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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 – Paradise Found” **
 



Chapter 1
 
 
We finally decided to take our long-delayed honeymoon. We could afford it, and Kristen wanted to go to Jamaica. She said she wanted to lie in the sun, see some bare-chested natives, and eat Jamaican food.
Our travel agent set us up at a resort on the north shore of the island. We had a bungalow with a private swimming pool and staff, a cook, and a butler. This was living. The bungalow was tastefully decorated and, in addition to a large master bedroom and toilet, included a smaller bedroom suitable for guests that brought children.
The butler and the cook, who doubled as the maid, lived in the back of the bungalow—out of sight but available if needed. The kitchen was the cook’s preserve, her own personal space, and if we wanted something, anything, at any time of day, all we had to do was ask. Then the butler would bring it and serve us. The butler was an older black gentleman who showed the manners and refinement of a different time. Like all cooks and butlers, they had seen it all and were not easily shocked.
The patio surrounding the private pool held two tables, one for two people and one for several, both covered by sun umbrellas. Additional lounge chairs were set in strategic positions. There was a long sandy beach just fifty yards away on the other side of our lawn, available only to resort guests. The beach was “anything goes”: sand, palm trees, tropical flowers, naked people, and sex. We had landed in paradise; no wonder so few people brought their kids.
I went the first morning to check out all the naked women worshipping the sun, then I ate the breakfast our butler served us by the pool. Kristen and I enjoyed a quick dip before we both went down to the beach.
The third day I left Kristen to sunbathe naked while I wandered back to the bungalow for some beer. I could partially see my wife out the window and I didn’t give a thought to her welfare. I could also see a lot of bare flesh (I hadn’t lost my erection since we landed). The sand was a brilliant white and a line of palm trees crossed the manicured lawn behind us, cutting off part of my view of the beach. The next time I looked, there was a man standing next to my wife. The two seemed to be having a friendly but animated discussion. I could see Kristen smile and laugh as they talked, but I couldn’t see him very well. I also saw her shift position and spread her legs apart, just enough to give him a better view. 
My wife stole a quick glance at the bungalow before sliding her right hand between her legs. She was masturbating for him!
I left the house quietly, going out the front door and walking around the side next to the pool, which sat embedded in the concrete patio about eight feet above ground level. I couldn’t see the beach, but that meant they couldn’t see me either. Keeping palm trees between us so that I wouldn’t be seen, I crept through and finally saw my wife and Larry, of all people, masturbating for each other. Her pussy was red-looking and running wet while she stroked her clit. Larry’s cock was about half erect, and I could hear them talking.
“I can’t go with you without telling my husband,” Kristen said, panting.
“OK, tell him that you’re going to be with me this afternoon,” Larry ordered her. He was ordering my wife to fuck him!
“OK.” She panted harder as she agreed.
“No need,” I said, stepping out from behind my palm tree. “I’ll just come with you.”
Kristen looked at me in surprise, shock, and some embarrassment. She quickly pulled her legs together, trapping her hand between them. Larry just looked at me with his usual superior stare. Kristen’s mouth opened and closed several times before she gave up and looked at Larry for help.
“Kristen and I are going to play. Are you ready, slut?” Larry directed the last comment right at my wife.
“Sorry, Larry. You two can play, I’m okay with that, but I’m coming with you.” I wanted to leave Kristen out of the conversation. At this point, I was sure she’d go with him regardless of what I wanted.
Larry just shrugged his shoulders. “If that’s what you want, but the same rules as before. You can watch but you can’t interfere.”
“Is that what you want, Kristen?” I asked my naked wife, who was staring at Larry’s cock.
“Yes.”
“Do you want me to use you, Kristen?” Larry asked in a monotone.
“Yes.”
“Are you ready to see what your whore wife is capable of?” Larry asked me.
“Yes,” I said.
 



Chapter 2
 
The three of us gathered our things and followed Larry to a bungalow very much like ours. When we were inside, Larry directed Kristen to take a shower and to get herself ready for him. He directed me to a chair and told me to take off my swim suit. “I didn’t like you walking around last time,” he said. “So we’re going to take care of that.”
Using bungee cords, Larry secured me to the chair—all except my right hand, which was tied so that I could at least reach my erection. I wasn’t happy being tied up but, by this point, I was as hard as I’d ever been and having a hard time catching my breath. Larry just looked smug.
We watched as Kristen walked out of the bathroom, her hair wet and her face showing a combination of fear, anticipation, and excitement. She glanced at me, just enough to see that I couldn’t move from the chair, before turning to smile at Larry. My wife, the woman I loved more than anything in the world, stood naked by another man’s bed waiting for instructions. Larry’s first orders were predictable enough. He sat on the edge of the bed and ordered Kristen to get on her knees and crawl to him. I watched my wife ease gracefully to the floor and start to crawl, her breasts swaying, her eyes never leaving his cock.
“Tell me what you are, Kristen,” he ordered.
“I’m your slut, Larry.”
“Will you do anything I tell you to do?”
“Yes.”
“Can I do anything I want to you?”
“Yes.” My wife seemed to have lost any will of her own. She was Larry’s to command. 
“Do you care that your husband is watching you be my whore?”
After a pause: “No.”
“Does it excite you to have your husband watch as you whore yourself?”
She glanced at me quickly before fixing her gaze on Larry’s cock. “Yes, it excites me to have my husband watch me be your slut, Larry. You know that you own my pussy.”
“Well, what are you waiting for? Use your mouth and make me hard,” he ordered.
Kristen moved forward and started licking the fire hose between Larry’s legs. Her eyes were closed as she eagerly cleaned him. Starting at the top, she licked, sucked, and kissed all the way down to his balls. When his cock was dripping wet with her saliva, she sucked each of his enormous balls into her mouth.
Larry groaned as my wife worked on him. I did, too. The sight was incredible to see: my wife, the woman I’d committed my life to, was making love to another man’s balls. I wanted to touch myself but I was afraid I wouldn’t last if I started now. At the same time, I was embarrassed by her humiliation, and by the way my cock responded to the sight of her on her knees. My wife was breaking my heart by giving herself to, not just another man, but Larry.
Before Kristen tried to get the bulk of Larry’s cock into her mouth, she asked for permission to touch herself. Larry bought out my wife’s submissive side in ways I never could. He told her to beg first.
“May I touch myself, sir?” she begged.
“You can do better than that, Kristen,” he said.
“Please, sir, can I touch myself while I suck your beautiful cock?”
“Better. Still not good enough.”
“Oh please, sir. May I touch my cheating cunt while I suck your beautiful cock? Please?” She looked like she might cry from frustration.
“Yes.”
Kristen’s lifted both hands from the floor. One went immediately between her thighs, causing her to moan as her finger touched her clit. The other wrapped partially around Larry’s penis and guided it to her mouth. She’d sucked her large rubber dildo, but still I watched in amazement as she licked and sucked the head of Larry’s cock into her mouth. My tiny wife still couldn’t take the whole thing. 
One hand stroked her clitoris as her tongue worked the underside of his cock. Larry’s eyes were fixed on her, his hand running through her white-blonde hair. Kristen looked up at him as her pink tongue licked the head of his cock. Her light blue eyes held a worshipful expression that scared me, even as it sent a charge straight through my hard-on.
“Did you bring your collar, slut?” Larry asked.
“Yes,” she answered, drool running down her chin. It was my first real clue that they hadn’t just run into each other on a beach in Jamaica.
“Get it for me,” he ordered.
Kristen quickly retrieved her beach bag. She rummaged inside for a moment before pulling out the collar and lock. She handed them to Larry and turned her back, holding up her hair for him to collar her again. Her face lit up when she heard the lock snap into place. I watched as my wife stood, her breasts bobbing, and presented herself for Larry’s approval.
 



Chapter 3
 
Leaving his bathing suit on the floor, Larry moved to the head of the bed and leaned against the headboard. He watched as Kristen crawled after him. At first they just kissed, some kisses sweet and tender, some hot and demanding. Larry caressed and pulled my wife’s nipples, causing her to whimper and lick his face.
My heart, already broken, was now shattered. I was racked with silent sobs at the sight of my wife showing such affection to another man. My cock, however, with a tiny mind of its own, was throbbing. Larry looked at me, his superior smirk still in place. Kristen didn’t turn her head. 
After a few minutes, Kristen swung her leg over Larry’s thighs and lowered herself onto his tent pole of an erection. Using her hand to open herself, his cock slowly disappeared inside her. She keened louder with each small amount of penetration, stopping every few moments to have what appeared to be another orgasm. Holding onto the head of the bed, her enormous breasts rubbed against his face. Her moans, and sometimes screams, seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet of the bungalow.
“Oh…uh… Oh!” she repeated, not saying a single intelligible word.
They would stop long enough to kiss and whisper to each other each time she came, and then Kristen would lower herself onto him further. I couldn’t hear what they said but Kristen continued to whisper in his ear until her next orgasm overtook her.
I was getting my fantasy; I was watching my wife have sex with another man, again. My hand was moving on my cock as fast as I could stroke it. In a way, the sight was made even more exciting—and torturous—by the thought that I might be in the process of losing my wife. Kristen might not want to come back to me this time.
With a cry, she forced herself down all the way, and then Larry’s gigantic cock was buried to the balls inside my tiny wife. Panting hard, she had to stop while her body adjusted to the penetration. From where I was sitting, I could see Larry’s fat black prick as it entered my wife’s vagina. Kristen’s labia were stretched to the point that it looked painful. The rose of her asshole was pulled so far by the width of his cock that it seemed to disappear inside her. When only his balls were visible, my wife turned to me.
“He’s all the way inside,” she said, her eyes were wide. A smile lit up her face. “I can feel him, Will. I can feel every inch. I’m stretched inside. He’s so deep.” She turned back to Larry. “I don’t know where that huge cock goes, but he owns me now. Oh, honey—” Her words were cut off as Larry began to fuck her. Soon my wife’s head was tilted back and she was howling, lost to her orgasms.
Larry picked her up, never letting his cock out of her pussy, and laid her flat on the bed. I watched in horror as that giant cock plunged in and out of my wife, spreading her impossibly wide. Kristen’s legs, at first sticking straight in the air, wrapped around him. Her heels dug into his ass, urging him on as he pounded her. Finally, when he was buried as far as he could go, he wailed and came inside the woman I loved. The sight triggered a soul-shattering orgasm for both of us. I was surprised to feel a drop of my own cum hit me on the chin.
 



Chapter 4
 
Larry untied me almost immediately. As I made my way back to our lodge, they continued without me. I could hear Kristen’s hoarse howls as the door slid closed behind me. I imagined I could hear her cries all the way back to our bungalow.
I wasn’t sure what to do. I didn’t even know if she’d be back. I wasn’t sure if I should pack or just continue my routine. The one thing I did know was that I needed sleep before I could make any decisions. Hours later, I woke to Kristen in bed with me, still naked, sleeping on top of the covers. Her body was covered in red marks and the dog collar was still in place. My wife’s pussy was a swollen, red, angry-looking mess. Even her asshole had been forced open and was leaking a white liquid.
I tried in vain to wake her, gave up, and went down to breakfast alone. The butler didn’t bat an eye, just served breakfast for one and said he’d hold the other breakfast until my lady was ready.
Kristen came down an hour or so later and hugged me from behind. She smelled freshly showered, though I could still see the red marks on her body. I wasn’t going to ask her about them. Sitting in the chair across the small patio table from me, just inside the shade of our striped umbrella, she slipped on her sunglasses to cover her red-rimmed eyes. After accepting a huge plate of eggs, bacon, and fruit from the butler, she finally broke the ice.
“So you probably want to know what these marks are,” she said, and used her fork to point at one near her left nipple. She smiled at me. “Larry knows that I sometimes like it a little rough.” 
She continued eating, as though what she’d said hadn’t hit me like a gut punch. “That’s why he makes me wear the dog collar, and why he likes to walk me around like a pet. It turns me on. I can’t explain it.” She glanced up to see how I was reacting. “When you’re not there, he’s much rougher with me. He uses me hard, he even bites me to get me off.” She looked confused for a moment, lost in thought. 
“I can’t explain it right, but I’ll try,” she continued. “When I’m especially turned on, when he’s made me orgasm and I’m begging him to give me another one, sometimes he’ll hurt me. Maybe spank me, or bite me, or pull the chain so hard I can’t breathe, but I’ll feel it in my pussy. Sometimes it’s even enough to push me over the edge. Those orgasms are spectacular. Oh, honey, you can’t imagine. It’s like my entire body is cumming and…just when I think that it’s done, he’ll pull my chain again, or bite me, and it’ll start again.” Kristen was usually uncomfortable using words like these, but today was an exception. Her face was flushed pink.
She ate some more, with a thoughtful expression on her face. “I timed it last night, when I happened to look at a clock,” she said. “It wasn’t until this morning that I could make sense of what I saw. Will, he kept me on edge for over an hour last night before he let me…finish. I came so hard I can still feel myself throbbing.” Her eyes were fixed on me, her upper chest joining her face in a sexual flush.
“Come on,” she said, and held out her hand to me. “It’s your turn with the slut.”
 



Chapter 5
 
In our room, I threw Kristen on the bed. She was eager to help me strip off her bikini bottoms, lifting her ass and begging me to hurry. Her pussy wasn’t the matted mess that it had been the night before, but she was still red and swollen. As I licked her, softly at first, from her asshole to her clit, her pussy opened and my mouth was flooded with a mixture of salty juices. I forgot myself then and started to work her hard, licking, sucking, even biting her.
The harder I attacked her, the louder she groaned. Her fists gripped the sheets on both sides until, at the end, I had sucked her clit an inch or more into my mouth. I nibbled on it with my teeth as she eagerly humped my face. When she came down from her orgasm I realized what I was doing and slowly released the suction of my mouth. Sliding up my wife’s tight, small body, I eased my swollen cock inside her. Neither of us needed to help as I entered her gaping pussy.
Kristen and I kissed during her second orgasm of the day with me, and we pledged our eternal love to each other. As I was moved slowly inside her, she told me she couldn’t promise not to take other lovers—I told her I couldn’t promise not to watch.
We were laughing when her face grew serious and she came, and then came again. We had to stop after I finished. Kristen said that the continued orgasms were making her uncomfortable. I took that as code for, I’m starting to hurt.
As we walked down to the beach, I kept an eye open for Larry. I expected to see him. Kristen read my thoughts. “Larry won’t be here today,” she said. “He has business to take care of. Will, unless you object, I’m going to be with him tomorrow. I might stay overnight.” We spread a blanket and opened the beach chairs. “If you’re okay with that,” she added. “I know he doesn’t want you there, but I’d like you to see. So I could set up his patio for you? If you want…”
 



Chapter 6
 
We spent that evening in our bungalow. We ate a wonderful meal sitting by the pool under the warm Jamaican stars. The butler was quiet as he served a traditional dish prepared by our personal cook.
That night, we made love again. This time we were slow and caring. We didn’t know what the next night would bring and we both wanted to be gentle with the other. I woke late in the morning to the sound of Kristen softly closing the door on her way out. Her side of the bed had cooled and wet towels hung over the shower rod. She’d been up for awhile and I could hear the muted voices of the staff offering her breakfast. I took my time getting ready. She obviously thought it best that we didn’t see each other this morning. If she wanted to leave without saying goodbye, I’d just wait until I knew she was gone.
Though I moved slowly, my mind was racing. She was going to spend the day with Larry and, as far as he knew, they’d be alone. He could do anything he wanted to her; the husband wouldn’t be around to object this time.
I spent the day on the beach, thinking, reading, and thinking some more. I watched the beautiful women around me, but didn’t really see them.
That night I crept along the beach and onto Larry’s patio. The lights were on inside but the patio was in complete darkness. It was like watching a massive TV screen. The patio door was open enough for me to hear and, for some reason, he hadn’t closed the curtains.
I watched, my stomach in knots, as my wife once again told Larry that she loved his cock, that she’d do anything for him, that she was his slut. I watched in horror as he took her ass. My shock was magnified by Kristen kneading her clit as wildly as she could, and by their simultaneous orgasms. He kept the collar on her all night and pulled the chain sometimes just to hurt her. 
At one point, Larry ordered her to sit on a chair. This time there were no chains and no rope holding her; she sat there because she wanted to sit there. She held her arms above her head and spread her legs without being told, as Larry whipped her pussy with a riding crop. He started softly, and then Kristen spread her legs, and moved her hips, so that he could more easily reach every part of her. The more and the harder he whipped, the louder she grew, until her groans turned to shrieks. Even then my wife begged him to whip her harder. 
I don’t know how long this went on. My eyes were glued to the sight of Kristen’s tiny cunt being whipped with a riding crop, and apparently loving it. I don’t think I even blinked. By the time she exploded in orgasm, her pussy was entirely red and swollen. Her hips rose completely off the chair, still pushing, still hoping for more.
I was on the edge of orgasm for a long time, getting close and backing off. It was getting difficult to stop. I knew I was close and when my wife came from the riding crop my orgasm exploded without me touching my erection. A spatter of white cum landed on the patio window.
She was right, he was hard on her. He humiliated her and made her humiliate herself. The rougher he was, the harder she seemed to orgasm, until she finally couldn’t take any more. The sky was just starting to lighten and Kristen was near to collapse. It was time for me to slither my way to our bungalow.
I felt like a coward letting him treat her like he did. I also felt like a pervert, having cum until I was drained and my cock was just a small, soft thing of no use to anybody.
 



Chapter 7
 
I was sitting on our patio eating breakfast when Kristen came in wearing one of the resort bathrobes. Her face showed every hour of the night before. Her eyes were bloodshot, her lips were swollen, her hair still showed signs where he had pulled her head up, sometimes so roughly that I wasn’t sure it would stay attached to her head.
“Did you see?” she asked, blushing.
“Yes, I was there all night.”
“I’m sorry, honey. Sometimes I just need that. I don’t understand why.” She started to tear up. “How can you stay married to such an unfaithful slut?” she asked, her voice quavering.
Using one finger, I reached under her chin and lifted her head. I kissed her swollen lips. Kristen didn’t want soft; she attacked me, kissing me hard, her tongue pushing far into my mouth. She threw herself on me, her legs spread so she could feel my growing erection against her bare, engorged pussy. I thought I was done for the day; I was wrong. She ground against me until I had to pull my suit down to release my erection.
We fucked like that on the patio. We coupled like animals as I reclaimed my wife. Her pussy was so swollen that it felt as tight as it had the first time. We were hard on each other; I pulled on her collar to make her bounce on my cock. I knew she was feeling a lot of pain but she didn’t slow down until her climax caused her to collapse, as if all the air had been let out of her at once.
We had shouted declarations of love as we fucked, and I never felt closer to her.
 



Chapter 8
 
We relaxed for the remainder of the day. We had drinks on the patio, we strolled along the beach. We checked out all the naked sunbathers and compared notes. If we laughed (and we did from time to time) it was because some people should never take off their clothing, not even at home, not even alone in the dark.
Kristen tired easily that day. Larry had worn her out, and our workout that morning didn’t help. Her back hurt and her legs had been stretched for too long in the yoga-like positions he’d put her in. Even a fitness instructor can only take so much. Most of all, her pussy was sore, and she was having some trouble walking. I’d heard that expression, “I fucked her until she couldn’t walk straight,” but I never thought of it as truly possible. 
While Kristen napped, I arranged with our cook for a special Jamaican dinner. The butler would serve us on the patio under the stars again, only genuine spicy Jamaican food. I made a trip to the small store inside the resort to buy the ingredients, making sure to stick exactly with the list the cook prepared. By the time the sun went down, the bungalow was filled with wonderful cooking smells. They were so flavorful that Kristen woke up and came wandering into the kitchen to find out what smelled so good. Even her full smile, her face lit like a thousand candles, couldn’t stop the cook from running her out and telling her that she’d find out soon enough.
After wine and appetizers, the butler served us. We were sitting on the patio with only a faint light shining through the sliding glass door. The stars looked so bright and close we wanted to reach out and touch them.
The dinner was as wonderful as it smelled. I wanted to remember each minute, every word we said to each other, and every mouthful of that sinfully delicious food. By the time the ice cream was served, Kristen’s eyes were closing on their own again. She would fall asleep briefly and wake with a start to take another bite.
The next morning I woke before Kristen and decided to let her sleep while I shaved and showered. When I emerged, Kristen had kicked off the covers and was lying naked on her back, her legs spread just enough to give me an unobstructed view of her pussy. It was no longer red and angry looking. Her labia were no longer swollen, showing just the small tongue of flesh that was usually visible on one side.
I sat on the edge of the bed and ran my hand over her thigh, caressing her until she opened one eye to see what I was up to. Her face lit up in that full smile that melted my heart and reminded me how much I loved her. “Good morning, honey,” I said. Not original, but I liked it.
Without moving her head or even opening the other eye, Kristen responded, “Was last night as wonderful as I’m remembering?” She squeezed her eye shut as I kissed her and assured her that it was. She gave a contented sigh and fell asleep again, without once moving her head or opening both eyes.
I left her there and went down to the patio for breakfast. Our butler was ready for me, but he looked concerned. “Sir, I have to leave for a few days. My wife is very ill, but I’ve arranged for a replacement. I think you’ll be pleased with him. I assure you that I’ll be back as soon as I can manage,” he said.
We talked for a while. He swore that his wife’s condition probably wasn’t serious, and he refused to accept any help or even to sit at the table while we chatted. “My brother’s son will fill in for me, sir. His name is Lincoln. Oh, he’s here now,” he said as he left to answer the door. 
I ate and enjoyed the wonderful Jamaican morning as Lincoln was introduced to the cook and reminded of his duties. I could tell from the overheard conversation that he’d done this before. I wasn’t concerned; I was too contented to be concerned about anything.
I was enjoying my strong Jamaican coffee when Lincoln was introduced to me. He was a good-looking young man, like a young Ali. Dressed in a white shirt and dark pants, he was so polite he hesitated to take my hand when I offered to shake his. He wanted me aware that he knew his place.
Lincoln made me a little uneasy. He was a tall, well-built young man who would be serving Kristen: a woman who harbored a soft (and often very wet) spot for young, strong black men. Kristen picked that moment to come bouncing out of the bedroom, and “bouncing” was the right description. Since most of the people on the beach were naked or at least topless, Kristen was wearing only her bikini bottoms. Her breasts bounced and quivered as she skipped toward us. When she saw Lincoln, she came to a sudden stop, her breasts wobbling. Surprise lit her face. She did not expect company, and Lincoln would have caught her attention anywhere.
Our butler and I explained the situation as Lincoln served her breakfast. Her eyes remained glued to him the entire time, watching his movements and scanning his body. “Lincoln,” she began politely, before taking a bite of toast, “how old are you?” When he assured her he was twenty-one and had some experience as a butler, my darling wife moved on to her real questions. “Are you married?” she asked. 
Our butler excused himself as my wife got to the heart of the matter with his nephew. His experience as a butler was not particularly important to her. After he told her that he wasn’t married, Kristen’s face lit up once again. “Honey,” she said, turning briefly to wink at me before turning her attention back to Lincoln, “I know you’re going to work on that project in our bedroom all day. Is your laptop charged? Remember, it has to be ready by the time we return. I may just lay here by the pool.” 
Her attention focused again on Lincoln. “Lincoln, you don’t mind taking care of me this afternoon, do you? Maybe get me drinks and something to snack on?” Her eyes were fixed on the crotch of his pants as she asked. “My husband has to work, and he hasn’t slept well, so he could probably use a nap, too. I don’t want to be alone all afternoon.” Her intentions were clear to me, and judging by the thickening in Lincoln’ pants, he was starting to entertain some hopes himself. At his age, just looking at Kristen’s wonderful breasts could easily be the cause of that erection.
After assuring her that I did in fact have work to do, and that I’d be busy most of the day, I excused myself and went inside with my coffee. A short time later Kristen joined me. “Oh my God, honey,” she whispered, once we were in the room with the door closed. “Did you see that?” I answered that, aside from his looks, I hadn’t noticed anything. “The lump in his pants?” she said. “You didn’t see it? Touch me, I’m dripping wet.” She held out the front of her bikini bottoms for me. “Are you okay with this? I won’t do a thing if you’ve seen enough for one vacation.” Her eyes were big and she was obviously serious. If I said she’d done enough for one island trip, she’d stay away from him.
I assured her that I was fine with anything she wanted to do. I loved watching her and I’d happily watch her with someone new. “But what’s your plan? You can’t bring him in here. I’ll be working,” I reminded her.
“Let’s say he’s interested…” she began. “You do want to watch, don’t you?” I assured her that I did, and listening also had its advantages. “Let’s go for both,” she replied. She was grinning from ear-to-ear. When Kristen was happy, the whole world knew it. In the end, I left the “where” up to her and settled back in bed. If nothing else, I’d have that nap.
I woke up a few hours later to a polite tap on the door. Cook had brought a lunch tray for me. Acting innocent, I asked where the butler was. In her delightful Jamaican accent, she answered that he was slightly busy at the moment. I waited for her to leave, for the first time finding her urge to straighten up annoying. Before the door closed behind her, I was at the window. The pool was deserted. I could think of only one place in the bungalow where I could see and hear everything.
On the other side of the master bath was the smaller bedroom, the one used by people who bought their children or guests. It wasn’t large. The bedroom’s main door opened into the bungalow proper but there was also a door from the master bath. Best of all, and proof of Kristen’s genius, there was a peep hole that could be used without opening the door and potentially waking the occupants. The peep hole gave a complete view of the room and was set next to the door from the master bath. It was almost invisible from the other side, especially with the bathroom lights turned off. Naturally, being no fool, the first thing I did was to turn off the bathroom lights. What I saw was Lincoln holding my wife as they sat on the bed.
“Are you sure he won’t wake up?” I heard him ask, as he looked toward the door and the peep hole. I instinctively ducked, before remembering that he couldn’t see me.
“He won’t, and even if he does, he has so much work to do that he won’t even think of looking for me,” Kristen said. She wore a shit-eating grin as she glanced at the peep hole. If it hadn’t been for that grin, my insecurities would have flared up and I’d have once again been overcome with anxiety. But my wife was having so much fun that I had no choice but to enjoy the seduction along with her.
As they kissed, Kristen rolled Lincoln onto his back and worked her way down his body until she could pull down his white shorts. Lincoln’ black cock popped up immediately; the dirty boy wasn’t wearing underwear. His cock was about as long as mine but much thicker. It looked to be as big around as my wrist, with a slight curve back toward his flat, hard belly. Kristen licked her lips as she admired his cock from all angles, then used her soft tongue to lick the precum. 
I was watching my wife go down on another man, another black man, but the possessiveness was just as intense as it had been with Larry. She wanted him. From where I was, I could see a wet spot form, and grow, on the crotch of her bikini bottoms. I couldn’t watch that spot grow for long as Kristen, while keeping her mouth on her new black toy, used her thumbs to pull her bottoms down, and then off. Now I could see her pussy. Her labia were swelling and opening, her dewy inside visible and starting to drip onto the bedspread.
My wife bent to suck the head of Lincoln’s cock into her mouth, when his fingers reached her pussy. Pushing his hand between her legs, he spread her pussy wide and ran his finger up and down her slit, spreading the wetness, before pushing a finger inside her. Kristen took her mouth off his prick, holding his cock next to her cheek as she sighed. I could see she was panting by the way her stomach moved. Her hips were also moving, showing her appreciation for what he was doing by pushing onto his finger. Lincoln put Kristen on her back as they kissed passionately—the kind of kiss that made my heart race and my resentment spike. My wife was kissing him like her feelings ran deep, but at least I knew that Kristen had no real feelings for him. She just wanted to be fucked.
She reached down to direct his cock to her hole. I stared, unblinking, as she rubbed the fat head of his prick over her slit, getting him wet and opening herself further. Eventually she lined him up and, by pushing her hips down, stared to drive him into herself. I could hear her begging for divine intervention as he sank into her depths. Her head didn’t stay still either, first buried in his shoulder, then looking at the ceiling, all while she squealed with pleasure. 
Even as wet and slick as Kristen was, it took some time to spread her open. She was roaring and panting when Lincoln bottomed out, stopping only long enough to let her cunt adjust to his girth. Kristen looked up at him then, seeming to bask in the feeling of being so full, before pulling his mouth down to meet hers. They kissed and whispered to each other, then Lincoln began to move inside her. At first it was just small movements, and then their kissing became more urgent. Her hands on his ass, my wife was urging her new lover to fuck her harder. Harder and faster.
She was trying to whisper to him as he fucked her, but she was having a hard time getting the words out. I wish I knew what she was saying. I could lip-read the word “fuck” but that was all. She gave up finally and just stared into his eyes as he moved inside her. The harder he hammered, the harder she gasped. Her mouth hung open, her eyes rolled up into her head so that only the whites showed, and her orgasm hit. She used her hands and her heels to urge him to fuck her even faster and harder.
Lincoln didn’t make a sound when he shot deep inside my wife. His eyes squeezed shut with intense concentration. I think he wanted to not only feel every sensation but to commit this experience to memory—his hotwife tourist.
His cock fell out of Kristen’s pussy and lay, dripping, on her thigh. Kristen tightened her muscles and a flood of semen mixed with her lubrication bubbled out of her. My wife giggled and used some tissue to clean herself. She pretended to listen intently for a moment, as if she heard me moving around, then urged him to dress and sneak out. When he was gone, Kristen rushed into the bathroom and threw herself into my arms.
“Did you like the show?” she asked. She kissed my face continuously. “Do you like watching your wife be a slut? A whore, who’ll fuck a young black man in front of you?” I had to admit that I did like it, but also that it made me insanely jealous. “Good,” she said. “I want you to be insanely jealous and I want you to reclaim me.” She was breathless with excitement.
 
* * *
 
Our regular butler returned the next day, his wife much improved. Since it was our last day on the island, we chose to spend it together on the beach. I had no idea that things were going to get even more crazy, and it wasn’t just because Kristen masturbated under a blanket on the flight home. She even flirted with one of the flight attendants while doing it and exchanged phone numbers with her.
 



Chapter 9
 
We’d returned from our trip to Jamaica and things had settled down, but Kristen and I knew that I wasn’t done watching her with other men and she wasn’t done being watched. We were happy together, deeply in love, and we could also enjoy sex as a normal married couple. In fact, most of the time we were just normal people, enjoying each other’s company and sharing equally, but our relationship had changed since Kristen and I discovered that we shared the same kink. Kristen was more submissive to me after she’d gotten a taste of submission from Larry. She liked it, but I wasn’t very good at being dominant to Kristen. In fact, I was more than a little submissive to her. She didn’t understand what the problem was, but I did. Kristen needed to be taken again. She needed to be dominated and told what to do by a man like Larry. She wanted me to be that man but I just wasn’t. I wanted to watch as she was used by that man. 
Kristen and I had been exclusive since we’d returned from Jamaica but I knew that it was just a matter of time. If she did it once, it made sense to me that she’d want to do it again.
I hadn’t spent much time leading up to our Jamaica vacation wondering why watching Kristen get fucked by another man was so fascinating to me. As it turned out, hearing her moaning and not being able to see her was almost as good. I’d had the opportunity, after we got back, to read more about wife watching. I read a lot on the web and even joined some groups that discussed hotwives and cuckolding. I was surprised at the number of men, and women, that were into it.
 
* * *
 
One night I turned off the television and told Kristen I had a difficult topic to discuss with her. As first she just looked curious, both waiting to find out what the difficult topic was and trying to anticipate me. A brief thought ran through my brain: Is there something going on that I need to know about? 
“What we did in Jamaica…” I began.
She was already shaken. “Oh God, it was too much, wasn’t it?” she said. Despite everything we’d done and the time we’d been together, Kristen could not feel totally secure. She probably never would.
I talked over her, trying to calm her. “No, no. Nothing like that,” I said quickly. I sat beside her and held her in my arms. She was trembling. I told her that I loved her and she couldn’t get rid of me easily. When she finally settled down and looked up at me, I was smiling. I told her that I loved her more for what she’d done, and could I finish talking now? Kristen gave me one of her timid smiles, even as the tears dried on her face.
“We’re going to do it again, aren’t we?” I asked. “You’re going to, well, have sex with another man—or woman, I guess.” Kristen had been with Jill, after all, and I knew that she and Justine, the flight attendant we’d met on the way home, were exchanging emails (and those emails were becoming more explicit as time went on.) “Maybe even a gang of men,” I continued. 
Kristen laughed, all the tension seeming to drop from her at once. “I want you to,” I said. “I want to watch, maybe even join in sometime, or at least listen to you. I just think we need some, well, rules…” I was feeling my way around the subject, stopping and starting, giving her an opportunity to object. But she wasn’t objecting. She nodded her head, then took a break to dab her eyes with some wadded-up tissue and blow her nose.
“What kind of rules?” she asked.
“Well, for instance, you should always let me know before anything happens. If you can, you should even let me know if you think anything might happen. That’s part of the excitement for me, the buildup.”
“So, am I understanding this? You’re okay with me sleeping with other people?” she asked. “You just want to watch or listen in on it? You don’t mind sharing your wife?” She went silent, thinking for a few minutes after that, then pulled herself away from me on the couch. “I know that you like to watch, and you know that I like being watched, but do you love me? How can you love me if I’m cheating on you? That seems like a lot for a wife to ask of her husband. Especially since I am definitely not okay with you taking a lover. And what if I find a guy that I really like, that I develop feelings for, who is just a fantastic lover that I want to sleep with a lot? How could you handle that?” 
Her eyes where misting up again, her voice shaking. “What if I like him so much that I’m with him almost every night? What if you end up sleeping in the guest room, not just for one night but for weeks at a time?” She started to cry. “What if I want you to wear a cock cage, so only he can have me?” Tears rolled freely down her cheeks. “I’d never want to do that to you, but I have these thoughts sometimes and they scare me.” 
She hugged me so tightly that it almost hurt. How did such a tiny woman get so strong? She had been thinking about this, I realized. She even knew what a “cock cage” was. I wasn’t the only one who’d done my research.
“That’s why we need some rules, Kristen. Just a few, to make sure that we can do what we enjoy but still have a wonderful marriage. I know that the examples you just gave are things that could happen if you become emotionally enmeshed with another man. I still love you, Kristen. More than I love anything in this life. I don’t ever want to lose you, but I want you to be able to enjoy everything life can offer, and then to come back to me. It took me a long time to put the pieces together, but you know it wasn’t that difficult in the end.”
I took a deep breath, and continued. “It’s the appeal of what I call the roller-coaster effect. I imagined watching or hearing from a woman I just dated and, since I didn’t care deeply about her, I wasn’t affected the same way as I am with you. It was titillating but deep down I didn’t really care. It was like watching a porn movie. I don’t care that the actress is getting fucked roughly or cumming strongly because I’m not in love with her—that’s what makes all the difference. No real up and down, no roller-coaster, just flat road with some mild hills. It’s still sexually exciting, but I’m not emotional invested,” I explained.
“When I think about the same thing happening with you, when I remember Larry for instance, the roller-coaster effect kicked in, the thrill. Only, unlike a roller-coaster, it’s not entirely safe, and that makes the thrill so much greater. My heart pounds with excitement when I’m watching you. It’s an excitement much deeper than any porno movie could ever provide, my stomach clenches, and I feel like I might throw up. Another man is using you, he’s using the woman I love, his cock is inside you, claiming you, taking you. Maybe you’ll become attached to him, even addicted to him. Maybe you’ll prefer him to me. It makes me feel jealousy, along with the certain pain of betrayal, and the roller coaster crashes to the bottom. Do you know when I watched you in Jamaica, sitting on the chair, letting Larry…well, do what he did…that I came so hard my spunk splattered on the window?”
Kristen had been listening intently to every word. “You did? Wow!” she exclaimed. “But that’s a lot like what I feel. It’s different because I’m ‘inside the house,’ but the same thing really. Now you know, without a doubt, that I like a little pain, that I like being dominated. I want to make you feel jealous, I want to make you feel betrayed, I want to see the look of hurt on your face. But most of all, I want you to take me back when he’s done with me. I want you to ravish me, I want to feel you cum inside me and to reclaim me. That’s the hottest sex we’ve ever had, right after another man has fucked me.” Kristen’s eyes were bright and her hands were running up and down the inside of her thighs—without her even aware she was doing it.
“Then comes the slow climb back up,” I continued, “as the excitement builds again. And at the top, my cock is so hard hurts. It hurts, honey, watching you be fucked, used, by another man. I’m on the edge of orgasm just thinking about it, imagining it. Imagining your pussy swollen, red, and leaking some other guy’s semen. Your chest red and your breathing hard from the excitement of being fucked by another man, or maybe even more than one man. I could easily cum just from thinking about it. It’s like a drug. An incredible high that only I know about, and a soul crushing low that could destroy the most important relationship of my life, and all I’ve done is imagined it.” I unzipped my jeans and showed her how hard I was, just from talking.
Kristen used her mouth to get my cock wet, and used her hands to rub me while we continued talking. When she pulled off her jeans and panties, I ran my finger along her wet slit. Kristen’s eyes were shinning and her mouth hung open as she both talked and panted at the same time. We talked about my fantasy of her fucking another guy, and her fantasy of being a slut-whore being watched by me. We talked all that night, only taking time out for her to sit on my hard cock and bounce up and down while screaming how she was being fucked while I watched her.
In the end, I gave her my permission to date anybody she wanted to. If I couldn’t watch, she had to tell me about it, and try to record it on her smart phone. She agreed and asked if I wanted pictures too. “Maybe I could use the video app on my phone,” she suggested.
 



Chapter 10 
 
Unfortunately, I had to attend the annual company picnic. As senior staff, I didn’t have a choice. It was required: get to know the employees, mingle with them, show that we were good guys, that sort of idea. Kristen generally doesn’t like these things but this year she wanted to go. 
In a way, I was grateful. Kristen was starting to show the stress of not having an outlet. Work was keeping me busy and she’d decided to go back to school in addition to being a personal trainer, so the picnic would be a good way for us to relax. Plus, Kristen could see Nancy, a coworker of mine she’d recently befriended.
“Coworker” is not really the right term since, even though we worked for the same company, Nancy was in a division that almost never came into contact with mine. The two of them just happened to meet at the company holiday party and were soon getting lunch together about once a month. Sometimes Nancy would even bring her husband.
Nancy was a very good-looking brunette working in corporate accounting. She certainly did not look like the typical accountant; she looked like a model (or a high-end escort). She was perky, tall, and elegant. She had small tits, almost no visible hips or ass, but always dressed in the latest fashion and had a vibrant, almost haughty attitude. She also had a loud, out-of-proportion laugh. Her husband Jerry still had the build of the Big Ten football player he’d been just a few years before. Unlike many college football players, Jerry knew he wasn’t likely to make it in the NFL, so he used his scholarship to get an education. Now he held a good position at one of the locally based, well-known companies.
Jerry was also black, which, combined with his reputation and his body, made him stand out wherever he went. He wasn’t loud like his wife but he had a quiet, take-charge way about him. If he asked someone to do something, they did it. People didn’t question him. Both sexes responded to Jerry the same way, maybe because he never demanded, he just expected the person he was talking to to do the right thing. Jerry’s thing.
Jerry and Nancy were a striking couple—one white and one black, both tall and commanding, both good looking. One of the other physical difference between Kristen and Nancy, besides the fact that Nancy is tall and less rounded and Kristen is short and well built, is that Nancy has dark, shinning hair while my wife is so blonde that her hair is almost white. When combined with Kristen’s flawless complexion and pale blue eyes, it makes for an unforgettable looking woman. Both women have soft, sexy voices.
 
* * *
 
It was fully dark now at the picnic. We’d played games (going for group unity, I guess). until the big bosses went home. Now the party had broken into smaller groups.
It was hot all day and the temperature didn’t cool down much in the evening. It was unusual for this part of the country, but great for a barbecue. People were dressed in shorts and a lot of the younger guys had ditched their shirts earlier. The women weren’t wearing much to begin with.
Generally the groups were clustered around one or other of the several large beer kegs that had been provided. There were also some plastic pitchers of punch for those that didn’t drink. The executive group, where I should have been, was at one end of the park. I looked for Kristen there first, without luck. I wandered through the darkness from one keg to another, and the further away I walked from the responsible group, the rowdier the partying became.
There was a small patch of trees, and as I moved through the trees I saw a group of men surrounding one of the prettier women. It took me a moment to realize they were surrounding Nancy. I wondered where Jerry was and what was going on. Why was she laughing with these guys and enjoying whatever they were doing with her?
The men were competing to get next to her. Their hands were touching her everywhere. Nancy twisted her head from side to side and kissing whomever happened to be there. Her blouse and bra were gone and all she had on were her panties and her shoes. Her breasts were being mauled, and I noticed a bulge in the front of her panties that could only be caused by the back of a man’s hand. I knew what was going to happen and I wanted to stay and watch, but I also needed to find Kristen.
As attractive as Nancy was, my fantasy wasn’t about me getting laid. It was about Kristen having one of the best sexual experiences of her life and then coming back to share it with me. My fantasy didn’t involve me taking part in gangbanging Nancy, although watching had its attractions.
Each beer keg was near one of the barbecue pits, so there was light from the fires. Couples had paired off at each pit, and as I continued there were more and more naked, or half-naked, bodies. That was until I got to the final pit, where everybody was naked. A few couples were fucking in the open. I recognized several of them, some from my department, and I felt a little guilty seeing women who reported to me naked. Too many damn seminars on appropriate office behavior and reporting criteria. Now was not the time. I tried to drive them out of my mind.
I stumbled onto a three-way, where some lucky guy had two of the admins completely naked. They were taking turns stroking and sucking his cock, only pausing to make out with each other. They reported to me too, but Kristen wasn’t in any of the groups.
My heart was starting to pound and I was sweating. Not from the heat but from fear mixed with fevered anticipation and excitement. What I’d seen so far hadn’t helped me gain control of my erection. I wanted to find my wife fully clothed and chatting with one of her friends, but I was hoping to find her naked and having her brains fucked out by one or more of the men. Every time I closed my eyes, even to blink, I saw her on her hands and knees as Larry took her. I had to stop and catch my breath and give my heart a chance to slow down.
 



Chapter 11
 
That’s when I heard her, or more accurately, heard her moaning. I’d heard her often enough over the years that I could recognize her groan over the noise being generated around me. Her moans were coming from inside, or maybe just the other side, of the tree line: “Oh God, Jerry, I’m married, I shouldn’t be doing this…” 
Now I knew it was her. Behind me in the thicker trees it sounded like the first cock was penetrating Nancy. Her loud wail drowned out Kristen until it was suddenly muffled, probably by a cock in her mouth. Her husband Jerry was with Kristen and clearly unconcerned about his own wife.
I was concerned for Kristen. I wanted her safe, but if she was going to fuck Jerry I wanted to see it. At the same time, a part of me, even after everything, wanted to stop it. I was a mess of conflicting emotions as I crept between the trees. What I saw gave me an instant erection. I undid my shorts and my cock sprang straight out.
Jerry had his shirt off. By the light of the parking lot I could easily see the outline of his muscular chest and arms. They weren’t bulging like a weight lifter; they were the long, clearly-defined muscles and flat, hard stomach of a runner or a swimmer, or maybe a running back. I thought he looked good, and Kristen was pressing herself up against him as they talked and kissed. 
She had her clothing on as she ran her hands over his naked chest and arms. She even caressed him right to the edge of his shorts, running her finger tips just under his waistband, inches from his cock. My wife moaned as they kissed and his hands caressed her too, very softly rubbing that portion of her back not covered by her tube top. He was touching her arms and running his fingers under the hem of her top, even touching the bottom of her breasts. Her nipples visibly strained against the fabric.
Kristen pulled back for a moment to take a drink from one of the red plastic cups that had been provided with the punch. There was no telling what that stuff contained. I had seen three different guys pouring some punch out and adding liquor, and I doubted each knew what the others were up to. One of the older ladies had occasionally made the rounds adding punch when the pitchers got too low, so the taste of booze had probably been cut. Nevertheless, that was some seriously strong stuff.
I also noticed that Jerry had a hard-on. The front of his cut-offs were tenting as he pressed it against my wife. The crotch of Kristen’s shorts looked wet, like she’d spilled something on her lap but it had just splashed between her legs, nowhere else. She gave Jerry a lazy smile and emptied her red plastic cup. She wasn’t falling-down drunk, I was sure of that, but she’d had enough to lower her inhibitions. One of the things I loved about Kristen was how fast she got turned on and how easy it was to get her excited, and that was when she was dead sober. Now, she was ready for Jerry. 
Jerry took his time. He pulled my wife in as they kissed and rubbed against each other. My heart broke as I watched. Even after everything I’d seen Kristen do, I wanted to stop them, just like I’d wanted to stop Larry. I had to fight the resentment and the urge to rush in and claim her as my own.
I was afraid to touch myself; I was afraid I’d cum and the fun would end for me and only the heartache would remain. Besides, how could I rush out to save her, even if she wanted to be saved, with my aching dick waving in front of me?
Jerry rubbed his erection slowly against Kristen while he whispered in her ear. I was too far away to hear what he said, or what she said back to him. The whispering went on for a while as they kissed and dry humped. Kristen brought one hand down to lightly stroke his erection, feeling his length and thickness, and weighing him with her tiny hand. Then my wife stepped back and raised her hands above her head. Jerry lifted her tube top and pulled it off. As it cleared the top of her head, her tits were first lifted and then dropped into view. Before Jerry or I had time to appreciate them, she hugged herself to his bare chest, her kisses almost crazed.
Kristen was breathing rapidly, passionately. Every once and a while she’d stop, look up at him, her eyes half-closed, before attacking his mouth again, then his neck and his chest. She was licking his dark skin when he pulled one of her legs up so that the wet spot between her legs was rubbing directly against his erection. Kristen groaned loudly and rested her head against his chest, as she concentrated on the feelings caused by his erection rubbing against her pussy. When Jerry finally let go of my wife’s leg, she moaned in disappointment.
Jerry whispered to her again, and then Kristen quickly lowered herself, kissing him as she went. She kissed his chest, his flat stomach, the top of his shorts, before fumbling with his belt, fiddling with the buckle, and finally pulling it lose. She didn’t stop kissing and licking his stomach as she pulled his shorts down his legs. Once freed, his cock jumped straight out, just as mine had a few minutes earlier. The difference was that his cock was almost jet black and thick, much bigger around than mine but about as long. It looked a lot like Lincoln’s.
My wife ran her thumb over the head of his cock before rubbing her hands through his pubic hair and cupping his wrinkled, black, ball sack. She used her tongue to clean the precum from his crown. My wife was licking another man’s cock, again, a large black man’s cock, while the man’s own wife was being gang fucked not 50 feet away. 
I barely had time to register it all that before Kristen began licking up and down the sides. She worshiped that black pole, licking and then sucking, rubbing it on her face, her breasts, making love to it with her mouth. Her eyes were vacant and half open, and she whimpered. He asked her if she liked his cock and she nodded, but that wasn’t good enough for Jerry. He wanted her to tell him that she liked his hard prick and she said it. As her hand stroked him, she told him that he had a wonderful, beautiful cock. My own cock was bouncing up and down without being touched, just taking in the scene and hearing her talk was enough.
He pulled her up, not hurting her but making sure she knew that he wanted her to stand. He told her to take off her shorts and she did without protest or even a moment’s hesitation. From where I stood, hidden behind my tree, I could see the wetness of her pussy. Even her thighs were wet, reflecting the light. When my wife stood naked with her legs together, there was always a perfect “V” at the top of her thighs. Tonight, that V was shining.
Jerry directed her toward the tree I was hiding behind. As they got close, she spotted me. Her eyes grew big, her mouth spread into a wide Kristen grin. I just smiled and looked down at my own throbbing erection. Her eyes followed mine, and when she looked back up her mouth hung open. Her eyes rolled up into her head as Jerry put his hands between her legs. He pushed her forward so that she had to throw her palms against the bark, with her ass pushed out. As Jerry spread her legs apart, Kristen ducked her head so that it faced my side. That way she could look up at me and Jerry couldn’t see me at all.
Her eyes grew big as Jerry’s cock touched her pussy, and then rolled up into their sockets as he pushed inside her. Another man was fucking my wife, again, right in front of me. I couldn’t see her pussy, of course, but I could see her face—somehow that was even better, more personal. She was so wet that he didn’t need to do anything to get her ready; he just pushed right in.
My jealousy was so strong it hurt, but it matched my exhilaration. I throbbed with excitement as I watched my wife take another man’s cock, the jealous pain running all the way through me. My cock was leaking precum and I was having a hard time controlling my breathing. I didn’t want Jerry to hear me panting.
Kristen’s eyes opened halfway as he fucked her. She seemed to be looking at me, maybe wondering how I was doing. My wife’s left hand was on the tree, her right hand holding the tree near my waist. I touched her hand, making her eyes open a little more, and slowly slid her hand to my erection. Her mouth opened and she was groaning again, just inches from me.
“Oh…Jerry…ah…big.”
Her hand moved my cock up toward me when he slammed into her, then toward her when he withdrew. She jacked me off in rhythm with her fucking, and used my cock to help keep her balance for another man.
It was then that Jerry started talking to her again. “Have you ever been fucked like this?”
“No,” she said.
“Say it.”
“I’ve never been fucked liked this.”
“Am I better than your husband?”
“I…can’t say…that… I love him.”
“If you don’t say it, I’m pulling out.” Now Jerry was having the problem breathing.
“I…can’t say…it,” she panted.
“Okay, it’s been nice.” He must have pulled out because she started begging him.
“Please, no. Please!”
“Say it,” he demanded.
“Okay, you’re better than my husband. I love how you fuck me, you’re so much better than my husband has ever been. Please, please don’t stop!” Kristen looked at me as she spoke but I couldn’t read her expression. She probably meant every word of it and my cock throbbed in response.
When he started to fuck her again, her eyes rolled back and her body slammed against the tree trunk. “Say it like you mean it. Say it loud,” he demanded.
Kristen’s head rolled on her neck as he slammed her. “You’re better than my husband. You’re so big, I’ve never felt like this before. Please don’t stop again. It’s never been like this with him!”
I should have been outraged, wounded, and I was. My heart broke all over again—but my cock didn’t get the message. I was leaking more cum, this time into Kristen’s hand. She felt my wetness and looked at me. She was looking at me when she came.
“Did you cum, Kristen?” he demanded.
“Yes.”
“Tell me.”
“I came for your Jerry, and I’m going to cum again,” she said, her eyes still looking at me. Tears rolled down her cheeks. I don’t know if she was crying because of what she was saying or because she was being fucked to tears. Either way, I was too turned on to care. This was the hottest sex we’d had since Jamaica—and somebody else was doing the actual fucking of my wife!
Jerry pulled her onto the ground, onto her hands and knees. With her pussy finally visible to me, I saw how he had used her. She was swollen and red, gaping open, and even though he wasn’t fucking her, her hips were still moving as though he was. Fucking empty air. Waiting for his cock.
This time I could watch as he entered her. Kristen’s tits swayed with his thrusts. He didn’t care about her pleasure now; he was just going to cum inside my wife. Not that it mattered to Kristen, she was coming with every thrust, crying out, moaning. Her arms gave out and forced her down to the ground, her ass still high in the air, her face turned toward me.
“I’m going to fuck you again,” Jerry said. It was hard for him to talk as he cruelly thrust into her.
“Yes.”
“I’ll call you and you’ll come to me.”
“Yes.”
“Say it.” He stopped to let her talk.
“I’ll come to you. You can have me whenever you want,” my wife answered him.
“Have you for what?” he demanded.
“To fuck me. You can fuck me whenever you want. I’ll be your whore, Jerry, just please don’t stop again.”
He didn’t stop again. Thrusting hard, his huge balls slapped her pussy until he howled, pulled out, and came on my wife’s back. Kristen had her final orgasm when she felt his hot cum splash her skin. Her scream could be heard in every clearing, and she was still whimpering when she collapsed on the grass.
Nancy was suddenly there, naked, holding her clothing, her thighs shining from the cum seeping out of her. I hadn’t seen or heard her approach, and I guess that was a good thing.
“Hi, Kristen,” she said. “Are you done being used by my husband? We need to get home and pay the babysitter.”
 



Chapter 12
 
Kristen didn’t talk. She just looked up, her body shaking, as she panted and whimpered. She shifted to lean on one hand, keeping the other between her legs and holding her pussy. Nancy laughed a little as she watched my wife touch herself. “If you stroke yourself slowly you can sometimes keep the orgasm going that he gives you,” she said.
After Jerry dressed, they walked away. A minute or two later I heard a car start and pull out of the lot. I came out from behind the tree and knelt by my wife, put my arms around her, and pulled her to me. I held her as she shook, still touching herself.
“I couldn’t help myself, Will. I couldn’t warn you, it just happened,” she panted. She continued to stroke herself, her attitude subservient, as if an alpha male was still nearby. I couldn’t blame her; it was just the way she was. It filled some hole inside of her.
I put her hand on my hard cock again. I was afraid that just her touch would cause me to cum. “I’m sore down there,” she moaned. “I don’t think… I can’t…I’m sorry.” Yet she was still touching herself.
“Let me see,” I said. I put her onto her back and spread her legs, then kissed my way to her pussy.
“Don’t. Please don’t. I’m a mess.” But she didn’t close her legs.
“I don’t care, I want to kiss you there. I want you to remember who you’re married to,” I said.
“Okay, but be gentle. Please, honey,” she pleaded.
Her pussy was a mess—wet, swollen, and an angry-looking red color. She’d never looked better to me. I gently ran my tongue over he swollen clitoris. Usually she’d pull away because of how sensitive it would be, but this time she put her hand on the back of my head and pulled me into her. She asked me to suck her harder. She told me what to do. She demanded that I take care of her. 
She came then. Her final orgasm was with me. While I played with her breasts, she took my erection into her mouth. It didn’t take long—no more than a couple of seconds—before I came, flooding her mouth until she couldn’t swallow any more. She was mine again, I thought.
At least until Jerry called.
 



Chapter 13
 
Kristen and I were especially close after the picnic. In fact, we’d never been closer. Since Jamaica, we’d explored our fantasies and we knew what the other needed. Kristen loved when I watched her. She loved how passionate it made me, and she knew that the harder and louder she orgasmed the better it was for me.
We spent the next several weekends shopping for my wife. San Francisco has no end of high-end department stores, small, trendy boutiques, and of course, fetish outlets. It wouldn’t be San Francisco without fetish. Being San Francisco, most also sold coffee. Kristen kept her dog collar in place and her leash in her purse. She even picked up a dog harness for women and a riding crop. My wife was a big hit in the fetish stores.
I almost came when she walked out of a dressing room wearing nothing but her dog collar and the harness she was about to buy. It had two straps, one over each shoulder, that were about an inch wide and mashed her nipples flat, partially concealing them. Those straps were connected to another two-inch wide strap that circled her body, and was positioned so that it pushed her breasts up. In the center of the back was an eye bolt to connect a leash. 
I could tell how excited the outfit and the exposure made her, not just by her rapid breathing but also by the hardness of her nipples and the drops running down her thighs. She insisted on wearing it home, under her blouse. She also bought mesh g-strings and a g-string with a zipper. Part of me was so excited that I was leaking into my underwear. Part of me feared what would happen. There were a lot of men in the fetish store and they all checked out my wife—staring at her, checking out her legs and her boobs. They were practically drooling. Kristen paid no attention to them. She had moved on from the fetish gear to the clothing (I was surprised that most of the clothing would work just as well in a club). But I couldn’t ignore the looks. They set me off. I was hard imagining them taking her in the backroom and using her, one after the other. I was sweating, probably from the guilty thought that it could happen.
Every once in a while she’d want to show me a blouse or a very short leather skirt, sometimes a piece of fetish gear like the halter. The men knew she was with me but they weren’t impressed. We all knew they could fuck her and I couldn’t stop them. 
The other piece of fetish gear she bought, one I wasn’t too happy about, was a cock cage. Made for a serious cuckold, it was the most expensive one they had. I didn’t want to see how it worked.
She came close to maxing out my credit card in the boutiques and, after her trip to the stylist, Kristen looked even more amazing. We could go to any corporate affair, or any club in the city, even the most outlandish, and she had something to wear to fit right in.
This wasn’t the only thing that changed. Kristen often got up in the middle of the night. I’d hear her get out of bed and I’d just fall back to sleep. We both slept naked so I wouldn’t hear the noise of clothing when she slipped into bed hours later. We’d cuddle and I’d feel her wet pussy as she straddled my leg. Those nights were some of the best sex we’d ever had. 
After three or four of those midnight missions, I followed her, waiting almost ten minutes before sliding out of bed. Moving quietly and peeking around corners, I found my wife sitting in our den with her legs up, one foot on each side of the computer monitor. She was wearing a set of headphones and was watching a porn movie featuring a very large black man and a very small white woman. A white man, her husband, seemed to be filming; he could be seen occasionally as his position shifted. At times, the white woman appeared to be talking to him. Once, she even stopped to suck his cock, cage and all.
Kristen was rubbing her clit, breathing hard and softly whimpering. The harder the white woman was fucked, the faster Kristen’s fingers moved. She was so distracted that she didn’t notice me, even as I slid under her leg. She looked down when I moved her hand and started licking and sucking her cunt. She took off the headset and we both heard the woman in the video moaning along with Kristen. My wife was dripping wet, excited by the duel stimulation of an interracial porn movie and her husband’s tongue.
“He’s so big, honey. He’s been fucking her for almost an hour,” she said breathlessly. Her hips moved so that her wet pussy would slide over my face. “Her husband is filming him fucking his wife. I’ve cum twice from watching. Oh…your tongue is so good.” I could feel the hard little nub of her clit as it touched my nose. “I love watching black cocks,” she panted. “I’ve always had a thing for black men, especially after Larry. Honey…ah…what are you doing to me?” she asked, as she bent at the waist in another orgasm. 
Kristen clicked off the movie and gracefully swung her legs to the floor, my head still caught between her thighs, and ran her fingers through my hair. “You’ve been so good to me, honey. I don’t know how we found each other. Are you happy with what we are, what we do?” She was very serious. She wanted to know.
I tried to get up but she closed her legs and kept me trapped. I could only look up at her; it wasn’t in my nature to do anything else. I’d allowed her to release something she’d kept locked inside herself for years, a yearning that would have repelled a different type of man. “I sometimes feel jealous, honey,” I said. “I watch you with other men and I want you just to myself, and then I find that I’m so turned on, so hard, that I wouldn’t change a thing. So, yes, I’m happy.” I kissed her thighs to emphasize my point.
“You like feeling jealous?” she asked. “It’s exciting, isn’t it? Here’s my little secret: I love seeing the jealousy in your eyes. I love watching you as another man is inside me, when you know you can’t have me, at least not yet. I love when you reclaim me, when you make me yours again.” She ran her fingers over her slit, just inches from my face. “Do you want to know why I bought that cock-cage?” she asked. “Because I want to see your face when you watch me and you can’t even get an erection. I want to see jealousy and frustration when I look at you. I want to see the look when you realize that all you can do is enjoy my pleasure because you can’t have your own.” I had to admit, the thought was turning me on.
“I don’t want to emasculate you, I want to frustrate you,” she continued. “I want to watch you in pain because you can’t orgasm as I’m cumming with another man. I want to watch you take pleasure in my fulfillment.” Her voice was starting to quaver, her fingers moving faster on her clit. “Oh God…oh God, help me… I want to torture the man I love. I want to deny him release so I enjoy cheating on him even more. Oh, honey, I’m going to cum! Can you ever forgive me?” Kristen came again, flooding my face. Her long-suppressed secret was out, and I didn’t know what to do with it. I didn’t want to wear the damn cage but at least I understood why she wanted it. I’d watched her be beaten with a riding crop and exploded in orgasm. I’d watched her be stretched, knowing it had to hurt, and been so excited that my cock ached for release. How could I deny her?
“Let me think about it,” I said. “But, if I agree—and I’m not saying I will—I’d only wear it when I’m watching you. No other time.” I wanted her to promise me this. 
I did think about it, and we talked more over the next few days. Then Jerry called her cell phone.
 



Chapter 14
 
I watched my wife on the phone with Jerry. She was sitting up in bed, naked, her beautiful breasts shaking with each giggle. She was blushing, her need obvious, saying “Yes, sir” a lot. By the time the call ended, she was obviously flustered, her face bright red and her pupils dilated. “We’ve been invited to have dinner with Jerry and Nancy at their house on Saturday night,” she said.
“You talked for a long time. What else did he have to say?” I asked.
“He said something would be delivered, and we’d all talk. He also said I should probably wear something comfortable. No reason to dress up.” She was trying too hard to brush it off like it wasn’t important.
“Kristen!” I yelled, as she climbed out of bed. She stopped and turned to me, like a deer caught in the glare of headlights. “What else did he say?” I demanded.
“He said…um…okay…he said to wear something easy to take off.” Her blush deepened.
“What else?”
Now she looked upset, unsure of herself. This part wasn’t fun for her. “He asked if I had a problem with you being with Nancy.”
“Was that the ‘no way, won’t happen’ that I heard?”
“Yes. I’m a bitch, aren’t I? I just can’t let you. I couldn’t handle that.” Kristen was pleading with me to understand. It was okay for me to watch her but not okay for me to be with another woman. She couldn’t stand it—even if she was fucking that woman’s husband at the same time.
“Should I call him back and cancel?” she asked. “I will, you know.” She sat beside me and took my hand. “It’s not fair to you. They want to swap and I don’t want to swap. I want all the fun just for me. God, I’m awful.” She blushed again, this time from embarrassment.
I hugged her to me and stroked her hair, “It’s the way I want it too, Kristen. I don’t want another woman, and I have no interest in Nancy. I want to share your pleasure, you know that, and…” I lifted her head so that she looked me in the eye, “…that’s what you want, too. To be watched by your husband. You want to see me hard, maybe cumming, because watching you excites me more than being with another woman.”
Kristen let out a sigh. What started as a smile turned into a huge grin. I’d said exactly the right thing. She was sucking me a moment later, rubbing my prick on her face and smiling happily as she looked me in the eye.
 
* * *
 
For the next week, Kristen was almost too excited to sit still. Her midnight trips to the computer became daytime trips as well, when she could find the time. Between work and school, classes and studying, most of her days were occupied—though I’m not sure how much studying she actually got done that week. She wouldn’t let me fuck her, and I knew from watching that she wasn’t masturbating. She watched the online movies but she didn’t touch herself.
By the end of the week, both of us were almost too horny to be in the same room together. When it fell to me to do the laundry, I checked out Kristen’s panties and saw that the crotch was soaked through. When I asked her about the lack of sex, she simply said those were Jerry’s orders. She wasn’t allowed to orgasm all week, but I could “whack off” if I wanted to. 
I didn’t want to. My feelings of jealousy and insecurity skyrocketed. Another man had given my wife orders, he’d taken control of our sex lives, and she’d obeyed him. But the worst was yet to come.
“Honey, Jerry is going to be giving me orders when we’re at their house,” Kristen informed me. “He’s already told me some of what he has in mind and I’ll do anything he tells me to do.”
I couldn’t help feeling offended. Jerry had not only given my wife orders regarding when she could or could not orgasm, now he was going to be commanding her in person—in front of me and his wife! It wasn’t too late to back out, I thought. I could simply tell Kristen that we weren’t going; I could demand that she call Jerry and tell him that we weren’t coming. 
I lost my nerve when I woke to find her still asleep, cuddling with her black dildo. I wasn’t sure how Kristen might react to my order to cancel. Certainly not well. She might just go anyway and I’d lose all control of the situation. Either way, I’d be making her miserable and she’d probably become hard to live with. Maybe worse than that would happen.
In the end, I couldn’t stop it. I couldn’t put an end to the date. I tried to talk to Kristen about limits, but the conversation ended abruptly when she simply said that there were no limits and walked away from me.
 
* * *
 
The day of the dinner, Kristen locked me out of the bedroom and the attached bathroom so she could get ready. I could hear her moving around, rattling hangers, pulling out drawers, as she tried on one outfit after the other. The shower ran for a very long time. It was still running when I went into the spare bathroom to get ready. It was still going while I dressed and while I watched TV, waiting for her. I couldn’t concentrate on the screen. I switched from channel to channel, not really seeing anything but Kristen having sex at the picnic.
When she finally appeared, I fell off the couch. I actually fell on the floor. I always thought it just an expression, but there I was looking up at my spectacular wife. Kristen started laughing at the sight of me kneeling before her, and soon I was laughing too. Her hair, her makeup, everything about the way she looked took my breath away. 
She held my head against her dress and slowly moved her hips, sliding her cloth-covered pussy against my face. If I didn’t already have an erection from just looking at her, feeling her rubbing against my face would have done it. “Do you like being on your knees, Will? Do you want to taste me before we go?” she asked. She was taunting me and I loved it.
“Yes, Kristen. Let me taste you, let me prepare you.” I felt so submissive to her, I would have done anything. It was the outfit that sealed the deal. My wife was wearing one of the skirts from the exotic clothing store, black and maroon pleats, short enough to show the crease at the bottom of her ass. She had on high heels—the highest I had ever seen her wear. On top was a loose fitting, iridescent turquoise-blue scooped neck blouse with sheer dolman sleeves. The blouse shimmered when she moved, catching the light and changing color. Kristen wasn’t wearing a bra, so every movement made her full breasts wobble.
I was still on my knees when she said, “I want to be perfect. You can see one new addition before we leave if you promise just one lick, no more.” Kristen raised her skirt to show me her completely shaved pussy. The covering of fine, almost white pubic hair was gone. It was easy to see, now that Kristen was so excited, that her labia were swollen red and wet.
Kristen held her lips apart for me to deliver one slow, flat tongued lick. I devoured as much of her as I could. My wife was slick with excitement, and there was no longer any doubt—Kristen planned on getting fucked, and not by me.
 



Chapter 15
 
Jerry opened the door with Nancy at his side. They both smiled and hugged my wife and shook my hand. We exchanged pleasantries while they showed us their home. I noticed that Kristen was having a hard time catching her breath.
The living room was anchored by an over-sized, chocolate-colored couch. In the center of the couch was a covered coffee table. Behind the couch was a wall table holding a glass vase with long white flowers. Abstract art hung on the walls and amber lighting provided a soft glow. A very elegant setting.
The bedroom held an oversized platform California King, with a matching chocolate headboard. At least I thought it was a California King, before Nancy explained that, because of Jerry’s size, everything had to be specially ordered and the bed was two kings linked together. The bedroom was set off by a gas fireplace that let in just enough light and warmth to make the room comfortable.
Jerry was wearing a sleeveless, red lycra t-shirt that hugged his body and showed off his muscles. His white yoga style pants were tight enough to show he was not only going commando, but that his black hose of a cock was already starting to swell. Nancy had on a mid-thigh length, wrap-around red skirt. The slit opened every time she moved, exposing a glimpse of long delicious leg. When she sat, the slit revealed that Nancy wasn’t wearing underwear either. I might have admired the view longer than I should have, because when I looked up Nancy was smiling at me.
It was her top that next drew my eye (and wouldn’t let it go). Nancy wore a cami-style knitted white tube top without a bra that played peek-a-boo with her breasts and hard nipples.
We ate sitting on the floor, using the couch to rest against and the coffee table to hold the food. Kristen and I tried to relax and enjoy the conversation but my wife kept adjusting herself so that she wouldn’t be completely exposed. Her blouse would shift every time she took a sip of her JD, and her breasts were begging for attention. Nancy didn’t seem to care. She let her skirt fall open and her pussy to peek out at me as she moved.
The atmosphere was relaxed and we talked about whatever came up. Jerry kept our drinks filled and soft jazz music filled the room. As we ate, Jerry gave us each a small white pill that he said would protect against indigestion. I noticed he didn’t need one for himself. Soon I was feeling wonderful, even euphoric; the jokes were funnier, the music better than ever. Nancy’s cunt looked delicious and Kristen sat with her legs spread, fully exposing herself to Jerry. As if on cue, Jerry stood and sat on the couch, leaving the three of us sitting on the floor.
“Kristen,” he said. “Stand up and model your outfit for us. I might have to get something like it for Nancy.”
Without looking at me, Kristen obediently stood and moved around the room, showing off and probably feeling the same buzz I was feeling. She seemed to be in a trance. She looked only at Jerry, but moved so Nancy could look up her skirt too. Her breasts rose and fell with her rapid breathing and I could see a single clear drop running down the inside of her left thigh.
“Would you like to show your naked body to my husband, Kristen?” Nancy asked, as she moved to sit next me.
“Yes,” my wife answered. She was still staring at Jerry, who looked only mildly interested.
Nancy put my hand on her incredibly smooth thigh as Jerry directed my wife to strip for us. All I could do was watch as my wife obeyed Jerry’s command. First, she slowly removed her skirt and stepped out of it, leaving her heels in place. Nancy placed her hand on top of mine and rubbed her own thigh with it. My body and my mouth wouldn’t obey my commands to stop this, to tell Kristen we were leaving.
Jerry slid his yoga pants off, letting the black tube of his cock hang from the couch cushion. He grew hard as my wife paraded in front of him. Kristen couldn’t take her eyes off that monster black cock. “What do you want to do tonight, Kristen?” he asked.
“Tell me what to do. I’ll do anything for you, Jerry,” she answered.
“Will you be my slut tonight?” he asked.
“Yes.”
“You know that’s not good enough, Kristen,” he said. Nancy was starting to pant. She had placed my hand on her pussy and used my finger to play with her own clitoris.
“I want to be your slut, Jerry. I want to be your whore. You can do anything you want with me, just please fuck me.” Kristen was begging now.
The feel of Nancy’s excited pussy combined with the sight and sound of my wife begging to be used by another man gave me a painful erection. I didn’t want to take off my pants—compared to Jerry I would look ridiculously small—but I didn’t object when Nancy started rubbing me anyway. Kristen, all of five feet tall with world-class tits and a shaved pussy, was verbally throwing herself at another man, a man whose wife was watching and feeling up her husband. My wife was absolutely against me being with another woman but she didn’t even look at us. She was focused on Jerry’s black cock. 
Jerry just watched her silently, until Kristen’s knees buckled and she fell to the floor at his feet. She kissed his foot before lifting her head to beg. “Please, Jerry, let me touch you. Let me suck you.”
I didn’t know how to feel. The drinks and that little white pill had scrambled my brain. I probably should have felt disgust, even anger, despite our many conversations. This was real, not just talk between husband and wife. What I did feel, besides Nancy’s pussy, was dizzy. I was having trouble breathing and my cock was starting to drip, making a wet spot on the front of my pants.
“Get me hard,” Jerry ordered.
Nancy was busy freeing my prick as Kristen took Jerry’s into her hand. She began to worship it like she had at the picnic. Rubbing it on herself, her face was a picture of joy.
Nancy was having a hard time catching her breath, too, as Kristen rubbed that cock on her face and her breasts. She sucked the head into her mouth and we could see her cheeks hollowing as she worked on him. It took both her hands to hold him upright and, as his cock became wetter, to jack him as she sucked. Soon Jerry was almost hard. How could the guy resist my wife? She was the definition of sex and she was throwing herself at him!
“Kristen, look at what your husband’s doing to my wife,” he ordered.
Kristen didn’t want to turn around; she wanted to focus on his cock. Finally, after a long moment, she turned her head and watched my fingers dipping into Nancy’s hole. I was making them wet so I could stroke her hard clit. My wife didn’t seem jealous; she just looked and then turned back to the black shaft in her hand.
“Crawl over and lick Nancy’s pussy for her, Kristen,” Jerry ordered. “If you do, I’ll fuck you.”
Without hesitation, my wife crawled the few feet to Nancy. Her breasts swayed as clear drops fell from her pussy and onto the rich carpeting. I watched in awe as my wife nudged my hand aside and bent to Nancy’s crotch. She stared into Nancy’s eyes as her pink tongue went to work, first taking a long, flat-tongued swipe from Nancy’s asshole to her clit, then making sure to lick and then suck her labia before running her tongue repeatedly over her clit. Nancy’s body went stiff and her hand squeezed my cock as if a charge had gone through her.
“Oh, honey. Thank you for sharing,” Nancy said. She had a blissful look on her face, her mouth smiling, her eyes closed.
I glanced at Jerry as he moved off the couch, his cock now at full erection. Kristen lifted her ass higher as she felt Jerry’s cock probing her pussy. As he started to sink inside her, her licking and sucking at Nancy’s cunt became almost frenzied. She stopped only long enough to release a long-held sob.
Jerry slipped inside easier this time, splitting my wife open as I watched from my ringside seat. I could see how he was stretching her, how his black cock penetrated her pink, hairless pussy, how it made her clit pop into view. Every time he thrust, her labia would tug her clit inside, causing her to wail with pleasure. Her first orgasm arrived within seconds. Her mouth fell off Nancy’s cunt and she buried her face in the couch between Nancy’s thighs. It muffled her howl of pleasure. Nancy took the opportunity to move to the floor, which would give Kristen access to her pussy while Nancy’s mouth was level with my wife’s clitoris.
Kristen’s eyes shot open when she felt Nancy’s first lick. Nancy was dodging Jerry’s hard fucking while licking the wet treat in front of her. My wife enjoyed the sensations for a few seconds before dropping her head to Nancy’s pussy and returning the favor.
My ringside seat now included three people. The two women seemed to be having nearly continuous orgasms while Jerry built to something big. He came with a loud roar and Nancy licked up the excess as fast as it ran out of my wife.
I had been forgotten, my hard-on still dripping. My wife turned to kiss first Jerry, her tongue going deep into his mouth, and then Nancy, with even more passion. Soon they were huddled together on the couch opposite me, all three naked, whispering as they hugged, kissed, and stroked each other.
After a few minutes, Kristen looked to me and said, “Honey, I’m going to stay here tonight. Go home and I’ll see you tomorrow.”
No one paid attention to me as I stood, my cock sticking straight out as I dressed and made my way to the door. I looked back in time to see both Nancy and Kristen kissing each other, and Jerry’s revived erection.
When I got home the house was dark and lonely. The light was blinking on the telephone, indicating a voice mail. “Hi, Kristen. This is your ‘bosom buddy’ Justine—your friendly flight attendant. I’m going to be in town for a few days next week. Do you think you’ll be free? Talk to ya.”
 
Read the next installment of the I Bet My Hotwife Series “…AND WON!”
Coming soon…
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