m going to do to your sweet cunt.

		

		[Karina] It’s been so long; you may not fit anymore.

		

		[Marshall] I’ll make it fit. You’ll never be the same.

		

		[Karina] What about other guys, while I wait for you?

		

		[Marshall] Knock yourself out, just remember who

		

		His text ended there. Maybe he’d been interrupted. It didn’t matter, I had what I needed. I was watching my wife have sex with Marshall again, except he was locked up and safe.

		I tried to work, but I was too excited. My cock was hard until I was ready to go home when a message was sent from my wife’s new phone.

		

		[Karina] I have a new number

		

		[Daniel] When you gonna suck my dick again?

		

		[Karina] I’m going out next week. I’ll let you know. But no promises.

		

		“I want to go out with you next time, just to watch,” we were eating a late take out dinner.

		“What do you think you’ll see?”

		“Guys hitting on you.”

		“It turns you on, doesn’t it? Just the thought of me fucking someone else,” Karina was teasing me.

		“Yes. I want to see you flirting with other men.”

		“Is your loveable cock all hard and excited?”

		“Yes. Would you like to kiss it?”

		“Sure, bring it here, and I’ll touch it.”

		I shuffled over to her, my pants and underwear around my ankles. Karina reached up and touched my cock, almost too briefly to feel and yet it jerked.

		“Oh, you are randy,” and she touched it again, longer this time. “If I kiss it, are you going to come?”

		“No, I promise,” I couldn’t promise. It was possible.

		Karina held my erection by her fingertips and licked the head, flicking her tongue across the sensitive underside. My breath caught, and I moaned. I couldn’t help it.

		She had a serious look on her face as she studied my throbbing member. “I want to do that again, but I don’t want you coming.”

		“I won’t. I promise.”

		Karina took the head of my cock in her mouth. The pleasure was almost too much to stand. “Oh, god, honey. I love you.”

		She released me from her mouth and smiled before saying: “We need to talk.”

		My heart fell; I thought I knew what was coming. It was a confession, or my wife knew about the email and phone hacking. It turned out to be neither one.

		“I know what I look like to men. I know how they see my face and my body and how they want to possess me. I know some men maybe masturbate thinking about me. What they don’t know is how that turns me off. It’s the man who doesn’t give a shit who interests me,” Karina started.

		“As long as he has a big cock.”

		“As long as he has a big cock,” she echoed.

		“What do you do with the man who wants to possess you?” I asked, taking another drink, my cock softening. I looked at her over the rim of the glass.

		“I treat him like shit. I’m sorry, baby. You know I love you, but you want me too much,” Karina put on her sad face.

		“And my cock’s too small,” I added helpfully.

		“Your cock isn’t really small, but yes. It’s not big.”

		“Why did you come back to me?” I had to know. I didn’t want to be her temporary safety net.

		“I can’t help myself. You want to be treated like shit. It hurts you when I fuck other men, but you want me to do it. You even want to watch me do it. You’d rather watch me fuck someone else than fuck me yourself. Are you going to cry?”

		“No. Are you?”

		“I might. I don’t know what to do. You think I’m cheating on you,” Karina said.

		“Aren’t you?”

		“No. Well, not yet. Not really. But I think about it.”

		“Why haven’t you? Haven’t you found the right guy?” I was poking at her.

		“That’s not it,” Karina said thoughtfully.

		“Maybe Leon,” I suggested.

		“Maybe Leon,” she agreed. “Or someone like Leon.”

		“You want to be with Marshall again,” I said it like it was a fact. Like it was engraved in marble.

		“I hate myself, sometimes.”

		“You want to be a hotwife again. You want to fuck a guy with a huge cock, and you want to hurt me,” I heard myself speaking. I didn’t sound angry. “Could you not be with one guy again?”

		Karina sniffled. “I don’t want to hurt you. I don’t. But I miss the excitement.”

		“It turns me on to remember Marshall fucking you and watching from behind that screen in his bedroom,” Karina looked at me with hope in her eyes. “I didn’t see how I could go on without you, and it almost destroyed me because I knew I’d lost you.”

		A tear ran down my wife’s cheek. She sniffled again, loudly, and stood. “I have work to do. I’ll be in the office.”

		A moment later, my wife sent a text.

		

		[Karina] Tuesday, 9:00. Same place.

		

		[Daniel] You sucking my dick again, bitch.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		Maybe if she hadn’t been suddenly so damn happy, I wouldn’t have done it. I might not have done it if she hadn’t had a secret email and Twitter accounts. But she was happy, and she did have secret accounts. I was convinced Karina was cheating on me.

		Hotwife and cheating are different. If she were fucking another guy with my permission, whether I was watching or not, as long as she told me what had happened, she was a hotwife. If she were fucking another guy on the sly, she was cheating.

		There were two questions in my mind. Was my wife fucking another guy, and had I given her permission, a hall pass? Was she being a hotwife or just a cheating bitch?

		I was beating myself up with guilt for reading her emails and media posts. I was spying on my wife, invading her privacy, and it was wrong. Bang, I’d psychically punch myself again.

		As I worked out with weights, as I practiced fighting styles with Ian, I thought about Karina.

		“You’re letting your mind drift, Michael,” Ian scolded me. “You’re not here, and you must concentrate.”

		He was right, he was kicking my ass, and my mind was elsewhere. “Whatever it is, deal with it. Then come back, and we’ll train.” Ian had made my mind up for me. I was going to follow her.

		

		[Michael] I have to work late, honey. I’ll get home as soon as I can.

		

		[Karina] No worries. I’m meeting the girls tonight.

		

		I hadn’t forgotten. Tuesday at 9:00, the same place. “Suck my dick, bitch.” I felt a tension in my cock and a feeling like a rock in my stomach. I was breathing too fast.

		I parked down the block and watched our driveway, waiting for Karina’s red Toyota to come into sight. I was worried that I’d missed her when I caught a flash of red through the trees and my wife backed into the street.

		I pulled out and didn’t turn on my headlights until Karina had turned the corner at the end of our block. I stayed back but kept her in sight as she merged onto the freeway and sped up, heading for downtown.

		She drove past the first two exits, confusing me until she roared down the third off-ramp. It was the last exit for the city, and she accelerated through a yellow light at the bottom.

		‘No turn on red.’ Shit, double shit. I drummed my fingers on the wheel and waited for the light to turn. Only one car had passed while I’d waited impatiently.

		I’d driven fast, trying to catch up. I’d swerved around cars and through my share of yellow lights. I should have taken a chance turning on the first red light, I told myself, until I’d seen a red Toyota ahead of me. She had turned on Western heading into a part of town I knew was a little run down. For the first time, I’d noticed that she’d broken her right taillight.

		We were at the same place? The same place for what? I’d driven slowly past the parked red car as a shapely female leg emerged from the driver’s side, and a large black man held a door open to one of the houses. I’d looked for a place to park, but the whole fucking block had been full, on both sides of the street, cars took up every space.

		I’d punched the accelerator again and pulled around the corner and into the alley. Desperation had made me sweat. My cock was already hard. I had her; I just had to catch my wife in the act.

		The alley was wide, more like a narrow street with cars parallel parked, leaving a narrow driving lane. Up ahead I spotted an opening and pulled in. I guessed I was about lined up with the red Toyota. I knew it was a gamble. I suppose she could have taken the open parking spot and walked to another house, but it was a gamble I had to take.

		I was out of the car and dodging through the backyard of the house. I hoped I had it right. A dog barked at me from the next yard, and I prayed he was tied up. I arrived at the front edge of the house just in time to see the back of my blonde wife’s head as she kissed the tall black guy. I didn’t get a good look at her face before he pulled her inside.

		I stood with my ass against the house, my hands on my knees, panting from excitement. When I’d finally caught my breath, I heard the sounds.

		A woman was in the room behind me, begging a man to fuck her with his big, black cock. Asking him to fuck her like her husband couldn’t. She sounded eager; her voice was high pitched and excited.

		The window was open but too high for me to reach. I looked around for something to stand on but saw nothing that would work. Maybe in the back yard, but I didn’t want to leave where I was, the action was getting hot. Besides, exciting the neighbor’s dog was probably a bad idea.

		The woman was grunting, “It’s so big, it won’t fit.”

		It did fit. I listened to them fuck for a long time. I jerked my cock out of my pants as the big black guy pounded Karina. She was getting what she wanted. Ropes of pre-cum ran to the grass.

		I heard her coming with him. I heard him grunt with each pulse of his cock as he bathed her uterus with his sperm. They’d whispered to each other when they finished.

		The front door opened, and I crept back along the side of the house, keeping in the shadows, toward the back.

		“Who’s out here,” a black man yelled.

		Thinking it was not a good idea to answer, I dashed into a deeper shadow under a shade tree. A towering figure came around the front of the house. He was holding a flashlight with a weak beam, as though the batteries were dying.

		He knelt with his back toward me while he examined the ground where my shoes had flattened the grass. My pre-cum had dripped between my footprints. I used the opportunity to put the tree between us so that I could walk away faster. When I reached another deep shadow, I stopped. More movement might catch his eye.

		He was standing, his flashlight on the ground looking at the places where my shoes had depressed the grass. He shifted his light around until he figured out which way I’d been moving.

		It was only a few yards from me to the paved alley, and he was focused on the ground. I watched from my car as he walked into the alley and looked confused. His urban tracking had proven someone was listening, but he couldn’t find him.

		“Whatsa doin’ out there, D?” a voice asked.

		“Someone was out here.”

		“You want another turn?”

		“Yeah, I do her again.”

		They were pulling a train with Karina. I was angry and suddenly protective of my cheating wife. I briefly wondered if I could sneak back and find something to stand on, before giving up on the idea.

		My heart was racing, and my cock was still hard. I’d seen the guys, and it didn’t take much imagination to picture them taking turns with her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		“You cheated on me.”

		Karina had come in late; it had been almost 3:00 in the morning. I’d been sitting on the steps leading to the second floor, but I’d been sitting low, near the front door. I’d just been waiting for her and fighting off the urge to either masturbate or go to sleep.

		I’d snapped on the light as soon as the words were out of my mouth. My wife froze in the sudden glare. She had a shocked expression on her face. Her revealing clothing looked wrinkled and showed even more of her perfect body.

		“What the fuck, Michael.” She’d first put her hands over her boobs before moving one to shield her eyes. “What the hell are you doing?”

		“I know you pulled a train with some black guys tonight, I heard you.”

		“What did you do?” she scowled and angrily tried to push past me, up the stairs.

		“I followed you. I was outside the window listening.”

		“I’m tired, and I don’t have the energy for your fantasies right now.”

		“It wasn’t a fantasy.” I was gasping, and I could hear the hurt in my voice. Karina could hear it too. She sat down beside me on the step.

		“How long have you been sitting here?”

		“Ever since I got home,” I said softly. “I didn’t think you’d do it without me. I trusted you.” Softer still, I said, “I love you, Karina.”

		I didn’t look at her, but I could feel her examining me. “I love you too, Michael. I didn’t cheat on you. Not tonight, not any night.”

		I scoffed and stood. “I followed you, and I heard you.”

		“Did you actually see me?”

		“No, but I saw your car. When did your taillight get busted?”

		“There’s nothing wrong with my taillights.”

		“The right one is broken.”

		Karina stood and walked out toward the garage. “Show me.”

		Her taillights were unbroken. “Oh, fuck.”

		I felt like shit, and I was still apologizing when we crawled into bed. For the first time in months, Karina took my cock in her hand. “Tell me what you heard.”

		She caressed me slowly, bringing me near orgasm repeatedly while I told her the story and repeated what I’d heard outside the open window. I pumped against her hand, trying to come.

		“It wasn’t me you heard, but I was naughty tonight.” I froze, her hand still wrapped around my erection. “I danced and flirted. I let a guy feel me up on the dance floor. I even let him feel how wet he’d made me. But I didn’t fuck him.”

		“Why not?” I was so close.

		“I told you I wouldn’t cheat.

		The guy wanted me, his cock was hard, and it felt large. In the end, I let him rub against me until he came.” Karina took her hand off my cock, I groaned in protest.

		“I miss it,” I told her.

		“What do you miss?” I was on my back, and her naked body pressed against me. My cock was throbbing in the air.

		“I miss watching you,” It came out in one gasp.

		Karina threw her leg over mine and rubbed herself against me. I felt how wet her pussy was against my thigh. “I know you miss it, too,” I said.

		Karina made a noise against my shoulder and humped faster. “I know what you want,” I told her.

		“What do I want?”

		“You want a guy like Marshall. Maybe you want Marshall.”

		“I couldn’t do that to you again, I hurt you so badly,” Karina’s voice sounded lost between my shoulder and the sheet. “Could I?”

		“If you could talk to Marshall about …you know, fucking him again, would you do it?” I asked, holding my breath, wondering if she’d lie to me.

		“Yes.”

		Karina’s hand was back on my cock, and she had it trapped on my belly, where she could stroke it softly. “Would you …fuck him again?” I asked.

		“I’m sorry, Michael.”

		“Would you?”

		“Yes,” Karina gripped my cock hard and climbed halfway onto my body to kiss me intensely. My cock jerked and started to come. Karina held me motionless, not giving me the pleasure I needed, but she continued to kiss me.

		I was completely drained when I walked back into the bedroom from my shower, not prepared for the sight of Karina masturbating furiously with the black dildo Leon had given her.

		The dildo had been made using a form of his hard-on. It was accurate in every detail. It felt like a real cock, right down to a thin outer layer that felt like skin and slid over the hard dildo as though it were real.

		My wife was just beginning to squeal with the huge artificial cock buried to the hilt inside her pussy. That’s what had been different sneaking around outside the wrong house tonight. The woman hadn’t squealed when she’d orgasmed. It couldn’t have been Karina.

		My orgasm had been so intense that even the sight of my wife masturbating could not get me hard again. But it didn’t stop me from licking and sucking my wife’s pussy one last time.

		

		[Karina] I think Michael gave me permission.

		

		[Marshall] Permission to do what?

		

		[Karina] To fuck you. If he can watch.

		

		[Marshall] I’m going to fuck you whether he watches or not. You’re going to strip the moment you see me and beg for my cock.

		

		[Karina] Marshall, please. I love him, don’t make me hurt him again.

		

		[Marshall] I don’t care about pencil-dick. We’ll fuck my way, do you understand?

		

		[Karina] I understand.

		

		“Leon’s coming to visit,” I told her at breakfast. Her texts with Marshall had revived my cock the next morning. It was a perfect situation, in a way. My wife was fooling around with Marshall again, but the asshole was locked in a cell.

		“Oh, goodie. I’ll make up the guestroom.”

		Our two-story house wasn’t large, and the builder had saved money and space by putting a shared bathroom between the large master and the guest bedrooms. Rather than using regular hinged swinging doors, he’d installed doors that slid into the wall, pocket doors. Other than a linen closet, that was it for the upstairs.

		Downstairs was a large room, more or less divided into a living room, a tiny dining area, and an open kitchen. In addition to another bathroom, there was a small room looking out on the pool. It made a perfect office. The garage was also two-stories, fortunately, making it large enough for storage.

		It was an odd sort of layout, but Karina had loved the inground pool and the tiny cabana, so we’d bought it. After we moved in, it became apparent that the sun would be shining into my new office, making it unbearably hot, so we installed a covering on the glass. The window took up most of the south-facing wall, and from the poolside, it now looked like a giant mirror. We’d inadvertently installed a one-way mirror looking out over our swimming pool.

		Leon’s visit presented the perfect opportunity for me to test Karina. Leon was another college fraternity friend of mine. He’d played football with Tyrone, and although he hadn’t been drafted, he was still good enough to sign a professional contract undrafted and play on special teams for a couple of games.

		He’d been flirting with my wife, at every opportunity, for a long time. Leon had even successfully talked her out of her clothing during a computer chat. I’d been drinking a lot the night we’d visited a strip club, and I’d blackout a couple of times. I suspected Leon had taken things further while he had the chance.

		It wasn’t because Leon was a bad guy, he wasn’t, he was my friend. He just couldn’t be trusted around pussy.

		I remembered that when Karina had wakened me in the fraternity’s sitting room to go to bed, she’d been naked with Leon pressed against her butt. I didn’t remember if he’d been wearing his pants.

		The test I’d thought up had only two possible outcomes. Leon would fuck her, or she wouldn’t let him.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		On the second night of Leon’s visit, the five of us: Judith, Tyrone, Leon, and my wife and I, went out to party. We had dinner at a respectable steakhouse, where we ate and drank too much. I sat at the head of a long table with my back to a wood-paneled wall covered in framed photos of famous people. Judith sat next to Tyrone on my left, and Leon sat next to my wife, on my right. The walls were covered in framed movie posters from the 1930s and ’40s.

		Our food was slow to arrive, but the waitress was happy to keep us supplied with alcohol. She was even refilling our glasses and bringing more beer without being asked. I soon lost track of how much I’d had.

		The mood was light and fun as we reminisced and joked. Our night at the strip club was a favorite topic of conversation, especially the story of how Karina after we’d arrived back at the frat house, had shown us how to eat pussy. She’d used a fully clad Judith as her model.

		I’d been blacking out at the time, so the teasing and reminiscing filled in some of the missing pieces for me. I remembered a naked Karina shaking me awake and walking me up the stairs to our room, but I hadn’t known what had happened.

		When Judith teased her about the accuracy of the lap dances she’d preformed, one blank was closed. My wife had stripped while dancing. Leon quietly thanked her for his special dance, and another blank spot started to close.

		“How special was it?” Judith asked mockingly.

		“It was extra special,” Leon answered.

		I had been watching Karina while trying hard not to look directly at her. She’d grown quiet, alternated between looking down at her drink and up at the wall behind Judith. Once, she’d shifted lower in her seat. Her mouth had opened, and I’d thought she was going to add to the conversation. Instead, she let out an almost silent gasp.

		“Was that when you lost your pants, Leon?” Judith teased. “Wasn’t it about the time Karina had removed everything?”

		“It might have been. I dis-remember,” Leon answered, leaning into my wife.

		“I might have caught a glimpse of your hard-on, but it disappeared?” Judith was having fun with him.

		“Disappeared, you say? How about that?”

		When all eyes focused on Tyrone at the end of the table, I bent to retrieve my conveniently dropped napkin. It was surprisingly bright under the table, and I could see Leon had his hand under the hem of my wife’s short dress.

		She’d not only slid down in the chair, but she’d uncrossed and parted her legs, giving Leon complete access between them. He’d pushed Karina’s skirt up, and I could see she wasn’t wearing panties. Leon’s large brown finger was caressing my wife’s clitoris.

		My head above the table once more, I glanced at my wife. Karina was smiling with her eyes closed. Her fists clenched tightly next to her place setting.

		When the food finally arrived, my wife opened her eyes and, seeing me watching her, gave me a small smile and sat up in her chair. Leon brought his arms up after Karina shifted as if she were removing his hand.

		I was able to reach out with my leg, so our knees touched. Karina looked back at me in surprise before pressing her leg back against mine.

		After the meal finished, Tyrone, with Leon helping, moved the table to give everyone enough room to stand. While they were occupied, I put my arms around Karina from behind and whispered in her ear. “Did you enjoy yourself?”

		“I did, you have no idea.”

		I kissed her neck and whispered back, “I know what Leon was doing.”

		Karina rewarded me with an inquiring look and a slight smile.

		From the restaurant, we went to an odd sports bar that featured a small dance floor. Various games were playing on televisions hung, amidst sports memorabilia, on three walls. Music mixed with loud conversations, and the lights were bright, except over the small dance floor, which was in almost complete darkness.

		A dance floor shouldn’t have worked in a sports bar, but somehow it did. The recorded music was louder near the dancing, and somehow the loud conversational noise didn’t seem to reach. Couples simply disappeared into the dim.

		Karina loves sports, any kind, it doesn’t matter, and soon she was deep in conversation with Tyrone and Leon about the football game showing on the huge central screen. I could hear them discussing the opposing quarterbacks. Soon drinks were in front of us, just what we needed—more alcohol.

		“Karina’s having fun,” Judith had moved next to me. “What’s your evil plan, Michael?” She was smiling at me, “I know you have one. It must include Leon because Tyrone’s mine tonight.”

		“She doesn’t know it yet, but she’s going to be banging Leon.”

		“Oh goodie, Leon’s always wanted a piece of her, or me, or any woman with a pulse. How will you do it?”

		“Secret,” I held my forefinger over my lips in an ‘it’s a secret’ gesture. I’d been drinking a lot.

		“Report to me. Tell me everything that happens. You understand?”

		“Yes, sir …er, ma’am,” I answered.

		Judith grinned and ran the back of her hand over the lump in my pants. “Have a good time, Michael,” she said before pulling Tyrone toward the dark dance floor.

		I couldn’t hear Karina and Leon talking, but soon my wife glanced at me and let Leon take her hand to follow Judith and Tyrone. I lost sight of both couples in the gloom.

		“It’s really hard to see in there, isn’t it,” the waitress was picking up our empties. “Even while dancing in there, it’s hard to see the other dancers. Unless the strobes are on for the faster stuff.”

		“Couples could get up to all sorts of nasty things, couldn’t they?”

		She looked at me out of the corner of her eye, “You wouldn’t believe the things I’ve seen.”

		I watched the dance floor or the area where I knew the dance floor to be since all I could see where occasional indistinct moving shapes. For a second, Karina and Leon danced at the edge of the floor and were visible. Karina was hanging onto him, and Leon had his hand on my wife’s ass, pulling her into his body. Then they were gone from view, leaving me surprised, shocked, and hard.

		The music stayed slow for a very long time. “Is it strange that only those old, slow songs are playing?” I asked the waitress when she brought me another bottle of beer.

		“No, it’s programmed to do that. Couples like the slow shit,” and she was gone again.

		I kept an eye on what I was now thinking of as the ‘black wall.’ Other couples moved briefly through the one spot where I could see clearly. The spot was always in the same place; maybe it was a trick of the lighting. Loud conversations surrounded me.

		As I would expect, the couples didn’t move around very much. They just hung onto each other and ground their bodies together, more or less in time to the music.

		Then I saw them, or just a faint hint of them as they moved near the lit area. Karina’s dress looked like it had pulled up in front, and she was humping herself against Leon. His hands were sprayed across her ass, rhythmically pulling her hard into himself. His mouth was hanging open, and his chin was resting on the top of her head.

		Then they were gone again.

		When the music changed, and the strobes began, both couples were suddenly visible. Karina had just stepped away from Leon and was brushing the front of her skirt. Leon was grinning, his enormous erection noticeably tenting his pants.

		Judith looked solemn as she walked toward me, Tyrone followed her. “Your wife was naughty in there,” she whispered in my ear.

		“Hi, honey,” Karina kissed my cheek. “Did you miss me?”

		Her hand found my erection. “Oh, you did miss me. Just wait until I get you home.”

		I sat quietly, stewing in my resentment and arousal while my wife paid attention to Leon. Several beers later, we left the bar, and Tyrone drove my car to our house. Karina’s happy flirting continued when she sat on Leon’s lap in the passenger seat and whispered in his ear. Judith sat in the back with me and told a long, convoluted story, completely drowning out the noises my wife was making.

		My hard-on had been in a battle with my jealousy all night. Even when they’d been dancing, I’d been jealous. Still, my erection had been throbbing the entire time. Pretending to listen as Judith told her story had given me space to pick a winner for the evening.

		Judith and Tyrone said their good-byes and went directly to their car. Inside the house, I was able to pull Leon aside in the kitchen. “Go upstairs, undress and get in bed in the master bedroom. Keep the light off at first.”

		Leon looked down at me suspiciously. “What you got planned?”

		“What you’ve always wanted.” Hard-on had won, but jealousy was still there. Bitter in defeat.

		It took more than ten minutes before Karina realized Leon was gone. “What did you do with him, Michael.” She looked suspicious.

		“He went to bed; you wore him out. I’m going to do the same thing,” Karina went to check the lock on the backdoor while I stumbled upstairs and into the guest bedroom. I locked the door behind me.

		My heart was pounding in anticipation. I didn’t want to see what was going to happen; at the same time, I was anxious for it to start. My cock was hard and purple with blood.

		What seemed like a long time later, I heard the door to the master bedroom open and close. I crept into the connecting bathroom and stood in the gloom behind the half-opened sliding door.

		Karina moved around the room in the dark, thinking I was already asleep. I watched her undress in the weak light. My erection was jerking in my hand, and I hoped she wouldn’t use the bathroom.

		“Leon, oh my god!” Karina said, startled. She’d climbed quietly into bed, hoping I guessed, not to wake me. “What are you doing?” she was whispering now. “Oh, you’re so big.”

		Leon turned the bedside light on low, and he looked right at me. Karina’s head was on his belly, her hand on his long cock. Her naked butt aimed at his face. She had her outside leg raised and bent at the knee. Leon was stroking my wife’s pussy.

		Karina twisted to look back at him before getting on her hands and knees to take his monster into her mouth. She made slow love to his cock. Licking him from his asshole to the crown before taking him slowly into her mouth, then slowly out again. She did everything in slow motion, her eyes on his, seeming to savor the experience.

		My wife took her time, and Leon loved it. When he pushed his hips up, trying to force even more of his monster into her mouth, Karina held his cock and threw her leg over him, backward.

		My wife was going to ride Leon cowgirl, her ass pointed at him, her hands on his knees, and her face looked in my direction. I couldn’t believe my luck.

		I’d been stroking my cock in time to her slow rhythm, and now, with Leon’s massive cock against my wife’s vagina, I took my hand away. The excitement, guilt, and jealousy were going to make me come too soon.

		Karina let out a long sigh as she slowly worked his enormous organ inside herself. She stopped and rapidly stroked her clitoris before pushing him further inside, until she was sitting on him, his cock buried.

		My wife rotated her hips and rapidly stroked herself again before using her knees to fuck him. Now she was fast, pushing herself up until most of his wet, shiny cock was visible, before dropping back down, taking all of him and moaning loudly.

		Leon’s hands were on my wife’s breasts, squeezing her and pinching her nipples, but Karina was setting the pace. And the pace was fast now. Karina’s face scrunched up in concentration, and her tongue caught between her teeth. When Leon moved his hands to my wife’s hips, her breasts swung wildly.

		Then she came, squealing loudly, her head thrown back. Then again. Then a third time as she continued to fuck his pumping cock. I could just see the white cum at the mouth of her pussy when she pulled herself off him.

		I retreated further back in the bathroom, and then out the door to the guestroom.

		I heard the sliding door on the master side shut, and the door on my side open. I heard Karina say. “I knew what you did, and I went through with it to teach you a lesson, asshole. I had no idea how good it would be. I’ll see you in the morning.”

		My heart felt like a stone was crushing it. I wondered for a moment if I was having a heart attack. It would serve me right. I hadn’t even orgasmed.

		All night I had to listen to them. Leon was finally getting his chance with my wife, and he wasn’t going to waste it.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		“You liked it, didn’t you, Michael.” Karina was standing naked just inside the adjoining bathroom, the sliding door to the master bedroom was closed behind her. She moved to stand next to my bed. “You want me to be a slut wife. You set it up for me to fuck Leon. You tried to trick me but, instead, I tricked you.”

		“Were you surprised and disappointed when I stayed with him all night?” she asked.

		I had an erection. I’d had one all night, and the sight of her standing close to the bed didn’t help. Karina noticed it was making a tent in the sheet. She bent over the side of the bed; her breasts looked spectacular.

		“I liked it, Michael. I liked fucking him and knowing you were watching. Did you jack-off?”

		“Yes.”

		“Did it hurt you when he made me come?”

		“Yes.”

		“Do you want to fuck me and make me yours again?”

		“Yes.” I pulled the sheet down. Karina looked at my cock.

		“Did you see how big he was?”

		“Yes.” My wife climbed on the bed and settled herself over my face. Her pussy was red-rimmed from fucking and very wet.

		Karina held my head by my hair and adjusted herself, so her wet folds surrounded me, and the smell of sex filled my nostrils. I licked her hard, erect clitoris. She tasted like Karina. Maybe a little saltier, but still like my wife. I heard her moan above me.

		When I looked up, her head was hanging down, and her eyes were tightly closed, she’d extended her arms and was gripping the headboard. Her arms pushed her breasts together and out. I sucked her into my mouth and licked faster until she squealed.

		I wanted to kick Leon out of our bedroom, but Karina wouldn’t let me. She stood naked and grinning at the sliding door back into the master and Leon. “Thanks for cleaning me. If we’re not down in time for lunch, leave a couple of sandwiches outside the door.”

		It felt like she’d kicked me in my blue balls. All I could do was watch her perfect ass disappear into our bedroom and hear Leon say, “There you are, I was looking for you.”

		I left two sandwiches and beers on the floor outside the bedroom and stood listening to my wife's orgasm.

		Karina seemed cold when I tried to talk to her later. Leon had left, and my wife had taken a long nap and a long shower before digging into the pizza I’d had delivered.

		Finally, she spoke. “I’m going to be with Leon again, Michael.”

		“I just have a couple of questions.”

		“Okay, what are they?” She seemed impatient.

		“Are you going to leave me for him?” I asked.

		Karina’s head snapped around. “No matter what happens, I’m never leaving you.”

		“Good, second question. Are we ever going to make love again?”

		“Is that what you want?”

		“Yes. I want to hold you; I want to feel the physical connection to the woman I love.”

		Karina must have seen something in my eyes. She stroked my face. “I love you, too. It’s just sex with Leon. It’s good sex - I don’t love him. But you tried to trick me. You don’t trust me, Michael. You followed me and listened to some other woman and thought it was me. You can be a real prick, you know?”

		I put my arms around her, and she allowed me to pull her to my body. We sat rocking together for a long time. Finally, she broke the silence. “There’s something wrong with me. I enjoy knowing I’m hurting you when I’m with other men.”

		“You’re so strong, and I’ve seen you fight. You’re all man, and yet I can break your heart and make you come at the same time,” Karina was looking at me in wonder. “It makes me feel powerful.”

		“I think we’re a perfect match,” I said.

		Karina moved between my legs. Her eyes on mine the entire time, she kissed her way down my body until she reached my hard cock. I shivered with the thrill of her lips on my flesh. Finally, she licked the tender underside of the head of my cock.. She used just her tongue to lick the same bundle of nerves again, and then again, never taking her eyes off mine as if judging how excited I was.

		I couldn’t control my reaction, and I started to cum, shouting as I did. Karina took her hand away and watched me shoot my seed into the air. Neither of us touched my cock as I came.

		“What’s your next evil plan for me?” she asked.

		“Remember that remote control vibrator Marshall had?”

		“Oh shit. Don’t tell me you have it.”

		“I do,” I answered

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		Karina sorted through her new outfits and picked the blouse featuring a choker neck above a large cut out that exposed her breasts from just below her nipples. The long expanse of her bared belly led to the top of a mini skirt starting just above her pubic bone, and just below the red heart tattoo with the name Marshall in the form of an arrow.

		Karina’s panties had a built-in pocket to hold the remote-controlled vibrator in position inside her pussy. The vibrator was bullet-shaped and could be used even without the specially tailored thong panties. I could control the vibrator from my phone with five settings. One was on/off, and four were for speed of vibrations. Slower at the bottom, incredibly hard and fast at the top.

		The bouncer allowed Karina into the busy club while I waited in a long line, consisting mostly of single men and a few hopeful women.

		“Did you see that last one, the blonde?” a man beside me asked. “You could see her tits, and I’ll bet there’s not much covering her pussy either.”

		I grunted, agreeing with him as I fiddled with my phone. I ran the vibrator up for just a few moments before turning to him to bait a hook. “I’ve seen her before, I think. If I’m right, she’ll end up fucking some lucky guy tonight. Are you alone? It could be your time.”

		“No man, she’s out of my class. I am alone, though.” He seemed to be judging my bodybuilder look. “You’ve got a shot.”

		“Don’t sell yourself short.” Just then, my phone buzzed with an incoming message.

		

		That felt good. Is there someone you want me to meet? I just talked the bouncer into letting you in.

		

		The huge bouncer made his way back to me. “Michael, you’re wanted inside.”

		“I need to bring my friend too. Is that a problem?” I asked.

		The bouncer looked put out. “You bringin’ this guy? Oh, what the fuck. Come on.”

		I’d made a best friend. “Ralph.”

		“Pardon me?”

		“My name’s Ralph,” he looked like a typical dweeb.

		“Who’s this?” Karina had moved next to us.

		“This is my friend Ralph; he’s looking to meet you.”

		Karina was giving me a ‘what are you doing?’ look when I turned the vibration on. In the noisy club, it was impossible to hear anything.

		Karina’s eyes rolled up in her head, and she grabbed my arm to steady herself. Ralph missed the whole thing; he was looking at me in astonishment.

		“Go on, dance with her. You dance, right?”

		“Yeah …yeah, I guess so.”

		Karina was breathing heavily, her breasts heaving as I pushed them both into the crowd of dancers. I quickly lost sight of them. Next, I found a place along the railing in the upstairs lounge to scan the dance floor while occasionally running the remote vibrations higher and then lower, but never to the top.

		I spotted them when Karina squealed. She was hanging on his neck, pressing her body tightly into Ralph’s. They were, in turn, smashed together by the large, tightly packed crowd of dancers.

		An orgasm for my wife isn’t the end of things; it’s only the beginning. I ran the level of vibrations back down for a few seconds before adjusting them back up.

		Karina was holding Ralph’s head in both hands and kissing him frantically, squealing into his mouth. I lowered the setting when she thrust her hand inside his loose-fitting pants. I didn’t want her sucking him off on the dance floor.

		They separated for a while, and Karina danced with other, questionable looking men. Most were larger, rougher looking, and more aggressive than poor Ralph. When I reran her vibrator, she immediately went back to Ralph. She wanted the little dweeb. But the other guys didn’t give up. Soon my wife was passed around, and my cock throbbed down the inside of my pant leg.

		I didn’t know what was happening, exactly, but I kept at it with the vibrator. Karina’s breasts were completely exposed when they moved her toward the back stairway, and I caught up with them.

		“Where do you think you’re going, asshole?” He was big, much larger than I was, and he had one of those black faces that just look tough. I wasn’t going to test him. I figured he actually was tough.

		“You just took my wife through here, and I’m going with her.”

		“That’s your wife? I thought she was the little guy’s wife or something.”

		“Nope,” I said, showing him my ring. “We were just having some fun.”

		He smiled. It made his face look a little less nasty what I could see of it from my angle below him.

		“Tell you what. You ain’t goin’ up there, at least not all the way. But I let you go halfway. How that sound?”

		It wasn’t what I wanted. It was then I made the mistake of hitting a button on the control in my hand, and Karina screamed.

		“What you got there?” the phone was out of my hand and into his meaty palm. “What happen I turn the level up?”

		He pushed the top one—the one I’d been avoiding all night.

		“Michael, oh shit. You’re making me come.” He grinned at me. Now he just looked evil.

		“Cool.” He pushed the button again, and my wife loudly orgasmed. “I think I like this app.”

		All I could do was listen and eat my heart out, my cock throbbing and leaking in my pants. I heard my wife gangbanged as she was taken one at a time by the mixed black and white group holding her. My guard played with the controls whenever things seemed to be quieting down.

		“Michael, they’re holding the fucking thing against …oh my god. Ralphie’s huge. His cock is …ugh!”

		Now my guard looked confused. “Who the fuck’s Ralphie?”

		“The dweeb.”

		“No shit?”

		“Guess so.” Karina was squealing, and the vibrator wasn’t causing it.

		“Anybody want another piece?” someone asked, and my guard left me to climb the rest of the dingy, poorly lit stairs. I arrived just in time to see his black ass between my wife’s legs. He didn’t last long.

		Ralph was looking for his pants, and I studied him with interest. His body was nothing impressive. He was pale white, hairless, and pigeon chested. His arms and legs were skinny and without muscle tone, but his cock! Ralph had been blessed by nature with an awe-inspiring package.

		My guard had finished, and when he stood, I could see my naked wife, her legs spread and her pussy convulsing, still in orgasm, her body was shaking. With each convulsion, white sperm was pushed out of her vagina and down the crack of her ass.

		The bullet vibrator lay on the floor beside her, next to her discarded thongs. It was still running weakly, the batteries almost dead. Karina smiled at me. Her smile was nearly as weak as the batteries were.

		Ralph and I helped her dress, walk down the stairs, and into the back seat of our SUV. Ralph climbed in next to her, and I went around to the driver’s door. By the time I pulled the big car into traffic, my wife was on her side, Ralph’s cock in her mouth.

		He looked at me in the rearview mirror. “It was her idea, I’m sorry,” I told him not to worry about it and stroked my erection through my pants.

		“Oh god, I want this, I want this cock, Michael.” Karina was using both hands to rub his cock over her face.

		As soon as she wrapped her lips around it, Ralph came. He pumped so much cum into my wife’s mouth it ran down her chin and pooled on her breasts.

		She smiled up at him, her face coated in his sperm. “Now that we’ve gotten another one out of the way let’s go home and fuck.”

		I pulled into our garage, and Karina piled out of the door. I held Ralph back for a second. “Don’t say I never did anything for you.” I thought he was going to kiss me, and that would have ruined everything.

		My wife was naked except for her heels when we walked inside, and sperm was still leaking down her leg. Ralph’s cock was sticking through the fly in his pants, still hard and dripping cum. I was just as hard, but not nearly as large and in my pants.

		Ralph must have felt like he was in a waking dream. The best of the beautiful women he’d never been able to talk to had just given him a blow job in the back of a car, and now he was going to fuck her. Again. That her husband would be watching didn’t matter to him.

		We followed my wife’s perfect ass up the stairs and found her lying on her back on the bed, the vibrator on the nightstand. “Eat me, Ralph. Get me ready for your big cock.”

		“You made me come in the club. Your cock was so big, and I didn’t expect it. I love big cocks,” Karina was stroking Ralph’s hair as he buried his face in her well-used pussy, one hand squeezing a breast and pinching her nipple.

		I took a seat by the bed and held my wife’s hand. She turned her head to smile at me. “You missed the gangbang, honey, but I want you to watch Ralphie.”

		I pulled my smaller erection out of my pants. How could I be jealous of the guy? Yes, he had a huge cock, but I don’t think the guy had ever had the opportunity to use it much. The danger was that he’d fall in love with Karina.

		The more significant danger was that Karina would fall in love with his prick. Why did I do this to myself?

		The question was easy to answer. My erection was bobbing with each beat of my heart.

		Goddamn it. I loved this and hated it in equal measure. I knew how it could go wrong. It had gone bad before.

		Ralph wanted to be gentle, but he was too excited. He jammed his large uncircumcised prick into Karina, her legs wrapped around him. At first, she gasped, as if in pain, and her fist tightened on my hand, then she was fucking up at him and pulling him to her using her legs around his waist. Her ankles locked.

		“Harder, you fucker. Harder,” she was screaming at him.

		Poor Ralph wasn’t in shape for a ride like this. Karina rolled over, putting herself on top. Now she could set the pace, and the pace was fast and hard.

		My wife’s passion increased with each orgasm, but it was never enough. As big as Ralph’s cock was, he had no skill. Just a huge cock. As much as Karina loved a big cock, she loved to be taken by a man with talent.

		I played with her asshole, and that helped, and no orgasm is a bad one. But in the end, it wasn’t enough.

		I finally retreated to the guestroom and lay naked on the bed, curled in the fetal position. The head of my straining erection seemed to be only inches from my mouth, although I’d never been able to reach it. I watched a stream of pre-cum leak onto the bedspread without giving me relief. My eyes grew wet.

		They fucked all night, and Ralph must have improved by morning, or maybe the urgency was gone. Karina’s voice was giving out from squealing. I thought I heard them murmuring to each other before the shower turned on.

		The pocket door on my side was open partway, and I heard the water splashing on two bodies, along with more scratchy sounding squealing from Karina. “You permanently stretched my pussy, Ralph.”

		He sounded concerned. “I hope I didn’t hurt you.”

		“You hurt me just enough.” She kissed him. I shouldn’t have been surprised - they’d probably been kissing all night.

		I used tissues to wipe up as much cum from my dick and the bedspread as I could before going down to make breakfast. By the time Karina and Ralph came down, I had complete breakfasts ready for them.

		“Um …Michael. I hope we’re okay. I mean …if you need to hit me or something …” his voice trailed off.

		“Sit down and eat, Ralph. You’ll need to regain your strength.”

		I was standing with a spatula in my hand, wearing only a pair of boxer briefs. Years of weights had given me a well-developed torso and a six-pack ab. Ralph seemed worried before looking at Karina as if to ask, ‘why me?’

		Karina caressed the lump in the front of his pants. “’Cause you got a big dick.”

		Karina pulled me into bed after seeing Ralph off in an Uber. She was sloppy wet and stretched too open for me even to feel her, but we held each other, and I fucked her slowly and told her how much I loved her.

		We went to sleep in each other’s arms.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		Judith was drunk.

		Karina and Judith had been drinking all afternoon, and Tyrone and I tried to catch up - but failed. The drinking continued over steaks cooked on our grill by the pool, and we sat by the water, watching the sun go down.

		Karina had giggled as she’d swayed out from the house with a fresh glass. “Judith, tell us how you met your husband.” Karina knew damn well how they’d met.

		“Well, it was like this,” Judith was wearing the skimpiest swimsuit she could stretch to cover her monster boobs. “I went to a party at a frat house intending to get laid by a black guy.”

		Wait a minute. I’d never heard this part.

		“I ended up talking with Leon, but as soon as I saw Tyrone, I switched. He was famous around campus, and so good looking,” she was smiling crookedly at her husband and lighting a joint. “I got turned on just looking at him, I still do.” Her voice squeaked from trying to hold the smoke in her lungs.

		She passed the joint to Karina and continued. “Lots of girls were hanging around him, but I was the one he took into a bedroom.”

		“You had the biggest jugs.” Tyrone could be so smooth.

		“His first kiss gave me a wide-on.” Karina was laughing so hard she snorted. I didn’t think it was all that funny.

		“I didn’t put up a struggle when he stripped me. I wanted to get his pants off and his cock in my mouth as fast as I could,” another long toke. “Have you seen my man’s dick?”

		Karina seemed to think for a minute. “I might have. They all run together for me.”

		Judith staggered to Tyrone’s lounge chair and started pulling up the leg of his swimsuit. “You couldn’t forget this.”

		“Oh, yes. Now I remember,” my wife said. She was sitting on the deck, looking over Tyrone’s thigh at his massive member. “Does it get hard?”

		“Just watch,” Judith took the head of her husband’s cock in her mouth.

		Tyrone looked over at me and stroked Karina’s hair with his large hand. Karina was smiling as she got to her knees, and they kissed. I opened another can of beer and wondered if I dared stroke my cock.

		“Then he fucked me, and it was wonderful. You know what it’s like when a man really stretches you?”

		Karina took her mouth away from Tyrone’s long enough to answer. “I do remember.” I saw that Tyrone had pulled my wife’s swimsuit to the side and was caressing her pierced clitoris. Karina was wearing the gold ball on her piercing, and I knew how playing with it sent waves of pleasure throughout her body. “Your husband’s making me wet, Judith.”

		“You can fuck him, if you want.”

		“Finish your story first.”

		“After he came inside me, I looked up, and most of the football team was waiting in line, so I fucked ‘em all. The end.”

		“Wasn’t Michael involved somehow?” Karina didn’t bother looking at me, but Judith did.

		“He cleaned my pussy between guys. He was really sweet to me,” Judith winked and stood. Karina crawled on the lounge, between Tyrone’s thighs, and took over sucking his cock.

		I moved my legs to give Judith room to sit next to me on my lounger. “I love watching Tyrone fuck another woman,” she told me. “Are you okay with this?”

		“I guess.”

		“Look how big he is and how tiny she is. It’s hard to believe that he won’t hurt her.” Judith was absentmindedly caressing her pussy through her swimsuit.

		Karina stood and untied both sides of her suit, so her wet, pink pussy was exposed. She smiled at Tyrone and held his long cock up so she could sit down on him.

		Judith was right. His cock was so big, and my wife was so small. Even though I knew what she’d done in the past, it was still a fantastic sight. My cock was hard in my pants, and despite my conflicting emotions, I wanted to touch myself.

		“Go ahead,” Judith said, pulling her swimsuit aside and stroking herself. Her pussy was making wet, squishy sounds. “Jerk off, if you want.” I eased my hand down the front of my trunks and gripped my erection.

		Next to us, my wife was moaning, her head back and her eyes tightly closed as Tyrone’s cock slowly disappeared inside her. Tyrone was caressing her breasts.

		“Isn’t she beautiful, Michael?” Judith’s fingers were moving faster on her clitoris. “I love your wife.”

		The couple was moving faster. Karina would pull herself up until Tyrone’s cock was barely inside her, before plunging, screaming in ecstasy, to engulf the entire length. Her pussy was stretched to its limit.

		They fucked for a long time that way, and I had to take my hand off my cock to keep from coming. Judith had one orgasm and kept on going. Tyrone moved my wife onto her hands and knees to thrust inside her from behind. He humped her as fast as his ass could move.

		Judith and I had a clear view of my wife’s face as her husband fucked her. Karina’s eyes were open wide, watching Judith finger herself when my wife climaxed. Tyrone grunted behind her and exploded deep inside.

		He pulled out slowly, and Judith caught his cock in her mouth. She licked the combination of her husband’s cum and my wife’s thick lubrication, before sucking what she could straight from Karina’s pussy.

		My wife squealed again, her body rigid. I came in my trunks, embarrassed by my enjoyment of the show and jealous because I hadn’t been part of it.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		The message on Karina’s phone was short. As brief as it was, the impact on me was immense.

		

		[Marshall] I’m being paroled Monday. Pick me up at noon.

		

		I sat down heavily. I guessed Karina had known I’d been able to read her text messages; she’d known I’d read this one. She might even know how depressed I was and how I wondered what I’d do without her. Karina was going to be his again, and there would be no room for me. I’d been a pleasant diversion for a while, but Marshall was back, and if he wanted her, she’d go. I didn’t doubt that for a second.

		I wasn’t going to fight him again. He’d been in prison, and I didn’t know enough about fighting dirty. Although Ian hadn’t let scruples stop him from teaching me, I just hadn’t been interested.

		No, the decision would be Karina’s to make. What I could do was to make sure she knew how much I loved her.

		“We have an off-site meeting Monday. I won’t be back until Tuesday,” Karina announced nervously. Or maybe it was just my imagination that she was nervous. Maybe she was too excited to trust herself.

		My breath went out of me, and I slumped in my chair. My wife was lying already.

		“Okay, I guess,” Karina turned to leave the room, but I called after her. “I love you, Karina.”

		She turned to give me a funny look. “I love you, too.”

		“I love you more than anyone else possibly could. You mean everything to me, and I’d die for you.”

		“What a strange thing to say.”

		I didn’t bother going into the bedroom to watch her pack. I didn’t want to torture myself.

		It was an uncomfortable evening. I wanted to make love to her, but she was full of excuses, and I felt defeated.

		The next morning Karina kissed me on the cheek and was gone. I didn’t bother calling her at her office. They would have just told me she was out sick, or some such excuse.

		I went out for a late lunch to the same restaurant, in the same hotel, where we’d met him the first time. I took the booth one down and sat with my back to the same booth where we’d met him years earlier.

		I had to wait almost two hours before they came in. I heard Karina giggling behind my back, but I didn’t turn to look.

		“You’re really feisty, Marshall.”

		“I haven’t had a decent meal in a long time, and I haven’t had any pussy either.”

		“Oh, Marshall, I’m married.” I couldn’t tell if Karina was kidding with him.

		“Don’t give me that shit.”

		Karina’s voice caught. “You are horny.”

		“Eat fast; we have a room reserved.”

		They did eat fast, or at least Marshall did. Karina wanted to talk about old times, but Marshall had a different idea. “I’ll eat, you suck my dick.”

		Karina answered in a playful tone, “I can’t do …oops.” Followed by wet sounds and my wife’s soft moans.

		I felt beaten, betrayed, and my prick was brutally stiff. I had one hand in my lap, squeezing my erection when the waitress came with more iced tea.

		“Will that be all?” She was looking at my hand before glancing in the booth behind me. She gave me a knowing look and quickly wrote her name and phone number on the back of my check. “If there’s anything I can do, just let me know.”

		I gave her a big tip.

		I planned to slip out the back way so I wouldn’t have to walk past the booth. My plan didn’t work.

		“Michael,” his voice still boomed. Karina’s wide, frightened eyes appeared over the back of the booth. “We’re going upstairs, and you need to join us. Shit, it’s what you want to do anyway.”

		I stood frozen. My eyes were probably a big around as Karina’s. Then her frightened look changed to a knowing smile. I felt my shoulders fall, and I looked at the carpet.

		The waitress walked in front of me to pick up the little aluminum box with my signed credit card slip in it.

		“Thank you, sir,” her hand brushed the front of my pants on her way past. She was smiling.

		I didn’t know what I wanted to do most. Turn and run, follow them up to Marshall’s suite or fuck the hell out of the waitress. I followed the happy couple meekly to the elevator.

		“How did it feel hearing your wife suck my cock in the restaurant?” Marshall was smirking. I wanted to wipe the smirk off his face. I should have fucked the waitress.

		Instead, I just shrugged.

		“You’ve got nothing to say, Michael? I’ve been away all this time and your wife can’t wait to go down on me. That has to hurt,” Karina was plastered against him, her hand on his cock.

		“Please, go easy on him, Marshall.” I heard her whisper.

		“Nah. Michael doesn’t want me to go easy. He’s into the pain, aren’t you, Michael?”

		This time I just stared at him. Karina looked embarrassed.

		“Start taking your clothes off,” Marshall told her.

		Karina’s face reddened, and she unfastened the three buttons holding her blouse together. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her nipples were hard and excited.

		She shrugged off her blouse just as the elevator stopped and the door opened. An older couple waiting in the foyer were surprised by the two men and the half-naked blushing woman. The old man stared a little too long and hard and had to rush to catch the lift, with the old woman already aboard.

		“Now the skirt,” Marshall directed.

		Karina kept her head down and unzipped her skirt. Marshall wrapped his bear-like arm around her from the front and rotated her, as her skirt fell to the elevator floor, her nude body was facing the couple.

		The old man’s eyes seemed to bug out. Even the old lady was interested. Neither had probably seen a waxed pussy.

		Karina’s breasts wobbled as we walked down the hallway. I hoped we wouldn’t meet any more people, and I also hoped we would.

		Once inside the suite, Marshall pointed to the same chair I’d spent a night in years ago and pinned my wife to the wall. He held her arms above her head by the wrists and kissed her hard, his knee between her legs pushing against her wet pussy.

		“Have you missed my cock?” He growled.

		“You know I have.” Karina’s voice was barely above a whisper.

		“Tell pencil-dick.”

		Karina’s eyes opened, and it seemed like she was struggling with herself. Marshall kissed her again and jammed his knee even harder against her crotch.

		“I really missed his cock, Michael. I’m so, so sorry.”

		I didn’t say anything. I just let her see the hurt on my face. I felt every inch the cuckold. But I couldn’t deny the strength of my erection to myself.

		Marshall sat on the couch across from me, Karina was between his knees pulling his cock out of his pants. She’d stripped off what remained of her clothing. Her boobs looked swollen.

		Marshall’s cock looked fat and heated. A great slab of meat. It pulsed, a big thing alive separately from him like it had a life of its own. It rested on his immense balls. Karina’s pussy was dripping like a porn star.

		“I need it. I need your cock inside me, Marshall.”

		Karina sucked as much of him into her mouth as would fit. Her mouth stretched painfully.

		“I’m going to fuck her, Michael,” he was challenging me. “I don’t give a shit if she’s your wife, this time I don’t plan on letting her go. What are you going to do about it?”

		My breath rushed out of me, and my heart made a hard thump in my chest. Blood rushed in my ears, masking other sounds. When I looked back, Marshall was speaking but I couldn’t hear anything. I shook my head to clear it.

		“I love my wife.”

		He smiled at me like he didn’t give a shit. He pulled my wife up, kissed her and mangled her breast. Karina groaned and pushed her chest into his hand.

		“She’s going to enjoy herself so much she’ll forget all about your cuckold ass. You’re seeing her for the last time, so I’m going to do you a favor.” I could feel my face burning. I was so hard my cock was making a tent in my pants. “I’m going to fuck her so you can watch, close up this time.”

		Karina groaned. Her hand was on her clitoris and she was staring at Marshall’s hardening cock.

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		Karina snapped the handcuffs on me and whispered in my ear. “I’m sorry, Michael. I need it, that’s why we’re here.”

		I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to say we shouldn’t do it; we should just leave. I said nothing.

		When my wife pulled my pants off, my cock was sticking straight up. It seemed small compared to Marshall’s. A small drop of pre-cum formed on the tip.

		Karina smiled and dragged her breast over my pee hole to collect the drop of pre-cum on her nipple. She pulled her boob to her mouth and licked the drop of cum with the tip of her pink tongue. I’d never seen her suck her own breast. I’d had no idea she could do it. Karina smiled devilishly at me.

		“It feels good when I suck my nipple. There are a few things I can do you don’t know about.”

		Marshall was smirking again. He was naked, and I could tell he’d put on muscle in prison and that he’d collected a few interesting tattoos. I particularly liked the swastika.

		He didn’t even try to prepare my wife for the assault on her cunt. Karina spread her legs on the large couch so Marshall could kneel between them. He just pushed the meaty head of his giant cock between her labia and fell forward, jamming it inside. Karina yelled, and her lubrication made a wet spot on the fabric.

		He pulled back and then shoved himself roughly back inside. This time Karina was wetter, and he went in more easily. She screamed with each breath. Not in pain, although it had to hurt. She was screaming in desire. His large cock was touching something inside her.

		“Oh, Marshall. Yes …yes.” Her belly and thighs were shaking uncontrollably, and she squealed in orgasm for the first time.

		“You whore, Karina.” He pounded harder, drawing his massive cock all the way out of my wife’s vagina before shoving it back inside her with all his strength. The hard smacks of his body against her sounded like fleshy thunder.

		“Oh yes …oh god oh god oh god …give me more …Marshall,” Karina seemed to be only conscious of the sensations inside her. She wasn’t thinking; she was lost to the shameless, degrading pleasure flooding her body.

		They fucked for a long time. I was impressed that Marshall could hold off for so long after being locked up. His cock was all the way inside my wife, and his bare stomach pressed against her bright red ‘Marshall’ tattoo.

		He stopped and sat on the couch, his cock looking like a baseball bat between his legs. His body was covered in a light coating of sweat. He was smiling.

		My wife sat on his lap backward, so she was facing me. Her hand wouldn’t fit all the way around his thick, wide cock. She lined it up with her spread labia and sat down on it, hard and fast.

		Her mouth hung open, and she stared at me through half-closed eyes. Marshall’s cock had disappeared entirely inside my wife’s tight pussy.

		“So good, Michael. He fills me so good.” She was groaning.

		Marshall held her up by her hips and pounded her from below. Karina squealed. My wife’s labia spread so wide her pierced clitoris looked like a tiny cock.

		My painfully hard erection was leaking a continuous stream of pre-cum. It ran down the side of my cock and pooled on my balls before dripping between my legs. I stared at my wife’s cunt, hoping I’d come. I felt sorry for myself; it didn’t help.

		“You’re mine, aren’t you, Karina?” Marshall said, loud enough for me to hear.

		“No, Marshall. Please …don’t.” My wife looked frantic.

		“Okay,” and he started lifting her off his massive prick.

		“Marshall …stop,” he held her still, just the head of his cock remaining inside her vagina.

		“I’m yours, Marshall …I’m sorry, Michael …I need this,” Karina was crying and trying to get him to fuck her again, doing both at the same time.

		“Tell him …don’t tell me …I already know.”

		“I’m Marshall’s now…he owns me …again,” Marshall started fucking my wife hard and her voice trailed off into a series of grunts and groans. She squealed loudly, once, and then again. Her entire body was shaking in orgasm.

		“I’m going to come inside your pussy, are you watching Michael? Are you watching me flood your woman?”

		Marshall pulled his cock out just far enough for me to see the thick cord along the bottom start to pump. Once, twice, hard. Then again and again. Cream-colored cum ran out of my wife’s vagina. His cock was still pumping more cum than she could hold.

		Karina’s loud, ear-splitting squeal broke my concentration. It seemed as though her entire body was climaxing. Her orgasm continued for a long time, longer than the pumping of Marshall’s cock, her pussy was grossly distended and purple looking.

		Marshall dumped my wife on the carpet while she was still coming. She lay on her side, jerking, his sperm still spilling out of her.

		Marshall leered at me until her contractions stopped, and she gasped for breath. Drops of cum fell from his hideous cock onto her beautiful blonde hair.

		He tossed the key to my handcuffs. They hit the door and slid to the ground.

		“Unlock yourself, drop the handcuffs and keys and leave.” He had something in his hand.

		I looked down at my wife for a long time, and she was smiling. I finally got up and bent down for the key on my way out. When I opened the door, four guys with swastika tattoos on their necks were just getting ready to knock. They pushed their way inside and closed the door behind themselves, leaving me locked out.

		I stood quietly in the luxurious hotel hallway, my cock throbbing madly in my pants, and I beat myself up for leaving the woman I loved. I vaguely heard a rough male voice through the thick door.

		“Look what Marshall got for us.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		

		We were finished again. I’d never see Karina again except in some lawyer’s office during the divorce. I was sure she’d start the proceedings because I’d never give up on her.

		I drank myself silly that night. At one point, I called Judith.

		“She’s with …Marshall …she’s his now,” my words slurred. Judith offered to come over to take care of me. I wouldn’t let her.

		I woke groaning when someone knocked on the door and rang the bell. I yelled for them to go away when they started pounding. I wasn’t in the mood for visitors.

		I didn’t come to until someone shook me, hard.

		“What the fuck?” I was angry.

		“Michael, it’s me.” Karina looked like hell. She was wearing a green garbage bag as a dress, and her face was whisker burned, her hair clumped with dried sperm.

		“Why aren’t you with Marshall?” my head hurt like hell.

		“He’s not my husband, you are. I don’t love him; I love you.”

		“But last night?”

		“It was a mistake, a huge fucking mistake.” Karina started to snivel, and I couldn’t understand a word she said. Just parts of words and sounds. She looked incredibly sad.

		I tried to hold her, but she pushed me away and took a deep breath. “I’m not worthy of you. I know you want me to leave now, and I will. I just wanted to tell you how incredibly selfish I was, and I’m sorry.”

		I was a lot stronger than my wife, and this time, I held her. She fought me, of course, and she never did settle into my arms.

		Hours later, Karina had showered until we ran out of hot water, then she’d scrubbed herself again. I caught sight of her abused pussy. They’d been hard on her.

		“What happened?”

		“I won’t tell you.”

		“Why?”

		“Because you’ll try to get even after your hard-on goes down.”

		Ouch. I guess I deserved that, except I had been erect since I’d arrived home the night before.

		“He told me I had to leave you. My life was with him from now on. He humiliated me with his prison buddies. I had to …I had to explain in detail what a dirty slut I was.” Karina’s chin was trembling, “And they did things.”

		“Why can’t I get even with the asshole?” I was angry.

		“Because I wasn’t lying to them, I was telling them the truth and because …oh, Michael. Because I enjoyed doing it, until the sun came up and I realized something; something important.” Karina looked away; tears were running silently down her cheeks. She didn’t seem to notice.

		“Will you help me pack?” Karina asked.

		“Where would you go?”

		“I’ll leave you alone; I’ll find a place. You can’t want me anymore, not after this.”

		“Give it a few days before you make any decisions. You may change your mind.” I offered.

		“About what?”

		“I don’t want you to go, so you may change your mind about leaving again. You’ve changed your mind before,” I reminded her. “Besides, you need to rest while your body heals.”

		Karina had been sitting with her legs apart. “I am sore.”

		I got her a bag we kept in the freezer for sprains and the like, we had several I’d used because of my lifting. Weight training can cause sore muscles, and training with Ian caused even more.

		I wrapped the icy bag in a towel and held it to her red, puffy pussy. “Oh, Christ. Are you trying to get even?”

		“Just hold it there for a minute,” I went to get some salve I knew wouldn’t sting and started rubbing it into her labia. Karina groaned, and her clitoris grew erect.

		“Michael?” she asked.

		“Just relax. I’m only trying to help.” My cock was so hard it hurt.

		I put the frozen bag, still wrapped in a towel, back against her pussy.

		Karina was weepy. She used both hands to hold the bag against herself.

		“Feel better?” I asked. She nodded without saying anything.

		I fixed her dinner and watched television. From time to time, I used more salve on her and freshened the cold compress.

		I loved watching her caress her abused cunt. I loved hearing her moan because it felt good. I loved knowing I was making her feel better.

		We went to bed early, and Karina insisted on sleeping in the guestroom. A few hours after her light went out, I woke to hear her crying. It sounded like a woman with a broken heart. Was it broken because she’d lost Marshall or because she thought she’d lost me?

		I sat on the edge of her bed and whispered that I needed to use the salve again. She nodded and turned on the light by the side of her bed. Wordlessly she took the covers off and spread her legs for me. I wasn’t using latex gloves, just my bare hand, but Karina never said anything.

		I spread the greasy ointment wherever she was red and gently over her labia and clitoris. Karina turned her head away from me; maybe she was ashamed when her pussy spasmed and her breathing caught.

		I gave her another frozen bag wrapped in a fresh towel before I went back to what was still, I hoped, our room.

		Still later, I heard her moaning in the adjoining bathroom. “It hurts when I try to pee.”

		There was nothing specific I could do for that, but I caressed her pussy again and gave her heat this time. Later, I heard her in the bathroom again, this time without pain.

		

	
		

		Chapter 18

		

		The next day was more of the same. I was very tender with her, and it made her cry harder. She even kissed me passionately. Like she meant it.

		“You’re sleeping with me tonight,” I told her as a statement.

		“No, I’m not.”

		We went around like that for a while. Until I grew tired of it and just picked her up, carried her upstairs, and dropped her on our bed. “Yes, you are.”

		Karina knew I lifted weights and that I was strong. I guess she never imagined I could carry her up a flight of stairs without even breathing hard. “I suppose one night wouldn’t hurt,” she said.

		I tried to hold her in the night, but she just laid in my arms, limp. If I had wanted to fuck her, it would have been okay. But she wasn’t going to do anything to help. I wanted to do it, but not right then and not like that. I just held her.

		“I’m not trying to fuck you. I love you. I want to do it, of course, but mostly I just want to hold you.”

		She seemed to smile in the dark. “Will you marry me, Michael?”

		“Yes.”

		“Good,” her head turned to me in the dark. “Will you fuck me in the ass?”

		I was surprised. “Yes. I’ll do anything you want me to do.”

		“Marshall’s never done that; besides, he wouldn’t fit.”

		“Oh, wow. I had no idea it would feel so good.” My wife was on her side, her ass held out for me. I’d lubricated as much as I thought necessary and then had added even more. She was caressing her clit, and her fingernails lightly scraped my balls. “Will you come with me?”

		“Yes.” I started a little early, but she soon joined me.

		“What do we do now?” It was the next morning, and Karina was drinking coffee when she suddenly asked me the most critical question.

		“I don’t know yet. Do you care anymore what happens to Marshall?”

		“No. Not anymore,” Karina laid her head on my shoulder. “Will you still love me if I’m not a hotwife anymore?”

		“Of course, but why wouldn’t you want to be a hotwife?”

		“I’m just asking.”

		“What if you could have some guy like Marshall, but not Marshall. Whenever you wanted with no strings?” I asked her.

		“Like, whenever I get really needy?”

		“Yes, just like that,” I answered.

		“Are you proposing?”

		“Yes.”

		“How do we find a guy like that, a Marshall who’s not Marshall?” She wondered.

		“Trial and error, baby. Trial and error.”

		“Sooner or later, I have to deal with Marshall.” Ian knew the entire story by then. The small Scot didn’t say anything; he mostly just listened and drank tea with milk. “I don’t think he’s just going to let her go this time, and he picked up some scary friends in prison.”

		“Anyone can be dealt with.” Ian had been SAS until he’d earned his pension. He could deal with anyone.

		“Why did you leave Scotland and come here?” I asked. It was something I’d always wondered.

		“The weather’s nicer. It’s cold, and it rains a lot in Scotland.”

		“But isn’t it more expensive here?”

		“Money’s not everything.” I looked at him in mock horror. A Scot who didn’t pinch pennies?

		Ian glared at me from the corner of his eye. “We’re not as cheap as people think we are.”

		I looked around his tiny dojo if I could call it a dojo. “You’re not lavish.”

		“Aye, but the sun shines a lot, and it never gets cold here. This place is heaven. Now, I’m going to help you, so what are we going to do?”

		“Kill him?” I suggested.

		“Killing him isn’t the problem,” Ian said. “Getting away with it – that’s the problem.”

		“Cut off his cock?”

		“Same set of problems, except with more blood and a witness.”

		“How do we discourage him, Ian. We don’t want to run away; we like it here too.”

		“I’ll watch him,” Ian stood up and brushed off his pants. “You and Karina will have to run away, at least for a time.”

		“You have a plan,” I said it like a statement of fact.

		“No, not yet. We need to watch Marshall, and he doesn’t know my students or me. Let’s start there.”

		Convincing Karina was easy. Marshall had been calling and texting with increased agitation. He’d even showed up at the house when I hadn’t been there.

		It was hot driving across the desert to Las Vegas. Karina read a Ben Boswell book on her Kindle in the car, Annual Leave. She made me fuck her in a rest area when she got to a good part. She made me fuck her again when she got to a better part. I ordered all of Boswell’s books for her as soon as we were in the hotel room.

		Following Marshall must have been easy. He wasn’t expecting to be tailed, and he never saw the small, elderly looking Scotsman.

		“The man isn’t clever, Michael,” Ian was on the telephone. “I can’t believe he ran a real company.”

		“Don’t make me wait.”

		“He and his friends are running women, selling some of them. He seems to believe that once he gives them drugs and fucks them, they’ll do anything for him, even leave their husbands to be his whore.”

		“It’s working, isn’t it,” I said.

		“A couple of times it has,” Ian sounded sad.

		“What about the other times?”

		“Mostly, he hurts them and takes pictures and videos of them tied up, punished, and such,” Ian was angry. “He likes hurting them, and his prison buddies are even worse than he is. The pictures end up sent to their husbands, making it impossible for any of the women to go home.”

		We talked some more before Ian told me the rest. “One of my students is a rookie cop. They’ve never seen Marshall, or any of his people, with an officer or anyone of importance.”

		“Now what?”

		“Now nothing. The FBI’s here because of the kidnapping, and the locals are helping them.”

		Karina collapsed on the bed when I told her. “Is that what he was going to do with me?” her voice was breaking up.

		“How do you feel about that?” I felt like a fake psychologist out of the movies.

		Karina’s face was hard to read. “The truth,” I insisted.

		“Promise you won’t leave me.”

		“I’ve already made that promise, and I won’t hate you.”

		“My feelings are all over the place. I wouldn’t have ever wanted to be Marshall’s whore, but sometimes I miss the way he …you know. It’s exciting to be someone’s little fuck hole they can loan to other men whenever they want.”

		I quickly picked her up and stood her in front of her closet. “Take off your clothes.”

		“No …what, Michael. You can’t tell me what to do.”

		I clutched the hem of her dress by her collar and ripped the dress off her back. Karina’s body rocked, and she was left standing in front of me, her arms pressed over her boobs. Sometimes she forgot how strong I am.

		“If you make me rip your panties off, it’ll hurt.” Karina rapidly stripped her panties down her legs.

		I was pulling outfits off the hangers, the most outrageously revealing thing I could find. The black dress with the elongated hole cut out of the center, exposing the bottom of her right breast and the nipple down to the top of her pubic bone. If she hadn’t been waxed smooth, her pubic hair would have been visible. As it was, the red heart “Marshall” tattoo stood out. I made sure the tiny remote vibrator was working.

		“Tonight, you’re my whore.”

		Karina’s eyes were bright when we left the room for the disco.

		

		Please visit my blog for even more fun at https://thomasrobertsauthor.com

		

		Don’t forget to leave a review!

		

		

		

		Other Hotwife Books by Thomas Roberts

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost!

		Book 1 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

		William committed professional suicide when he took his dead-end job. Overworked, underpaid, and forced to put up with his a-hole boss, all he could look forward to was drinking himself into oblivion. That was until he met Kristen. Bubbly and beautiful, she became the light in his darkness. No more lonely nights spent in dive bars and hooking up with strangers, he knew he'd found the one. She even shared his fetish for hotwifing. But as this loving couple give in to their darkest desires, can their marriage survive its ultimate test? Will's big black boss wants Kristen all to himself... and she won't say no!

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost Again!

		Book 2 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

		Will and Kristen finally take the honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since their last hotwife adventure and neither is sure where to go from this point. Once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon isn’t always just for two. Larry, Will's big black boss, is on the island as well, and he won't be satisfied until he's cuckolded Will again. It turns out paradise can be found or lost... depending on who you’re with!

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Finally Won!

		Book 3 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

		Kristen and Justine explore their hot new lesbian relationship. Things get out of hand when they attend a Ladies’ Only strip club, and Kristen finds herself living out her favorite fantasy—being held captive by a gang of horny black men while she satisfies their every perverse need. Will is aroused beyond belief by the sight. Can he find a way to win her back before it’s too late?

		

		Katie’s Hotwife Awakening

		Book 1 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

		

		Katie loves Mack even though he’s very small “down there.” She only has one stipulation when they get married: if she ever meets her favorite actor, she can have a wild no-holds-barred affair with him. Mack agrees, then is stunned when a gorgeous lookalike enters their lives. Can he keep his marriage intact when he learns that Katie’s wild fling won’t be just a one-night stand?

		

		Katie’s Hotwife Reawakening

		Book 2 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

		

		Katie absolutely loved banging her sexy movie star, Brad Peterson! Now she’s so desperate to experience more explosive climaxes, not even pregnancy can stop her from experimenting with huge sex toys and wild public orgies. Then Brad returns, and poor Mack must helplessly watch as his sexy wife gleefully cuckolds him again!

		

		Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story

		

		When Carlo, a mob fix-it man, finds out his wife has been kidnapped, he assumes it’s payback for a job. Little does he know, the gang of black men who took his wife has no interest in retaliation. Their interests lie strictly in pleasure. Specifically, the pleasure that comes from reprogramming captive white wives and turning them into insatiable sex slaves! When Carlo is taken by the same group of men, he’s forced to watch his wife degrade herself for her captors. Will Carlo lose her completely to her newfound fetish and lifestyle, or is their marriage beyond saving?

		

		A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal

		

		After a laboratory meltdown, Ryan is forced to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his wife Carrie, a woman just discovering her sexuality, four months is an eternity. Watching as they pleasure themselves through glass just isn’t enough! Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who gives her a professional Brazilian and an ace of spades tattoo, and Ryan discovers how much he loves to watch—and then participate!

		

		Brianna's Hotwife Offering

		

		Brianna's stunning beauty is captivating, but no one can shatter her ice-queen reserve until she falls in love with Connor during an unexpected cross-country trip. But Brianna will never be satisfied with just one man. Can Connor accept her voracious hotwife lusts as she seduces both men and women right in front of him?

		

		Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife

		

		Jimmy and Annette grew up together, so it seemed only natural for them to marry. They were the perfect couple... until the stress of Jimmy's police work made him impotent. When Jimmy discovers a video of his wife having sex with a black man, he's shocked and hurt. Even more shockingly, he becomes aroused! With newfound confidence (and an eagerness to explore his new fetish), Jimmy sets out to win his wife back.

		

		Sex Addict Hotwife

		

		Linda has a problem. She's always turned on! Despite being in love with her husband, Linda's constant arousal compels her to have sex with other people—sometimes even in front of him! When she's introduced to Roger, her husband's billionaire client, the man is eager to make a deal. He's just the lover to satisfy Linda's carnal appetites and he wants her all to himself for a week. When it's over, can Linda return to her loving husband? If she does, will she stay?

		

		A BBC Bull’s Tale

		

		By day, Darryl is a floor manager in a manufacturing plant. By night, he’s a Bull: a seriously buff black stud who lives to service married white women. It’s amazing how many of their cuckold husbands want to watch! As word spreads about his talent, Darryl finds himself in increasing demand… and then he falls in love! How far will this Bull go to satisfy his own needs and desires?

		

		My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures

		

		Erica can’t understand why her husband looks at erotic websites. Why does he ogle other naked women when he can look at her? He’s particularly fascinated with hotwife movies, and he won’t stop pushing until he can watch her having screaming hot sex with a massive BBC bull! Will she give in to his perverse desires? Does she really have any choice?

		

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the Challenge

		Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

		When Hunter and Lexi’s relationship gets stale, he suggests spicing things up with a Dare Bucket. Half the dares are intensely sexual. Once a week, they draw a random card… and the racy hotwife excitement begins! Can Lexi handle a thrilling affair with a stunning dark lesbian while she’s being roughly used by a sexy black bull?

		

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge

		Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

		The Dare Bucket Challenge continues! Willie, Lexi’s gorgeous BBC lover, takes her bareback in a crowded bar, and shares her with another man. Then she discovers an antique trunk filled with old bondage gear, and the Challenges veers into new directions. Can she survive being gangbanged by Willie and his big black--and very horny--friends?

		

		Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker Gangbang

		Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

		Hotwife Lexi is at it again when her sexy BBC lover takes her in exciting new ways that leave her dazzled with raw passion. But her eager cuckold husband wants to give her even more excitement and arranges for her favorite rock band to gangbang her backstage! Lexi even seduces a young lesbian virgin into her erotic lifestyle. How much lusty sex can even horny Lexi handle?

		

		My Smutty Hotwife Confessions

		

		Brooke is an innocent when she marries one of her college instructors, but James wants a sexy, exciting hotwife: a woman who will call the shots and let him watch her on video chat as she has affairs with other men--and other women. Brooke is taken by a virile roughneck and a horny English lady before finally succumbing to her exciting alpha male black boss.

		

		My Illicit Hotwife Gangbang

		

		Beverly tells us how her husband seems more interested in his smartphone than in her and how she flirted outrageously with a black man in the bar. Soon she's in his room having raunchy sex while her shocked and excited husband watches. Now hooked on BBC, she tells us how it feels to be driven to repeated orgasms by them. Her fun continues with a group of young black men and a visit to a dirty country bar where she becomes the guest of honor at another special party.

		

		Naughty BBC Hotwife Adventures #1

		

		These three sexy hotwives have one thing in common: a craving for BBC, sometimes with more than one black man at a time! Their shocked husbands watch in erotic ecstasy as their marital relationships are threatened—and their horny wives fulfill their overpowering desires. Three of my favorite books available at one time.

		

		Hotwife Voyeur Resort

		Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

		When Bill and Mary discover that one of their close friends loves watching his wife having sex with other men, their erotic imaginations go wild. Soon they’re fantasizing about Mary having sex with total strangers. Then Bill discovers a resort that caters to hotwives and voyeuristic husbands! Will their marriage survive when their most exciting erotic fantasies start to come true?

		

		The Sybian Explosion

		Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

		The Hotwife Resort was the most exciting place in the world! “No holds barred” took on a whole new meaning when Mary enjoyed explosive sex with hot black studs while her husband eagerly watched. Now she can’t forget those intensely erotic memories. In desperation, she finds satisfaction on a Sybian machine, and encourages her girlfriends to take a ride on the wild side while her husband watches!

		

		Billionaire’s Reluctant Hotwife

		Book 1 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

		When Tania’s first husband tried to coerce her into being a hotwife, she wanted nothing to do with the lifestyle. But over time, the idea of being roughly taken by sexy well-hung black men began to intrigue her. When she mentioned it to her new husband, he was enthralled. Now Tania’s about to get more than she bargained for when her devious ex-husband promises her to a vicious outlaw gang!

		

		Billionaire’s Captive Hotwife

		Book 2 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

		Gorgeous Tania has just discovered the delights of being a devoted husband’s hotwife when her treacherous ex-husband pledges her to the BaMa, a ruthless gang of thugs, as collateral for his gambling debts. They don’t care that she’s Tim’s wife now; she belongs to them. After they have their own fun, they’ll sell her to the highest bidder! Can Tania escape before she’s ravished by all of them?

		

		Billionaire’s Defiant Hotwife

		Book 3 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

		When sexy hotwife Tania is captured by the ruthless BaMa gang, she her lover, Sarah, are thrown into a dank jail cell. Then she’s taken and violently used by Bear, their powerful and grotesque leader. Can her devoted husband’s team of hand-picked mercenaries rescue her in time? Or…now that she’s finally experienced ultimate fulfillment…will she even want to be rescued?

		

		The Hotwife Hooker: A Hotwife Fairytale

		

		An innocent fantasy becomes so much more! Jennifer has no idea how her life will change when she discovers some racy hotwife movies and books. Suddenly she’s obsessed with becoming a hotwife! But things get way out of control when her husband uneasily suggests she pretend to be a hooker and he’ll be her eager john. Instead of meeting him as planned, why has she taken off with three huge black men?

		

		Truth or Dare

		Book 3 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

		The no-holds-barred Hotwife Resort caters to men yearning to watch their wives having sex with other men…and women. Amanda and Josh think they know what they’re getting into—until they play Extremely Erotic Truth and Dare with two other couples and one well-endowed black man. But when Amanda falls hard for her sexy bull, it breaks Josh’s heart. Can he find a way to win her back?

		

		Hotwife Karina: Shared

		

		Michael’s new job just has one catch: He has to share his wife with the boss! Knowing Karina’s having mind-blowing sex leaves him hurt, jealous, and unbearably aroused…especially since he’s not even allowed to watch as his gorgeous wife is gradually stolen from him. When Marshall shows her off as his date, he knows he can never be her public husband again. How can he manage to win her back again? 

		

		Seduced by Her Husband’s Bullying Boss

		

		I can’t help myself around my husband’s bullying boss…whatever he wants from me, he takes. Then he demanded I take off my wet panties in the middle of a crowded dance floor when my husband was only a few feet away. I didn’t expect him to show them to Todd and brag about what he planned to do to me! Why does the possibility of getting caught excite me so much?

		

		Corrupting The Innocent Bride

		

		Emily’s bachelorette party gets a whole lot wilder than anyone expected, especially her fiancé! Sure, they'd shared their mutual fantasies about her being taken hard and unprotected by multiple men while he watched. But they never really expected it to happen…did they? Then the sexy Las Vegas strippers arrive, and all hell breaks loose! Will their love survive?

		

		The Ambitious Hotwife Newscaster

		

		We know who Savana is--we’ve all seen her on cable news. She’s beautiful, single, and smart. Her voice alone could seduce almost any man. But few people know she’s actually a married hotwife. Even fewer people know her husband watches over the internet as she’s taken hard by both sexes. She’s sexy, famous, and available, but all she really wants is the man she married.

		

		My Stripper Hotwife

		

		He heard clothing being stripped off, and his wife moaning. Knowing men were excited by her beautiful body fulfilled a need deep inside her, an insatiable lust to be taken and used. He’d started this, but how long can Ryan battle his own jealousy, rage, and hot longing while she’s taken hard and fast by multiple hot studs?

		

		Hotwife Brittany: Ravished in the Jungle

		

		Brittany and I were the perfect suburban couple until she took a high-paying engineering job in the jungle. Her rugged black assistant, Amare, already had several wives, but he wanted to add a beautiful sexy blonde to his collection. Now I can only watch her online as she gives herself to another man—until she needs rescuing from roving gangs.

		

		Used and Abused by the Mob

		

		Doug wasn’t the smartest guy in the world, but he was loyal to the mayor. That was enough to get him a job with the city and his own office. He didn’t pay enough attention to his wife while he took good care of the boss. Candy was beautiful, naïve, and innocent. Her libido was raging, and she needed her husband and then she met a blue-eyed, handsome Russian. Things were going well with Doug, handling the contracts for the city, until something went wrong, and he was faced with a choice. Let the mobster Vladimir have his wife until the problem was fixed, or else. Doug didn’t like to think about the ‘or else.’ It would hurt and it would be permanent. These guys didn’t mess around. But before he could decide, Candy had decided for him. “Please don’t hurt my husband. We’ll do anything you want. I’ll go with you.” What did they do to Candy? Was Doug able to rescue her or would she go to work in the mob owned whorehouse?
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