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THIS IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION.  Any resemblance to persons living or deal is accidental and damned amazing.  THIS WORK IS NOT MEANT FOR ANY PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18.
 
The hotwife genre appeals to me. These are the books I like to read and these are the stories I like to tell, so thank you to the people who read my books.
 
Be warned, there is sex in this book, lots of it. If that offends you, please don’t read any further. But if you are looking for a fun, dirty read. This is it.
 
** This book was previously titled “I Bet My Wife – The Beginning” **
 



Prologue
 
It was a very long weekend for me as I watched my wife get ready to pay off the bet I’d lost. She’d be staying with Larry, my black boss, for an entire week. A week in which he could do anything he wanted with her.
Kristen went out Saturday to have her pussy waxed and to have her hair done. On Sunday, she packed all her beauty products—but no clothing—and she was ready to go.
That day she gave me a present, a box so nicely wrapped it even had a bow. Inside was a soft vibrator. It was shaped to fit against a man’s cock and inside his tight underwear. The bulbous head would nestle against the sensitive underside of my cock while its long tail curved down the length of my shaft and (depending on how soft I was) against my balls. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do with this, and I looked at her in confusion.
“Put it on honey,” she instructed. “Just stick it under your cock and hold everything in place with your tighty whities.” It wasn’t difficult to get into place; it fit my cock perfectly, even the bend in it was in just the right place. It was very soft and could be bent to fit me in any situation.
“Now,” she said, picking up her cell phone, “I have installed this app on my phone, and every time I press it…the vibrator will turn on.” I just about jumped out of my underwear when my cock started to vibrate. After I settled down I had to admit, it felt very good.
“So, what I’m going to do is press this button and vibrate your cock whenever Larry and I are having sex.” Kristen beamed at me. “And, if I hold the button…” (when she demonstrated this again, the vibrations became almost unbearably intense), “…you’ll know that it’s really good and that I’m cumming. I want you to wear this vibrator the entire time I’m at Larry’s house. There’s an extra box of batteries in there for you, just in case.”
I wanted to cry. It would have been the wrong thing to do and I knew it. Not only was I giving my wife to a man I hated, a man with a legendary prick, but she was so into it that she wanted me to know whenever he fucked her. Whenever he fucked my wife!
I acted like I was enjoying it all, but I felt something break inside me.



Chapter 1
 
I graduated from college with a degree in accounting and was hired for my first job by an accounting firm in San Francisco. My new employer even moved me from the other side of the country in exchange for signing a three-year commitment and a non-disclosure agreement. The three-year commitment said that if I left within that time frame I had to pay back the costs of moving me. The only out was if I was fired without cause or something happened to the company. The NDA should have been my first clue that something was wrong. They did offer the incentive of paying for the move if I signed but, really, the Bay Area has no shortage of first rate universities. So why was my new employer willing to recruit someone from thousands of miles away and fresh out of school?
The firm had beautiful office space in the heart of San Francisco’s financial district. First-class mahogany wood everywhere, great offices with views of the Bay, a receptionist that gave me dirty thoughts…but it was all an illusion. The receptionist wouldn’t give the time of day to anyone below Vice-Presidential level, and the office where I worked was just one big room equipped with old steel desks and a linoleum floor. It was so many floors below the main reception area that it might as well have been the basement. I guess the theory was that, if you lasted, you would eventually be promoted higher in the building.
The reality was that most people quit long before that could happen. A senior partner had to die—or be indicted—before there was an opening. No senior partner wanted to promote anybody that would further diminish the size of the executive bonus pool.
My entire job was doing the work of those senior members of the firm, checking work that they’d done (on the fly, after drinking their lunch) or work that had been farmed out to associates who were senior to us. It was mind-numbing and demeaning. I was in a new city where I didn’t know anybody, in a job that was not as advertised, with a boss who was a narcissistic prick.
He was a charming narcissistic prick when he wanted to be, which was why I took the job in the first place. Of all the pompous jerks I interviewed with, I felt like I could talk to him. I looked forward to his phone calls!
Later I learned that Larry had these conversations all scripted out. He’d talk about such and such on the first call, a certain number of days later he’d call again and talk about so and so. Never mentioning the job directly, he’d just ask how the search was going and cast a shadow of doubt on each prospective employer. “They’re pretty good, but I heard a rumor that they were going to be acquired.” It was something to make me wonder if maybe Larry was the right pick—my new best friend, looking out for my interests.
He never missed an opportunity to let me know how connected and powerful he was. He told me about the huge deals he’d done, the companies he’d run, the people he knew, the country clubs he belonged to. He let me know he’d been drafted by “the Pros,” and not just because he was a big black guy. He told me about the important people that had worked for him. I found out that, while some of what he said was true, he didn’t know anything about the work we did. He couldn’t do it, but he presented that as a strength, not a weakness.
He was good at projecting a powerful image, at memorizing important-sounding buzz words and throwing them into conversation. Since they often had nothing to do with our work and were used in the wrong context, they simply confused people.
But, back to his recruiting. He’d wait another week and call again to talk about his dog, or your dog, sports, or whatever the script called for. Again he’d ask about the search, which he’d already sabotaged. He was easy to talk with, funny, personable. I’ve since learned that many narcissists are like that—chameleons, able to adapt their persona to obtain whatever they want in the moment. Larry was a master because he did his homework and he had no conscience. He even bragged that he slept with most of the married employees’ wives—at least the ones he found attractive. He claimed he could get any woman he wanted.
By the time I met Kristen, I didn’t care for the company. I didn’t like their poor reputation and I hated Larry. I had no respect for the guy. I’d sit at my desk and ask myself, what have I done? I was stuck for three years getting experience that would not be valued by any other company. My new boss—my new best friend—was totally insane. He would yell at me, make senseless accusations, accuse me of mistakes that happened long before I started at the company, even blame me for mistakes he made.
All of this was accompanied by swearing and sometimes physical threats. He threw things, including personal objects, off my desk. It turned out, this was his normal behavior. A week later he’d take credit for the work that had “been an embarrassment to me personally,” the last time he lowered himself to talk to me.
I talked to my family and even to my college friends before I realized that I couldn’t expect any real help, just condolences and happy sounds from my mother. I was becoming seriously depressed. I needed a lifeline.



Chapter 2
 
Worse than anything, perhaps, was my love life. I didn’t have one. I couldn’t get past the depression I was in, and when I did get past it for a night, I couldn’t perform. I couldn’t do three years like this. I’d either need to sell my soul and become the person I hated or fight it every day, which would ruin me emotionally. I had to find something to do when I wasn’t at work and basically stop giving a shit. That was what most of my co-workers seemed to be doing. Why work 60 or 70 hours a week, when you only had to do 40? They couldn’t fire me because then they’d lose the money they spent moving me.
So I did the only logical thing: I started drinking. Not serious falling down, sleeping-in-the-gutter drinking—San Francisco had enough people like that already—but far more drinking and staying out late than was good for me. On the plus side, I did meet a whole new class of people. A better class, as it turned out. I even had some dates with women who were partying as much or more than I was. Those are the women one tends to meet in a bar or a club (aside from the hookers, that is). 
Bars are everywhere, so I became more familiar with the city, and the people I met lived all over town. Some of the guys whose paths I’d crossed turned out to be decent people. Fun to talk sports with or just hang out with.
It was about this time that I met Jill, a good-looking woman with some serious issues. We met in a club, and I was just gone enough that I joined her on the dance floor. She smiled at me and started wiggling her body and rubbing against me. In the crush of people dancing shoulder to shoulder, we could do almost anything—and some people did.
Jill started dancing with her back to me and reached back to guide my hands around her waist. She wiggled her ass and my erection grew in seconds. She seemed to like that; she pushed back harder and wiggled more before moving my hands up to cup her breasts through her thin top. I looked around to see if we were being noticed, and through the flashing lights I spotted one women with her dress pulled up in the back and her panties apparently gone. The guy behind her looked like he was fucking her while she made out with a woman in front. We were all fucking with our clothing on as it was, in the middle of the dance floor. Most of the crowd was, if not actually doing it, doing a good job of faking it. I saw uncovered breasts and bare legs wherever I looked.
I shouted in her ear, asking what her name was. That was her excuse to turn around, put her mouth to my ear, and ask if I wanted to fuck her. I nodded yes, since shouting, “Sure I’d love to fuck you, thanks for asking!” didn’t seem like the right thing to do. Jill smiled and started taking off her blouse. I was afraid she meant right there, but she had some sort of camisole on which clearly showed her rock-hard nipples. 
When we stopped to get another drink, Jill slipped my hand under her very short skirt. We were standing shoulder to shoulder in a huge crowd of people, and I was feeling a very wet and swollen vulva. Jill rubbed herself against my hand while we waited for our drinks, then suddenly stopped. Her eyes grew wide and then shut completely. She kissed me, hard, and when she pulled back all I could hear was, “Wow.”
She wanted my fingers, the ones that had been touching her. I followed her to one of the few empty booths as she sucked my fingers dry. We managed to make it without spilling our drinks. Jill laid back in the booth, pulled her skirt to her waist, and spread her legs. She used her fingers to spread herself open and to play with her already overstimulated clit. I’d only fantasized about a situation like this, never actually expecting it to happen. I didn’t see any option but to lay down on the bench seat of the booth on my stomach. The floor was so sticky that kneeling was out of the question. Jill smiled at me and spread herself even wider, inviting me in.
Her pussy wasn’t shower fresh—she’d been dancing and sweating, and of course she’d had at least one orgasm that I knew of—but still she tasted wonderful to me. She threw her skirt over my head as I went to work on her. It wasn’t long before she squeezed my head between her thighs and humped my face for a few wonderful seconds.
We finished our drinks and left, hanging onto each other as we staggered the few blocks to her shared apartment. By the time we got there Jill had my zipper down and my dick sticking straight out, a toy for her to play with.



Chapter 3
 
When we got inside, instead of getting naked and fucking immediately (which is what I wanted, needed, to do), Jill sat cross-legged on the dirty floor, showing her shaved and gaping pussy. She loaded a glass water pipe and drew an enormous amount of smoke into her lungs. This gave me time to survey her apartment. There was clothing everywhere, some folded, but most just wadded up and thrown into the nearest corner. There was a smell of food left out too long, I saw at least one vase full of dead flowers, and of course it all mixed with the smell of pot and nail polish remover. The sofa had long-dried stains that might have been semen. They looked crusty the way semen would probably look if left on a sofa and never cleaned.
Jill held the smoke in her lungs as she passed the bong to me. I hadn’t smoked weed since college and I wasn’t sure of the potency of Jill’s. Pot had always made me horny and hungry, often at the same time. I took a very small hit from Jill’s water pipe. The smoke seemed to hit my cock hardest; later I’d be hungry, but now I was unbelievably turned on. I could feel my cock swelling as it sent strong signals to my brain, crowding out everything else.
The combination of smoke and liquor made Jill even hornier, if that was possible. She stripped off the remainder of her clothing and threw herself at me. Jill had a wonderful body, large full breasts, a flat stomach along with long, nearly perfect legs. She’d obviously been an athlete a few years earlier, but too many late nights, too much booze, and probably too much smoke, was starting to take its toll.
I was ready for her as she settled over me. She was dripping and open as she rubbed her pussy on my face and worked to get my pants undone. Moments later I felt the wonderful, wet warmth of a woman’s mouth on my manhood. Jill was insatiable, pausing only occasionally to take another hit on her bong. She rubbed herself on my face, through what felt like several mini-orgasms, before swinging her leg over my hips and lowering herself onto my overstimulated cock.
I wasn’t sure how much of Jill’s enthusiastic fucking I could take before cumming, but I was just stoned enough to hold off until, with one final shudder from Jill, I let go. We didn’t cuddle afterwards, Jill just rolled off me and seemed to pass out on the floor. I wasn’t sure what the protocol was in a situation like this, so I started to gather up my clothing. “You’re not leaving me, are you?” she asked, with her eyes closed and her head resting on what looked like a wadded-up blouse.
I watched as she stood up, her large breasts swaying, and grabbed my shriveled erection. “Ah, he’s gone away. We’ll have to get him interested again,” she said with a grin. I followed, or was pulled along, as Jill led the away to her bedroom. It was the first time I’d seen her naked ass, and it was just as wonderful as the rest of her.
Her bedroom was as disorganized as the rest of the apartment, but we just walked over stuff—including dishes with dried takeout on them—until we reached her bed.
We cuddled under her covers, slept, woke up, fooled around some more, then drifted off again. I had to rush in the morning to get to work before I was missed.



Chapter 4
 
Jill and I started seeing each other after that—not in a serious way, more as occasional fuck pals. I think Jill had several friends, both male and female, that were also her “pals.” 
I was never sure where she worked. She seemed to have one menial job after another, making just enough to pay her share of the rent, buy some pot, and go to the clubs. She rarely had to pay for her own drinks. After a while we drifted apart. I’d still see her in the clubs, usually with a new guy, sometimes a new girl. I had become old news.
I was just starting to feel human (except for those 40 hours a week when I was at work) when I first saw Kristen. I met her in a bar and my first thought was, I cannot believe they’re letting high school kids drink here. Later I discovered that she was the same age as I was, 25 at the time. Kristen had stopped growing when she entered adolescence, so she was a little under five feet tall. She always rounds up, of course, but I’m six-foot and she doesn’t come up to my armpit. It turned out that she had an incredible body: Beautifully formed with an incredible bubble butt, and all of her in proportion to her height. All except her breasts.
Her breasts, oh sweet Jesus, she was a top-heavy little work of art. I didn’t get a chance to introduce myself to them in person for some time, but when that time finally came, I found a new way to define feminine perfection. They are the only part of her that is even slightly out of proportion. She weighs, then as now, maybe 100 pounds. Kristen feels that she does not have the kind of face or body that would be considered attractive in a city full of tall, beautiful women. She has a heart shaped face and a creamy complexion, a button nose, and full, soft lips. I think her self-image is colored by her height and maybe her history with men, probably by her father somehow, but it is not deserved.
She also has some intimacy issues; she’s leery of men and she was leery around me at first, despite how well we got along. She believed, because of her too-young looks, her height, and her history with men, that nobody could love her. Somehow that made sense to her, that men just wanted to use her, and I’m sure she’s run into her share of men that did. But most of her emotional wounds were self-inflicted.
She was touchy about her height, naturally, but she didn’t concern herself too much with her looks. Her attitude was that she looked as good as she could make herself look and nobody else would care, so why should she? I thought that her smile and the way her face would light up made her beautiful.



Chapter 5
 
When I first noticed Kristen, she was in a group of friends, one of whom was Jill. So I met Kristen by accident. I’m convinced that most things, which we think of as well planned, are like that: Accidents. It was an accident that I was in that bar that night, and that Kristen was there talking to a person I knew, an accident that we met each other. Random events that changed my life for the better. Now I can’t imagine what my life would be like without her, but it was a near thing. 
I went over to talk to Jill and the group welcomed me because, since I was known to at least one of them, I wasn’t a serial killer and there was a chance, being a man, I’d buy some of the drinks. I became part of the conversation. I have no memory of what we talked about (making me a poor part of the conversation), but my attention was quickly captured by Kristen. She was smart and funny, with a wicked sense of humor, but still gentle and sweet.
Her hair is a very light shade of blonde. I’ve heard it called platinum or even East Coast Blonde, but I don’t know what any of that means. I’ll just say that her hair is so blonde as to be almost white. Her skin is porcelain, but after talking with her for most of that night I didn’t notice anything but her eyes and her smile. Her eyes are a brilliant shade of sky blue, intense and intelligent; they stand out against her pale complexion. They seemed to look right into me. I was captivated, lost. I’d never been lost looking at a woman before.
By the end of the night Kristen knew my life story: where I went to school, how I’d been sold a bill of goods and taken a job I now hated, how my boss was a self-absorbed tyrant, how I needed a friend, and how I was a lousy prospect as a boyfriend—but would she please consider going out with me sometime? Oh, please?
She took pity on me and said “maybe.” She didn’t trust me yet. All my experience with women, since leaving school, was with bar-belles like Jill. Kristen was a person so different, so unique, and so special, that I forgot all about them.
I hadn’t been in great physical shape to begin with, but months of drinking too much, being depressed, and eating badly had left me in even poorer condition. And here I was talking to a personal trainer for women, a person who looked like a miniature Playboy model. Some first impression.
The bars in San Francisco tend to be either low end and dangerous, dance clubs, or high-end expense-account type places. I met Kristen in one of the few in the middle. They differed from the bars “back home.” No smoke in the air, not in California. There wasn’t even the smell of spilled beer, just the soft, almost apologetic sound of music barely audible over the din of the conversation. But, if I kept on my current trajectory I was sure that I’d be moving deeper into the Tenderloin to do my drinking.
 



Chapter 6
 
I had made a real mistake with Jill. When she wasn’t fucking, she liked to talk about fucking. During one of our drunken conversations I made a confession to her that would have genuine consequences for the rest of my life. 
Years before, I had read a letter in an old Penthouse magazine, a magazine that I found while cleaning out my grandfather’s garage after his funeral. The letter was from a guy who got off watching his wife with other men. He didn’t want to sleep with another woman himself, he just wanted to watch his wife get fucked. He would even arrange for it to happen. He didn’t tell her what he was doing (which I thought made him a raging butthole); instead, he hid and watched. He went to some elaborate lengths to make it happen, but of course she had figured it all out and, for reasons of her own, went along with his obsession. That part wasn’t spelled out, but it wasn’t rocket science.
If I remember, he lost track of her during a gangbang he had set up, gave up looking, and went back to their hotel room to go to bed (they were attending some rodeo). His wife came in later and entertained her last gentleman of the evening on the floor next to the bed where her husband could hear her. That should have been a clue that she knew what was going on, but he was a dopey guy, so instead he wrote a letter to a magazine telling them all about it.
Pretty sexy stuff to me. I was turned on every time I remembered it. Mostly because of the anguish he went through not knowing where she was or how many men had been with her, or the special torment of watching her enjoying herself so much and taking so much more delight with other men than she took when she was making love with him. It was that mental torture that excited me, that made my heart rate speed up. His distress would cause me to stop reading so I could catch my breath. It didn’t matter how many times I read it—and I can recite it from memory—I could still feel his intense pain and anxiety, and excitement. Every time.
Of course, being that kind of letter, his wife eventually got into the experience. First confused, then scared because she couldn’t find her husband and a strange man or men were hovering around her, then excited, then orgasmic. Each step in excruciating detail. Of course she was world-class beautiful and well built; they always are. She ended up loving it and wanting more. They always do. The husband eventually worked up to wanting to watch her be the object of a large gangbang—not just a couple of guys, but hundreds. Of course she “caught wind of it, somehow…” Probably the sound of his panting gave it away, but he only wanted to watch her enjoy herself. He was a real giver, that guy.
I’m not sure why, but I understood the urge to watch the woman I love beg another man to fuck her harder, to hear her ask him to fuck her again and again. I understood the compulsion to watch as she gave herself to another man, or as they just took her, because in the end she’d always come home to me. I got so turned on by that story that it was all I could think about. I was so obsessed with it that I dreamed about it. At first it was just the idea of a guy watching his wife fuck another man. It became my go-to fantasy, the one I masturbated to. I wanted to be that husband watching my wife be dominated by a stronger man…while all I could do was watch. Maybe he’d make fun of me for my small dick and soon she’d join him, laughing at me. 
I’m not sure how that all fit together; it’s a fantasy, so I guess it doesn’t all have to fit. My dick isn’t small. Maybe I just imagined him as being huge, I don’t know. The details changed over the years but the basic premise was always the same. I would hear my imaginary wife moaning, the slapping of their skin. She’d tell him how much she loved his cock. She’d talk dirty, my imaginary wife.
Well, I’d told Jill about that letter and about my reaction—my strong erotic reaction to the idea. I’d have a hard time catching my breath each time I read it, even though I knew it by heart. We talked about it a lot. She knew how it turned me on, how I even dreamed about it happening. We even talked about doing it. I was afraid Jill would eventually tell Kristen and it would spell the end of a relationship that could become very important to me. 



Chapter 7
 
Kristen and I talked for a long time that first night. The bartender was stacking the chairs before we finally realized the time.
Kristen didn’t live far from me, and I offered to get us a taxi or to walk her home—even though, in San Francisco, everything seems to be up hill. She said we should walk, and so we started out. Talking all the way. We got about two blocks before I had to give up. 
The fog was rolling in and the temperature was dropping at its usual alarming rate. One moment we could see the moon, the next moment the fog was so thick we had a hard time seeing the cars parked at the curb. The streetlights all had a yellow-misty halo around them when we decided to catch a ride. I looked for a cab to flag down, but we ended up taking a cable car to within a block of my apartment. A cable car in the fog was about as romantic as we could get. We huddled together inside the little cabin, listening to the bell, and keeping a look out for my street.
When I got inside the apartment, I stood still for a couple of long minutes. I was having a hard time believing what had just happened or believing the phone number I had in my pocket. Kristen was incredible; she was the girl for me. I wanted to call my mother and tell her I’d met her future daughter-in-law. Instead I called Kristen on the pretense of checking that she made it home without a problem. Really, I was making sure that the evening was real and not a drunken hallucination. I think she was happy to meet a man who cared enough to make sure she was all right.
After we hung up, I replayed the evening in my head. What we talked about, what made Kristen laugh, what made her face turn serious—saving the whales, all those San Francisco types of things—and her work.
Near morning, after about two hours of sleep, I woke with a raging erection and the fading memory of a dream featuring Kristen. I didn’t touch myself; I was already dripping with pre-cum. I wanted her so much that, as I thought about her sitting across from me in the bar, I had a touchless orgasm. Just the memory of her blue eyes looking at me, almost physically caressing me, and her breasts resting on the tabletop as she leaned forward.
It was disgusting, really. The cum reached my nipples and my orgasm went on for a long time, but the picture stayed with me. I needed to see her again.
The next weekend Kristen and I went out for the first time. I’d sent flowers and a formal invitation for her to join me for dinner and maybe dancing. I lined up a reservation at a good restaurant. I even lined up a limo to drive us (and I made sure to include that information in my printed invitation). Kristen responded, very formally, to my RSVP request, and the date was on. I think she enjoyed the whole formal thing. Almost nineteenth century, Jane Austin-type invitation.
I was more and more excited about our date. I wanted to see her, I wanted to talk with her, I wanted to know what she thought, how she thought. When I went to her apartment to pick her up—I mean, escort her—she took my breath away. That’s a cliché, I know, but in this case it was true; I had to stop for a moment and remember to breathe.
Kristen noticed. She was aware that I was so taken by her appearance, that I had to stop and compose myself. She was dressed to go out, maybe clubbing, and she showed a lot of flawless skin. Not an obscene amount, but her cleavage was on display and most of her bare legs. She smiled at me and her face lit up. Her smile grew so broad that her eyes crinkled. Then she started laughing, and so did I. We were standing in her doorway laughing while we looked at each other. She moved to hug me. I was so close to her, touching her. The laughter slowly died away as we looked at each other, searching each other’s eyes. Then we were kissing. It was a kiss that skipped the normal nice-to-see-you and went right into the long, hot promise of more to come. It was a kiss where it seemed that we emptied our souls into each other.
I picked her up and held her close as she wrapped her legs around me. I found my hands holding her ass, caressing her. My amazement came when I realized that Kristen was caressing me too. If we stayed there, we’d be naked, making it on the floor. 
Kristen pulled away and, taking my hand, pulled me into her apartment. We started laughing again, holding each other. As the laughter died down, Kristen laid her head on my chest and said, “Maybe we need to stay here. Are you in the mood for pizza?”
“I’m in the mood for anything you want.”
“Really? Are you sure? You don’t know what I might be in the mood for,” she said. She was mocking me with her smile. “I only have beer, but that does go with pizza.”
As soon as we were inside, Kristen went to change. She put on an oversized sweatshirt, her legs still bare, and ordered a pizza. I went down to cancel the limo before making myself comfortable. We sat on the couch, our hands touching, communicating, our fingers playing with each other as we talked. Finally, I thought, a couch that didn’t look or smell funny. In fact, her entire apartment was clean and organized.
We talked about unimportant stuff before our conversation delved a lot deeper. We talked religion, politics, things you should never discuss on a first date, but it seemed so natural. We agreed more than we disagreed, and that helped. When the pizza arrived, I swear I could smell it as the delivery guy carried it up the stairs. Nothing smells better than a greasy pepperoni pizza when you’re genuinely hungry. We took a break to drink more beer and eat, then we were talking again.
This time, instead of caressing each other’s fingers, I laid my hand on her bare thigh. At first I think she was a little uncomfortable—it was an intimate gesture, too fast, too soon. She was probably afraid that I was just trying to use her, to get in her pants. Maybe I had no real feelings for her, despite our hours of talking over the past week. I wanted to kick myself, but of course that didn’t stop me.
After I caressed her for a while, I moved almost all the way up her bare thigh. Then I rubbed down to her knee using just the tips of my fingers, slowly and softly. Her eyes got a dreamy look and she started to mimic the movements of my arm. Soon we were kissing softly, and then urgently. Her lips were so soft and sweet, her tongue danced with mine. It was nothing to put my arms around her; she was so tiny. Kristen melted against me and started kissing my neck. She unbuttoned the top of my shirt so she could kiss my chest.
The hand that had been caressing her leg was now under her sweatshirt and stroking her at the point where her leg met her body. I didn’t even register the lack of panties; I was just marveling at the baby-soft feel of her skin. When she looked up at me, she was breathing heavily. She focused on my lips as she started kissing me again, her hands on each side of my head. 
Suddenly she stopped and stood up. I thought the evening was over, but Kristen just pulled her sweatshirt over her head to reveal that she was naked underneath. Her breasts were breathtaking: large for her size, two perfect teardrop shapes, with the bottom bulge just touching her ribs. Her stomach was flat and smooth and ended in a light patch of very fine, almost snowy peach fuzz just above her pussy. Her legs looked and felt so smooth and flawless.
I stood and did the same thing, only I had on more clothing. Soon we were looking at each other completely naked. Kristen was breathing hard, her chest and stomach visibly expanding and contracting with each breath. She stared at my cock the same way I stared at her breasts, and we reached for each other at the same time. It was the best hug I’ve ever had, her soft feminine skin pressed against me, my cock pressed against her stomach, almost to her breasts. I could feel her hard breathing as I reached down to stroke her hair. She kissed my chest and, just by bending a little, put my semi-hard cock into her mouth.
In no time I felt like I was going to cum, that I would flood her mouth with my semen. I warned her that I was getting too close. She stopped for just a moment to say that she wanted me to cum, that I’d last longer later. 
I caressed her back and the side of her breasts. By bending forward, just a little, I could reach her pussy from the back. My breath caught as my finger slid into her dripping, open slit. I guessed it was natural that Kristen would be as excited and turned on as I was, but the feel of her was so unexpectedly warm and wet, as was the feel of her moaning around my dick.
That was all it took. I could feel my orgasm working its way up my cock as her cheeks hollowed and her tongue stroked the underside of my prick. I tried to hold off, to make the feeling last, but I couldn’t. I gave her one final warning and then I came, flooding her mouth, too much for her to swallow all at once. Some ran out of the corners of her lips and landed on her breasts. Kristen pushed her pussy back against my hand as I came, and I hoped I was giving her some of the same pleasure she was giving me.
I fell to my knees and hugged her, kissing her lips, her face, even her cum-covered breasts. All the while she moaned, kissing me back, until my hand made its way back to her soaked pussy, and she groaned into my hair.



Chapter 8
 
I needed more of her. Kristen was right, the orgasm had taken the edge off; now I wanted to taste her, to give her as much pleasure as she’d given me. I wanted to make her feel as good as I could. 
I let her draw me to her bedroom, where I laid her on the bed. With her legs in the air, I knelt on the floor to feast on her engorged pussy. Licking her slit from bottom to top, sucking on her clit, licking and sucking her labia until they were red and swollen before licking her asshole—something that apparently nobody had ever done for her, judging by her reaction.
I played with her clit, making my tongue pointy to get under the protective hood. Another first, this one good enough to make Kristen cum. She squeezed my head between her thighs and shouted her orgasm. Her ass lifted off the bed—once, then again. Just when I thought she was done, she started again. Kristen liked sex and she’d been ignored for a long time. She wanted as much of me as I had to offer.
Finally, even Kristen had had enough. After having more conventional sex, she released her hold on my head. We lay in each other’s arms, breathless, bathed in sweat. We had kissed and looked into each other’s eyes as we fucked, watching each other orgasm, feeling the connection that had grown between us—a connection that seemed to come out of nowhere.
I thought Kristen was acting a little shy, and when I asked her what was wrong she said, “I’ve never had an experience like that. You must think I’m some kind of slut.”
I reassured her that I most certainly did not think she was some kind of slut, but that she was, in fact, my kind of slut. That started her laughing and we made love again. Because of our relative sizes, she soon discovered that we fit together perfectly. She could sit on me in comfort and, basically, have her way with me. As she bounced up and down there was no question which of us was the personal trainer and which one needed a personal trainer.
We finished just as it was getting light outside, both of us sweating from the exertion. Kristen’s chest and neck were red, the color of a bad sunburn.
Two weeks later we moved in together. By then I was going to the fitness center where she worked every morning, and I’d stopped drinking. By giving up both apartments and combining what we spent on rent, we found a place that had more room, more windows, and allowed in more light. We shopped for new furniture together and set up a home—a home fit for two people falling deeply in love.
The lovemaking only got hotter the longer we were together. It was safe for her now, and the long-suppressed slut inside Kristen was finally released. We both loved it. And I loved seeing her let go and enjoy not only sex but all the things she had denied herself.
Kristen decided on her own to stop wearing panties. It was only thongs from now on, and with her short skirts, more than one man got an eye full. Kristen, it turned out, was a born exhibitionist. She was turned on by flashing her toned body. This was a side of her she’d never felt safe to explore before, but I loved her, and I loved that side of her, and she felt safe with me.
I didn’t always know what she was doing, how her exploring was going. She didn’t always invite me and she didn’t always tell me, but she always wanted me. She went from being the girl afraid of being hurt to the girl that was always horny. More likely, she’d always been horny, and now that she had me to come home to she felt free to explore. The more she let go and explored her dirty side, the more sex she wanted, even craved. If she knew she’d been seen during the day I’d be jumped as soon as I walked through the door. 
I had never been so happy. I was excited by this part of her, even if I did go through the day wondering what she was up to, who she might be flashing, or even if maybe she’d decide to fuck some guy. I was as addicted to it all as she was, and when I got home and heard her say, “You’ll never guess what your loving girlfriend did today...” I felt my cock start to thicken and lengthen. She’d pull me into the bedroom, or sometimes she’d already be undressed and masturbating to the memory, as I came into the apartment.
Every time we made love—and we made love a lot—I loved her more. She became the part of me I could not live without.



Chapter 9
 
I knew it was time, that Kristen was the girl for me. A year after we met, we set the date for the wedding. 
I didn’t realize just how much went into planning a wedding. Kristen’s mother flew into town from Omaha to help put everything together. The month she spent with us was an eye opener for me. 
Whenever Kristen was working or making wedding arrangements, her mother seemed to go out of her way to be alone with me. She was a taller, older version of Kristen, with the same spectacular body and an equal love of showing it off. Whenever we were home alone she’d have to take a shower and walk around the apartment wrapped only in a towel. When her toenails needed attention, the only chair that would work was directly across from me. Not only did I discover that she shaved her pussy, but when the towel slipped, I also noted that her breasts were un-enhanced. She looked up at me and said, “Oops!” without making any effort to cover up.
I limped out of the room that first day with a full hard-on accompanied by the sound of her laughter. Kristen just shook her head when I told her what happened, but without her mother to help I don’t know how it would have all come together.
The wedding was small. We only invited our closest friends since neither of us was from the area. We decided to postpone having a honeymoon until we could afford the expense of going somewhere special.



Chapter 10
 
I introduced Kristen to Larry several months after we were married. It was on a Friday when a bunch of us went out after work to unwind. Most of the guys were there, and most of the women too. Larry took the opportunity to make certain that Kristen knew how important and powerful he was. He talked with her, he danced with her, he kept me away from the woman I loved. If it was any other man we would have had fun with it, but my feelings toward Larry made the whole situation much more complicated and dangerous.
Kristen had a great time. This powerful black man was focused only on her and she flirted back—she even flashed him. My asshole boss saw my wife’s pussy! I could tell how excited she was, how turned on he had made her. He hung on her all night, as they danced together, talked and laughed. My jealousy threatened to get out of control…while my erection threatened to tear a hole in my pants.
He wanted to give her a ride home, even though I was there. He didn’t care where I was. He came up with some bullshit reason why I had to go back to the office, but he assured me that my wife would get home safely. Kristen swore that nothing “serious” happened on the drive home; he just played with her leg like, if he could get her alone, she’d put out. She told me that he wanted to park somewhere or go to a motel, but she told him she was married. Knowing my wife, she flirted with him the entire way.
Of course, being Larry, he played gracious about it, but when he got to our home he cornered her in the car, against her door. He almost stripped her top off to get at her breasts. When Kristen told me about it she wasn’t in tears. In fact, she was rather proud of herself. She knew it was wrong and that it was her fault. All I could think was that they’d both had a lot to drink, and Kristen enjoyed the intoxicating effect of having a powerful man pay attention to her.
I felt that old stirring in my pants, the one I used to get daydreaming about that old Penthouse letter. It was my wife, and another man had played with her breasts. The more I pictured the scene, the harder I became. I reassured her that no harm had been done, and that I loved her more than anything. No matter what. Kristen told me that she hadn’t made a scene with Larry, and all things considered that was probably the wisest course. She let him fondle her breasts and tease her nipples while he kissed her neck and throat. 
I could feel pre-cum wetting my underwear by this point. I wanted more details. At the same time, I wanted to shoot the bastard.
Kristen hugged me, and quickly pulled back as she felt my erection. “You kinda, sorta like this don’t you? Do you want me to tell you more?” she asked.
I told her I did, even as I could not stand the idea of my boss touching my wife. As she told me the rest of the story, Kristen wrapped her hand around my cock. “You’re really hard, honey. Okay, I did get away as soon as could but…promise you won’t get mad,” she said. “I liked it. I liked how rough he was and how much he wanted me. Will, he wanted to fuck me. He was hard. I could feel it when he pressed against me.” 
Kristen’s eyes were wide. “I’d never do it, I’d never hurt you that way, I promise, but honey, if we weren’t together, I’d be fucking him right now. In fact, I’d be begging him to take me. Do you know how big his black cock is?!”
 



Chapter 11
 
I sat down hard on the couch, staring at my wife in disbelief. She was talking about fucking Larry, the one person I hated most in the world. We needed to have a real conversation about the man. But Kristen wasn’t done. She sat down facing me, one leg bent at the knee. 
“I could feel it when we slow danced,” she said, “this living, human, snake of a cock. That’s what it felt like pressed against me—a thick, hard snake that wanted to crawl inside of me so badly that it was becoming even longer and thicker. Here, feel this…” She gripped my hand and pushed it under her short skirt, directly onto her swollen and dripping pussy. “I got so turned on that my body was ready to be taken, or used, or just fucked. I’m sorry, honey. If I didn’t know how much it would upset you, I’d have asked him to take me. Oh, keep doing that,” she said, as I stroked her clitoris. “Oh yes. I’m cumming, honey. Oh, I’m sorry, I can’t help myself.” 
I stroked her through what felt like a series of orgasms before she stopped and held my hand still against her slit. She was quiet for a while, but when she took off her jacket, she exposed her breasts to me. The nipples looked like they had been pinched and stretched. I hated the bastard more than ever. My first instinct was to go after him on Monday morning. It wouldn’t do any good to report him to H.R. I’d have to handle him myself. He’d probably kill me.
“I did let him play with my boobs,” she confessed. “He really likes my boobs, and he really knows what to do with them, what feels good.” Kristen was quiet again. Looking at me, she seemed to be deciding if she should say more than she already had.
“Will, we need to talk. You know that Jill and I are friends. But you probably don’t know that we’ve even been lovers from time to time. We’re not lesbians or anything, but we’re very close…” 
Shit, shit, shit, I thought. I knew that damn Jill wouldn’t keep her mouth shut. I knew Jill and Kristen were close but the fact that they’d been occasional lovers was news. 
“Well, anyway…” Kristen looked a little embarrassed. “She told me about your fantasy, of watching your wife as she’s fucked by another bigger man. Is that true, honey? Is that your main fantasy? I’ll tell you mine if it is.”
I was caught and, on top of everything else, Kristen’s hand was resting right on top of my erection. It was hard from thinking about her and Larry, despite my hatred of the man. “It’s true,” I finally said, looking at the floor. My face felt hot from embarrassment, and I could hear myself stutter. “It’s been a major fantasy of mine for a very long time.” I decided to just come clean. “There’s something about it that I find very exciting, something that pushes the right button inside my brain. Do you think less of me, now?” I asked, a little concerned that she might tell me to get over it, that it was never going to happen.
“Well,” Kristen began slowly, “my favorite fantasy, the one that always gets me is—and I’ve never, not once, told anyone this… You’re my first, and I hope only, husband, and you’re the first person alive to hear my fantasy. Are you ready for all this responsibility?” she asked with some humor, but also a certain amount of seriousness. After assuring her that I could be trusted (even taking a mock oath to protect her secret to the grave), it was her turn to stare at the carpet.
“My fantasy is to be stripped naked and taken by a strange man, sometimes by many strange men, in front of my husband.” She studied my face for a moment and satisfied herself that my cock had grown even harder. “And,” she continued, “he would get so turned on watching me climax endlessly on all these thick penises that he would have to take his erection out of his pants and stroke it in front of me. I also have a fascination with black men. I’ve heard the talk about their large cocks, I’ve even looked at movies on the internet, and I think it would be interesting to see the contrast of a really dark man with me and my, well, whiteness.
“There, now you have it. You want to watch your wife get fucked by a man with an enormous cock, and your new wife wants to be watched as she’s fucked by a man with an enormous cock. I’m just afraid that you want to watch me get fucked just so you can sleep with another woman,” she said, laying her head on my lap. “Probably my mother,” she added to break the tension.
We laughed about the idea of her mother and me, and I assured her that I had no interest in another woman. But it was a concern of hers and I had to reassure her that I was completely committed to her no matter what she did.
We talked about our fantasy almost every free minute over the next several weeks. Somehow the episode with Larry would become part of our talks. They didn’t last very long; we’d get so turned on that we ended up in bed. 
We told each other imaginary stories about what would happen, how I’d be watching while she was fucked by Larry and his monster black prick. As it turned out, Kristen was far better at this than I was. Listening to her, with her soft woman’s voice, tell me how she was seduced and pleasured by another man while I hid in the closet watching, was much better. It was also better because she’d get so excited telling me about it that a couple of times she came while I was just touching her—and long before she finished her story.
As time went on, her fantasies became more complex. She’d be held captive and forced to satisfy a black biker gang in front of me. That one made her cum at least twice each time. Or how we’d have to escape through a forest, her naked, but they’d catch us and tie us up and force me to watch her being used, repeatedly—how she’d moan and scream and orgasm while they did things to her. She spared no detail.



Chapter 12
 
While this was going on, my old friend Larry was using the same script with Kristen that he’d used to recruit me. Now, Larry is a big guy. He claims to be a former Green Beret but I doubt it. When he’s not being a lousy boss he continues to brag about all the women he’s scored with. Given how the women in the company act around him, he might be telling the truth. He claims women want to sleep with a powerful man who has control of their husband’s career and future earnings.
At first, Kristen let me know everything Larry was up to. He’d call her every couple of days just to talk, to find out how she was doing, and if there was anything she needed. After a while he started asking her how her sex life was. When she refused to answer, he’d be courteous and talk about something related, a rumor he’d heard, or whatever suggestive thing he could come up with. We talked about it, and I suggested that she start leading him on. 
It seemed safe. I was in on it and it wasn’t going anywhere. So Kristen started telling him little things. We’d had sex, it was very good for her. Then I’d done something special that she enjoyed, gone down on her or something. Finally, after weeks of this slow seduction, she told him about our mutual fantasy. It just “slipped out.” They talked so often and about so many things that her guard was down. She told him how hard I’d cum imagining her with another man, how exciting that idea was to her.
Soon Kristen had two men she was making up fantasies for, Larry and me. She’d refine it on Larry and then tell me while we were in bed. Larry became that other man, the other that made love to my wife—only the versions started to change. Now I was hearing about it, not watching it any more.
I tried to talk her into playing real-life games with our fantasy, not realizing that we were playing a real-life game already. I brought up going to a hotel bar where I’d watch as she sat alone to see if any man would try to pick her up. Kristen wouldn’t go for that one. She’d gone years without a man hitting on her; she just wasn’t interested in having another boring evening sitting at a bar. I suggested a dance club and we did that. Of course, it went too far, but I didn’t know how far it went until later. 
When we arrived at the club we ordered drinks, and Kristen finished two straight JDs in a gulp before she walked onto the dance floor by herself. The floor was so crowded that soon she was dancing with two or three guys. She’d worn a dress from Wicked Temptations, and it was. It showed more flesh than it hid and most of her breasts were exposed, or looked like they were. In the light of the club, I thought that was all that counted. I was right, but because of her height and the strobe lights, I soon lost track of her.
I scored a booth and ordered for both of us while Kristen was dancing. She hadn’t returned by the time I finished my drink. I drank slowly to give her time. I ordered two more and started to work on Kristen’s drink (it was a little too strong for me, being straight bourbon, but I didn’t want it to go to waste). Occasionally I’d stand and try to catch a glimpse of her on the dance floor in the flashing lights. I thought I saw her at one point, rubbing herself on a big black guy who was dancing in front of her while a skinny white dude rubbed against her ass. She was holding a drink high in the air to keep it from spilling. Then the crowd closed and I lost track of her again.
That moment was enough to send my entire body into sexual shock. My cock grew down my pant leg, becoming rock hard in moments. That was my wife rubbing her body against two guys at the same time, and even though I only saw her for an instant I could feel myself about to cum. It seemed as though they were dancing toward the back corner where the restrooms were, so I headed around the dance floor to make my way to the same back corner. Along the way I scanned the crowd, trying to spot her again or the tall white guy, who would be easier to see. 
I was finally rewarded when I got about halfway around. Kristen spotted me at the same time that I saw her. Her face gave nothing away as she turned and kissed her black dance partner. She was holding a new drink, a different kind of glass, and rubbing her body against his. I thought I could see his tongue in her mouth and his hand slipping under the loose fitting of her top to caress her bare breast.
Even in the low light I could see the points of her nipples, until one disappeared under the hand of her dance partner. The lights played a game of peek-a-boo with me as her head dropped to his chest. I turned my attention away before I was spotted, but not fast enough to miss the tall white guy pulling up the back of her skirt and rubbing the front of his pants against my wife’s bare ass. As she pushed back into him, her eyes opened briefly and blinked at me.
Inside the john I couldn’t piss; my dick was far too hard. All I could do was stand at the urinal, pretend to pee, and look at the condom dispenser. I replayed what I’d seen on the dance floor. When I came out, they were gone. I tried to spot them as I made my way back to the booth, but without success.
When I neared the booth, I saw that another couple was using it. As I got closer, I could see that it was Kristen sitting on the lap of her black friend. I didn’t see the tall white dude. My wife had her head resting on the black man’s shoulder. His hand was under the table and his arm was moving. Kristen raised her head, her mouth dropped open and her tongue stuck out—a sure sign that she’d just orgasmed. He kept his arm moving, and I could tell by my wife’s upper body movement that she was humping his hand. Soon she was cumming again—in public.
I wanted her so much but I didn’t know what to do. What did she want me to do? Come to the table and claim her, or go home and hide? I knew she had her cell phone with her—she didn’t even go to the bathroom without it—so I sent her a quick text.
A moment later she answered to come over to the booth. I could watch close up.



Chapter 13
 
Charles was his name. Kristen introduced us without budging from his lap. He didn’t look happy to see me at first, but she assured him that I was okay—an old friend.
When I sat down, Kristen turned to me and put her mouth right next to my ear so I could hear her over the music and crowd. “Charles is playing with my pussy.” Her eyes looked a little dreamy. “His fingers are really thick. See?” She lifted the front of her dress, and I could see that her legs were spread wide and his fingers were moving in and out of her. She was right; he had very thick fingers. When I looked back up at her face, she gave me a shy smile and took in a sharp breath before turning her mouth to be kissed. She slid herself around so that the lump in his pants stayed in just the right place. 
She was panting when the kiss broke. He made fucking motions and rubbed his hard-on against her. I thought that this was it, she was either going to get fucked right here or they were off to another place—either with me or without me. It was then that Charles told her he had to go; his buddies were waving to him. But he wanted to see her again. Kristen looked disappointed as she left his lap, though now she could rub that bulge in his pants with her hand. I was shocked at how thick it was, but not by the look on his face.
“Charles, honey. Can you give me a ride home? I’m kind of stranded here,” Kristen asked with her best, puppy dog eyes. “I’m sure that I can make it up to you.”
“Sure, why not?” he said. 
Before they left, she asked Charles if I could come along. His answer was something along the lines of: “No, I’ve got this covered.”
Kristen was a mess. Her dress was open on the bottom, showing a swollen, wet pussy. One breast was out of her dress on top and the nipple looked swollen. Her face was red, maybe some from embarrassment but mostly from her need. My wife leaned over and said, “I’m sorry honey, please don’t be mad at me. It’s what we wanted. Just, um, well, don’t wait up for me. If I need a ride home, I’ll call your cell phone. In fact, keep an eye on your phone anyway.” She bit her bottom lip before saying, “I love you.”
Charles grabbed my wife around her waist, his hand on her naked breast, and walked her toward the door, where they joined the other three guys. They disappeared before I could say a word, taking my little Kristen with them.



Chapter 14
 
I was a wreck. More than that, I was crushed. Destroyed. I felt like my life was in ruins. My wife, the woman I planned on spending the remainder of my days with, had just deserted me for four black guys. Worse, I’d let her go. I’d even encouraged her.
The first text came about 15 minutes later. I was just getting ready to leave the bar and I’d given up on any hope that she’d be coming back. 
I’ve never been eaten this well, big tongue, it read. 
Kristen, like a lot of young women, can write and send a text at lightning speed. She doesn’t even need to look at the phone. And with the keyboard sound turned off, it was hard to catch her at it.
Their cocks are so big.
My cock was hard again. Maybe this was better, at least in a way, than watching, I could see them in my imagination. Charles had Kristen sprawled on the backseat, he was licking her clit while he fucked her with his thick finger. His posse was watching, egging him on, wanting their turn.
I’m naked in the car – people can see. I might cum.
I had to get home, my cock was hard enough that it hurt from being confined to my pants. I was in the car when my phone buzzed again.
want u to hear this. I’ll call u, but put phone on mute
I pulled into the garage just as my phone rang. I silently answered and pushed the mute button. I listened, my pants around my ankles, to the sloppy sound Kristen makes when she’s sucking on a cock.
“Your cock is so big.” It was Kristen’s voice.
“Suck my balls too, and let my homie play with your cunt some.” That sounded like Charles but I couldn’t be sure.
I listened for an hour as she sucked all their cocks and then was held down as they fucked her. My battery finally died, and my wife had just been with four black guys. I plugged in by the bed to recharge but I couldn’t get through to her number.
I hadn’t seen it, but I’d heard it. I’d heard the names they called her, I’d hear her orgasm. She seemed to like the names they called her. She was excited by it.



Chapter 15
 
I could still receive texts. My phone buzzed all night as she fucked them all more than once. When she came in the next morning, her clothing was all wrong, her face was whisker burned, and she looked afraid.
“Honey, I’m sorry. I really am, but we talked about it.” Her voice shook. “They were so rough.”
As I moved to hold her, fear crossed her face, but I held her softly, stroking her, feeling the cum that was encrusted in her hair. She was trembling in my arms, smelling of the club, strong liquor, and semen. Semen from more than one man.
Her eyes welled up as she hugged me back. “I’m so sorry, honey. I know I’ve probably hurt you deeply. I guess my dad was right, I just have the soul of a whore,” she said, as she started to cry.
I assured her that even if she did, I loved her no matter what. That she had hurt me, but in a good way, a way that excited me and made me want her even more. She looked up at me, first in confusion, then in dawning understanding, and finally with the same intense love that I was feeling. We’d found each other; we were the right fit.
Kristen launched herself at me, tearing at my clothing, shedding the little that she was still wearing. We didn’t make love, we fucked like animals. Moaning, growling, yelling at the top of our lungs.
Afterward, Kristen showered and we ate. As we sat on our couch again, she told me how they had taken her. How, even while she was going down on Charles, one of the other guys was forcing his cock into her pussy.
When she finished, she turned to look at me. Her voice shook as she said, “Honey, I came with them. With each of them.” She took a long time to tell me all of this. “I really liked being used like that. I loved what their cocks did to me. Do you hate me? I love you, honey. If you tell me that I’m never to do anything like that again, I won’t.” There was fear on her face now. “If you tell me to leave,” she said, “I’ll go.”
She was on her knees now. “But, honey. The reason I didn’t call for you to pick me up was because I loved it. I loved being fucked by them, I loved that they were rough with me and the things they called me. I’m ashamed, but if you tell me I can see him again, I’ll go to him.”
I had expected this, but not the passion I heard in her voice. I fought back tears as I asked the important question. “Would you come back to me, Kristen?”
“Oh, honey, yes. No matter what, I’ll always come back to you. You’re the man I love.”
 



Chapter 16
 
It was only about a month or so later that we were invited to a party at Larry’s house. Since only five couples had been invited, we couldn’t decline. And Kristen was turned on by Larry. She liked the idea of a powerful man having the hots for her. 
I didn’t know how far their telephone affair had gone; Kristen wasn’t telling me much anymore. She hadn’t dated much before our marriage and it’s common for a powerful man to be a kind of aphrodisiac. We had a long talk before I let her accept the invitation. She couldn’t fuck Larry. I’d give her just about anything else she wanted, but not him.
Both Larry and Kristen behaved themselves at the party. It was a catered affair, very nicely done. Larry’s house was large and opulent. The furniture was expensive and had been picked with care (probably by someone else). Most of the party was held in the spacious dining room and the elegant game room. Drinks of all kinds were plentiful and we all drank our share of Larry’s liquor.
Near the end of the party, a tournament was set up around Larry’s pool table. Bets were set for each level. Both sexes played and it was a lot of fun. There were side bets, trash talk, good drunken party stuff. We even set up brackets, just like a real tournament. Larry’s bracket had six players, my bracket had five. Naturally, Larry went through his opponents like he was playing alone.
I wasn’t nearly as good, but I still won my division helped by my bye slot. Larry and I met in the final, our championship. It was the best two out of three games. I’d been drinking a lot by then, but Larry hadn’t been drinking at all. I hadn’t noticed that, every time Kristen bent over the pool table, Larry would lift her dress and stroke between her legs. They were up to even more than that, but I was blissfully ignorant.
I won the first game and Larry won the second. Before the third and final game, Larry pulled me aside and offered a side bet. If I won, he’d get me the next promotion to Assistant Vice President, which was currently pending. This would mean a private office, a promotion upstairs, a lot more money, and a new boss.
However, if he won, I’d leave Kristen with him for a week. Monday to Monday, with no interference. They could do whatever he wanted to do and whatever Kristen would agree to.
Kristen wandered up just as I said, “No way.” Of course, she wanted to know what the big secret was. When Larry explained the bet to her, I couldn’t believe it when she didn’t just laugh and tell him to stick it.
“I want to talk to you, honey,” she said, as she pulled me away into a private corner. “This sounds almost perfect,” she began. “If you win, you get everything you want at work. You won’t even be working for Larry anymore. If you lose, you still get what you want. You just won’t be able to watch, probably.”
I could tell my wife was a little tipsy, but more than that, she was a lot turned on. Her cheeks were blotchy, her chest was flushed, she was breathing just a little too fast. I didn’t know that Larry had been playing with her pussy all night. She told me later when I discovered that she was wet almost to her knees. She also told me she wanted to do it, and if I lost she’d tell me everything that happened.
I played as though my life depended on it. I did not want to lose and I did not want Kristen staying there for a week. I lost. On the last fucking ball.
After everyone else left, the three of us ironed out the details. Kristen would stay for exactly one week, starting Monday, two days later. During the time she was with him, she would be his to do with as he pleased, unless she said no. If she ever did say no, the bet was immediately over and I’d forfeit my last raise as penalty. This was different than Larry’s original proposal, but Kristen agreed before I could say a word.
Kristen and I could text, once a day, back and forth, one time only. I couldn’t interfere in any way, and I couldn’t ask any questions except to inquire if she was okay. Between right then and the end of the bet, Kristen and I would have no sexual relations of any kind. To make it easier for me not to interfere, he was going to arrange a week-long business trip for me to visit out of town clients. The nearest one was more than 500 miles away. 
The trip would start right after I dropped Kristen off at his house. Just to demean me further, he told me that all Kristen needed was a coat to wear. To make me feel better about things, he told me he’d go ahead with the AVP position anyway—if I stuck to the bargain.
We all had to agree and Kristen wasted no time shaking the asshole’s hand. I was much slower. I wanted to talk to her some more, but Kristen was ready to go. Her eyes looked heavy-lidded, already imagining the sex they’d be having.
When we got in the car to go home, I was a nervous wreck, second-guessing everything we’d done, but Kristen was as excited as I’d ever seen her. She was beaming.
“Honey, it’ll be okay. I know I can’t promise that, but it will be. Here, finger fuck my pussy, one last time,” she said, as she placed my hand under her dress. I followed the trail of vaginal secretions on her knees up to her excited pussy. She was wet and open, and I could feel her pulsing under my hand. “You can enjoy—oh, God—enjoy that until we get home. Oh wow! Then you have to be good. Can you do that?” she asked. She was having a hard time catching her breath.
Before I could answer, she grabbed my wrist and pushed my fingers deeper into her pussy. Her panting interfered with her speech as she tried to ask me again if I could do it.



Chapter 17
 
On Monday I dropped Kristen off at Larry’s house. Wearing only a short, simple coat, she skipped up to his front door. Larry was there waiting for her. He looked down the sidewalk at me but made no gesture—just a cold stare that told me he’d won—before he ushered my bride inside.
I’d just started packing for my extended trip when the vibrator went off for the first time. It started at its low speed, but soon it was going all out. It was going so hard and felt so good that I started crying, thinking about my Kristen being fucked by that man. As the tears rolled down my face, I came into my underwear.
I had to remove the vibrator; I was just too sensitive. It kept going off, making noise on the table, off and on, all night. 
Kristen’s first text arrived the next morning: He’s huge, bigger than Charles, I’ve never cum like this. I’m sorry honey. He’s calling me.
I didn’t know what to write back. “Have a good time” just didn’t work for me. I finally decided to just ignore it and texted: Let me know what happens and if you need me. U know my travel schedule.
My heart was beating so fast I thought I might be sick, I wanted to rush right over and pull Kristen out of there. I was afraid that our marriage might not survive the week. I also knew that Larry was probably reading both ends of the text chain, and all I could do was ask if she was okay. As the week went on, Kristen really got into it. It would be more accurate to say that she threw herself into it…and that I thought of jumping out every window that I walked past.
He’s so rough. I love being taken like this.
I didn’t know what that meant, but the next message helped clear things up for me.
I wear a dog dollar and a leash. I’m always naked and I suck his cock while he eats. Even when he has friends over.
A picture of my sweet, wonderful Kristen on her knees sucking his cock and wearing a dog collar was too much. I was reading the text in the lobby of a hotel, but that didn’t stop me from cumming in my pants again. The vibrator turned on later and stayed on for a very long time.
I felt awful after that. My wife was being humiliated, disgraced by that asshole and in front of other men, and I was climaxing as I read about it.
His cock is so big I cum 3 or 4 times, just while he’s going inside me.
How big was he? Would Kristen ever be satisfied with me again, or was he spoiling her for me? Had I ruined the best thing that ever happened to me? I didn’t sleep that night, and judging by the sounds coming from the vibrator on the dresser, neither did Kristen.
He hasn’t been home all day I’m going crazy. I’m naked and my hands are tied so I can play with myself, I can only reach my phone. He put my food in a bowl on the floor for me to eat.
There was a lot of information hidden in that message. He kept her tied when he wasn’t home, and she was becoming so addicted to his fucking that she’d play with herself while she waited for him. He was treating her like a pet, even making her eat out of a bowl on the floor.
She needed his cock. He was filling a need in her far beyond what I could do. She’d let him do anything to her, show her off or share her with friends, tie her hands so she couldn’t masturbate and make her eat from a bowl like a dog.
That was my worst day. I was sure I’d lost her, and even if I hadn’t lost her, I had lost an important part of her. My heart was breaking. I couldn’t concentrate on anything. I cancelled my appointments and spent the entire day in my hotel room alternating between crying and playing with my eternally hard cock.
I didn’t need the vibrator—Kristen’s texts told me more than I needed to know—but still I wore it some nights. It seemed to go off all evening.
I took his entire cock inside me today. Oh Honey, I had to tell him that my cunt belongs to him now.
I sat in shock. Everything I had imagined seemed to have become too real, and yet my cock was so hard that it hurt. It stayed hard for hours, even after I’d orgasmed.
Did U know that nipples hurt more when clamps are taken off than when they’re put on?
Larry had finally succeeded. He’d turned my wife, the love of my life, into a masochist. She’d let him do anything if he fucked her; he turned me into a pathetic cuckold. Even when the bet was over, she’d probably come running whenever he called. She might be done with me anyway. All I could do was to text her: I love you with all my heart. No matter what!
 



Chapter 18
 
The final text came from Larry’s phone: When you get in tomorrow come directly to my home and in through the door by the pool.
I knew which door he meant. It led into his bedroom. He was going to let me witness his final humiliation of my wife. My breath caught in my throat and I could feel my heart pounding. I didn’t know what he had planned but I knew it would include disgrace aimed at me.
I sat in the car, taking a moment to catch my breath and to compose myself. No matter what he did, I couldn’t interfere. All I could do was watch and listen as he abused my wife. 
I walked around the house as calmly as I could manage, and opened the door to his bedroom. The room itself was large, the light wood furniture giving it a Scandinavian feel. The lights were on, all aimed at his huge bed, and at Kristen, my wife and the woman I loved.
She was naked, facing me on her hands and knees on the edge of the bed. Her legs were spread wide, her ass high in the air and even with the side of the bed. Her arms were crossed in front of her at the wrists, her elbows supported her. Her breasts hung down, weighted with nipple clamps so they just brushed the bedspread. I’d never seen Kristen wear clamps before, and these were elaborate affairs, more jewelry than torture devices. They were pinched over her nipples with just enough pressure to hold them in place. Kristen’s nipples were pulled as she breathed, causing her to moan.
As I came in, Kristen looked up. Her eyes were half closed, her breathing ragged, and her mouth hung open. I don’t think she even recognized me at first.
When it was clear that she knew who I was, I heard her whisper, “I’m sorry, honey. I’m so sorry, but I’ve been so turned on all week, and I really need this.”
I wanted to go to her, but she stopped me. “I’m still Larry’s, honey. We’re so close to getting what you want. Are you sure you can take it, Will?” As she talked, her body swayed just enough to cause the clamps on her nipples to move. Kristen was groaning between words. “There’s nothing I can do,” she said. She was making her breasts sway on purpose, closing her eyes to focus on the sensations that were building inside of her. “I don’t want to hurt you. I really love you. Oh, honey,” she said.
Larry entered the room from a door behind her, naked, his thick cock semi-hard and reaching almost to the middle of his thigh. I was afraid for Kristen, but she’d taken him before, and as soon as he touched her between the legs she started to purr. With his touch, she pushed back against him. The purring noise became louder and more insistent as she closed her eyes to concentrate.
“Please, Larry, please…”
He reached around her to give her nipple clamps an experimental tug, causing her to plead even louder. Larry pointed, with his chin, to a chair in front of my wife. It was only a few feet from her face. She raised her head to watch me as I sat down.
“Let me see your cock, honey,” she said, staring at my crotch. I unfastened my pants and pushed them down before sitting. I was almost fully erect from seeing her being disgraced this way. A sick response. I wasn’t proud of myself.
“Touch yourself for me, honey. Show me that you like seeing me like this,” she said, her voice uneven. Some words were loud and some were so soft that I had a hard time hearing them. All this time Larry was touching her between her legs and pulling on her nipple clamps with the other hand.
“What do you want me to do, Kristen?” Larry asked. “Your husband’s here watching. What do you want your owner to do to his slut?”
“Please, put it inside.” Kristen was having the same problem with her voice talking to Larry as she’d had talking to me. “Please” and “inside” were loud, “put” and “it” were almost impossible to hear.
Larry teased her for a while. He made her say that she wanted his cock, and not just his cock, but his huge, beautiful cock.
“In your ass or in your pussy?” he asked. 
He’d put that monster into her ass? I couldn’t process it; the thing was too big! I listened as my wife said, “Larry, please, in my pussy for my husband. I need your big black cock. I can’t get enough of it. I’m addicted to it, Larry. I’ll do anything you want me to do.” She looked at me. “I’m serious, please forgive me, honey. I’m addicted to his cock. He knows how to use it, how to please me. I just can’t get enough of it,” she finished, just as Larry came around front to kiss her.
The sight of them kissing was the most heart-breaking thing that I’d seen or heard. Kristen kissed him with real emotion. She put everything into it. This was more than just a very turned on woman. She only kissed me once or twice in our marriage with anything near the enthusiasm she showed for Larry. One of those was the day I proposed, and the second was the day we were married.
When he presented her with his cock, she sucked it into her mouth, as far as she could. Big as it was, she couldn’t take more than the glans. It stretched her mouth to the limit but he didn’t try to force it. She wanted more, that was obvious, but her mouth wasn’t big enough for him.
When he was behind her again, he made her beg for him. She used words that I’d never heard her use. She told him that he was the best lover she’d ever had, that he owned her now and her cunt belonged to him. I’d almost never heard her use that word before, but she looked at me as she said it, and I believed on some level she meant it. “Please, fuck my cunt, Larry. It’s yours, you own it. My cunt is yours to use.” 
I thought my heart was beyond breaking, but she broke it again.
He lined up and rubbed himself against her, only stopping to slap her pussy with his cock. Each slap made a loud “whack!” I couldn’t see, but judging by the sounds, she was very wet. Every time he rubbed or hit her clit, she jumped and grunted.
Finally, he started to ease his freakishly fat cock inside her. I couldn’t see from where I was sitting, but only an inch or two was inside her when her first orgasm hit. He gripped her hair, pulling her head back as she came. Her mouth was open as she screamed, starting silently and quickly building to an ear-splitting howl.
He eased in another couple of inches and she had another orgasm—or perhaps the first one hadn’t ended and she peaked again. A few more inches and she was even louder when he pulled one of her nipple clamps off, not bothering to be gentle.
He stopped when I got up to see how much of his cock was inside of her. He still had a lot to go. “Do you love my cock, Kristen?” he asked.
“Oh God, yes. I love it so much, please don’t stop fucking me.” She wasn’t just saying those words. Her pussy was visibly throbbing; her juices coated her outer lips and ran down her thighs to puddle on the bed. She was so stretched that I was afraid he permanently damaged her. Her inner lips were pulled taut; her clit was visible, swollen and throbbing. She was moaning in time with the throbbing of her clit. 
He eased the next two inches inside as Kristen howled. “Tell your husband, Kristen. He’s right here. Look at him and tell him,” Larry instructed.
My face was close to her as she opened her eyes and looked at me. She was trembling but her voice was clear. “I’m sorry, honey. I didn’t want this to happen. I’ll do anything for him. I’m his slave now. I need his cock. Baby, I’m so sorry.” Her eyes welled up as she told me.
Larry picked that moment to start fucking her. All this time he’d just been entering her, and now he started to fuck. She was stretched so far, I didn’t see how she could tolerate it. He wasn’t gentle, he didn’t care about anyone’s pleasure but his own.
My cock had been leaking the whole time as I watched my wife being fucked by his monster and having what sounded like one long and very intense orgasm. She was shaking her head up and down as much as she could, begging him to go faster, harder, howling her pleasure.
I was stroking my cock as fast as I could. I wanted to finish on her. It was some twisted way of reclaiming her, maybe—I certainly wasn’t thinking very well.
Kristen watched me jack off as she was taken by Larry’s superior organ. Her eyes would close to savor the feelings he was giving her, only to open again and stare at my fist pumping my cock.
Larry wailed when he came. It seemed to go on for minutes, Kristen right along with him. I came on her face, not caring where it went, before collapsing back into the chair.
When he was done, Larry pulled out and wiped his cock on Kristen’s back. “You can take your bitch home now, I’m done with her,” he said. He turned and walked out the door he’d used to come in, and locked it behind him.
 



Chapter 19
 
I turned to go to my wife but she was huddled in a corner, one nipple clamp still in place. Her face was fearful and tears ran freely down her cheeks. A large puddle was forming under her, a mixture of Larry’s cum and Kristen’s excitement.
“Please don’t hurt me,” she said. “I’m sorry you saw that. I love you, Will, more than anything. But I didn’t lie to him. Everything I said was the truth. You need to know that,” she whimpered. “Can I get some of my things out of the house before you make me leave?” 
That request was too much for me. I’d set this up, and here was my wife, the woman I loved, asking if she could get some of her clothing before I kicked her out of our home.
She shied away from me but I wouldn’t be stopped. I picked her up in my arms and held her as close and as tight as I could. Kissing her tears, I told her that I loved her. We found the coat for her to wear and I took her home.
It took a while to reestablish our connection. She remained lost in the experience. A lot of nights of long talks and soft, loving sex. I treated her like a queen at first, but she didn’t want that. Things between us didn’t get better until I started treating her normally again, sometimes even a little roughly.
It took a few days to get the dog collar off her neck. Larry had used a padlock and the collar itself was made of a thick leather that left a long-lasting mark. Kristen still has that collar somewhere. She’s talked of being tattooed when the mark is gone, so she can always remember it.
About the only thing we did do to remember that week was to buy a thick 12-inch dildo. Kristen likes me to tie her up, from time to time, and roughly fuck her with it. I thought that was better than having her crawl back to Larry.
We talked about the experience, and oddly enough we both enjoyed it enough to talk about trying something like it again. We still have Charles’ phone number.
Larry kept his end of the deal. I was promoted and no longer reported to him. A year later, Larry took a job on the other side of the country. I heard that once they found out how little he knew, they fired him. After that, I lost track.
Kristen loves the extra-large dildo that I bought for her. She calls it Larry, which I hated at first. Now, when I’m using it on her, I remember what happened in Larry’s bedroom and I become Larry as I fuck the proverbial snot out of her—and she loves it. Every two or three weeks Kristen will ask me, in her little-girl, submissive voice, if I will please fuck her with Larry. Sometimes I say “NO,” and she pouts before doing something to turn me on.
She’s most effective when she kneels in front of me naked and begs, “…Larry, please fuck me as hard as you can. Please use your married slut, Larry. Please, honey, I need that cock so bad. I’ll do anything you want. You can tie me up, anything…” She’ll be sniffling, a tear running out of her eye, her hand between her thighs.
The thing is, it’s not an act. She genuinely misses that giant cock, and she’ll categorically do anything. We’ve driven around with her naked while she uses it on herself. She’s insisted that I use her ass while she pounds herself with Larry.
I know she misses the real Larry and not just his cock. Thankfully he’s on the other side of the country, because I’ve missed the a-hole myself. It’s easy to remember how wonderful Kristen looked as he took her, how submissive she was to him, and that she was sexually changed for weeks afterwards. 
It was different with him than with the rubber dildo. I went so far as to look at the possibility of visiting him. I knew that it hurt her when he just threw her out. I don’t know what she thought would happen, but thankfully it seems that she’s recovered from that experience.
It was, therefore, a shock when she confessed that she and Larry were communicating via video conferencing, and that they’d use it to masturbate for each other. Kristen admitted it when we returned from our long-delayed honeymoon to Jamaica.
 
Read the next installment of the I Bet My Hotwife Series “…AND LOST AGAIN!”
Coming soon…
 
 



Other Books by Thomas Roberts
 
My Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal
Ryan is forced to stay in a glass-walled hospital room when he is caught up in an accident in the lab. Married to Carrie for four years, a woman just discovering her sexuality. Four months is an eternity for them and watching as they pleasure themselves through glass just isn’t enough.
 
Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who gave her a professional Brazilian, and an Ace of Hearts tattoo.
 
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 with cuckold husbands. It’s amazing how many husbands want to watch! As word spreads, he finds himself becoming a little too popular with the ladies…and then he falls in love! How far will he go to satisfy his own needs and desires?
 
Sex Addict Hotwife
Linda has a problem. She is always turned on—sometimes even having an orgasm without stimulation. When she meets and falls in love with Chris, her constant arousal continues… lust beyond her control, beyond both their control. Sex with other people, yes, sometimes in front of her new husband.
 
Then they meet Randy, a billionaire client of Chris’s. Randy has everything, but he wants Linda—not forever— just for a week, and so they all make the deal. It turns out that Randy is just the lover that Linda needed to satisfy her sexual appetite.
 
But will she go back to her husband? If she does, will she stay?
 
Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife
Jimmy and Annette grew up together - it was only natural that they’d marry - there was only one problem, the stress of Jimmy’s police work had made him impotent.
 
At first Annette was supportive and understanding, but their picture book marriage suffered. as they grew apart.
 
When Jimmy found a video on the internet of his wife having sex with a black man …he was first hurt… and then excited … then he planned to win her back.
 



Vacation Prey – A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story
Wrong place, wrong time…
 
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—the pleasure that comes from reprogramming captive white wives and turning them into insatiable sex slaves.
 
When Carlo is also taken by the same group of men, he discovers a darker side of himself that he never knew existed. Handcuffed in a chair, watching his innocent wife behave like a sex-starved animal, he’s forced to watch her degrade herself for her captors to prove to him that she doesn’t want to leave their control.
 
But once they are able to finally escape, will he lose her completely to her new-found fetish and lifestyle? Or will he be able to find a way to accept her and make their marriage work, even though his wife is no longer the innocent, naïve woman she once was?
 
Katie’s Awakening
Mack is an athletic high-powered attorney who only has one drawback, his penis is tiny.  Very tiny.  Woman are drawn to him because he's a nice guy who never tries anything…little do they know he doesn't want to have to expose his weakness.  But Katie…. Katie’s different. She gets to him and loves him in spite of his small size.  
 
When he proposes, she accepts—but he has to make certain sacrifices.  He has to agree that if Katie ever meets her favorite actor, Brad Peterson, she has a free pass.  
 
The annual party of their expensive homeowner’s association includes a guy who looks exactly like Peterson, and Katie is immediately attracted to him.  Mack is a witness to their first time together, and then Katie disappears for four days.  When she comes home she's found out that the guy who looks like her movie star is her movie star!
 
Will Mack be able to handle this?  Will they stay together?  Will Katie ever be satisfied by Mack again?
 
Katie’s Reawakening – A Hotwife Story
In this 2nd Installment of Katie and Mack’s story, Katie’s obsession with movie star Brad Peterson, continues.
 
"She couldn't resist him; she needed to have him again. They'd done it before, I'd watched. But I'd never seen Katie so subservient before. She' done everything he asked; she'd humiliated herself for him. And now she was begging him to use her. And still, I liked it."
 
What will happen to Mack and Katie’s marriage once Brad is done with her? Can Mack become the dominate man she craves?
 



I Bet My Wife…And Lost Again!
In this second installment of the I BET MY HOTWIFE Trilogy, Will and Kristen finally take the honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since their last wife-watching and neither are sure where to go from this point. But once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon isn’t always just for 2.
 
When an old nemesis shows up on the island, paradise turns out to be all how you look at it.
 
Paradise can be found or lost, depending on who you’re with.
 
I Bet My Wife…And Won!
In this 3rd and final installment of the I BET MY HOTWIFE SERIES, Kristen and Will have explored their fantasies together. Now they’re ready to take things farther… Perhaps even letting her enjoy another woman.
 
But Kristen wants even more. The ultimate fantasy, the one where she is held captive, used, and humiliated by a gang of black men, taken over and over while her husband is forced to watch.
 
However, this gang is dangerous; they want to keep Kristen.
 
Will her husband be able to save her or will she become the gang's new sex slave?
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