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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 Final Bet” **
 
 



Chapter 1
 
It was almost morning when my cell phone rang. I knew enough to keep it muted until somebody said something to me…but no one did. I heard licking and Kristen moaning very close to the phone. Further away I could hear Nancy telling Jerry how good my wife was at eating pussy. My wife spoke finally, probably so I knew what I was hearing: “I love eating your pussy. When your cum floods my mouth, it’s so good—” 
The conversation was cut short when Kristen gave a loud grunt. “Oh, Jerry, ah, you’re stretching my ass! Please go slow…” Kristen was talking to me as much as she was talking to Jerry. I listened for a whole hour as Jerry and Nancy used my wife. It sounded like they were cuddling together when the connection was broken.
I couldn’t sleep after that. I didn’t like Kristen not being with me. I tried to appreciate what was happening from my wife’s perspective: her husband loved her so much that he was not only letting her have this experience but also enjoying it with her. I tried to imagine that I was Kristen eating Nancy’s pussy while Jerry—ugh, it was too fucking much!
I didn’t mind her staying over. She’d set it up for me to hear, which was part of our deal (if I couldn’t watch then at least I could listen to what she was doing), but I still felt an irrational fear that something might happen to her. It was a fear she enjoyed a little too much, a fear that I’d ultimately lose her. It was in those moments that I realized just how much I loved my wife, how perfect she was for me, and how perfect we were together.
I reclined on our bed, remembering how Kristen looked as Jerry took her from behind and Nancy licked her clit. Kristen was so subservient to him. I was jealous she was still there, doing whatever he asked, while I was home alone in our bed. I didn’t know what he had my wife doing at that moment. I could only imagine and feel heartsick and alone…while my cock quivered and leaked precum.
It was the thought of her grin, the smile that would light up her and make everything else disappear, that brought me relief. I groaned as I imagined Kristen smiling at Jerry as he ordered her to spread her legs for him. Waves of loss, hurt, and envy, overcame me. Even though this was something we both wanted, it was all too much. I stroked my erection as I visualized what might be happening. There was also Justine’s message echoing in my mind, what it could mean and what it could lead to. I remembered how Justine had smiled at my wife as she masturbated under the airline blanket. Kristen continued to masturbate as they talked and Justine’s smile grew bigger as she watched…
 
* * *
 
The sound of my cell phone buzzing on the night stand suddenly woke me. I must have fallen asleep. By the time I untangled myself from the sheets and grabbed the cell, the call had gone to voicemail. 
“Hey, sleepyhead,” Nancy purred. “Come pick up your wife, we’re just about done with her. For now.” She was laughing as she hung up. I listened to the message several times, certain that I could hear Kristen squealing in the background.
After a quick shower, I drove to Jerry and Nancy’s home and, unsurprisingly, a naked Nancy opened the door to invite me in. As I stood in the entryway, Nancy rubbed her body against my arm and hand, smiling as she rubbed. My hand, hanging near her bare pussy, was quickly wet. “There’s still time,” she said. “I haven’t been fucked yet tonight. Your wife, on the other hand…well, wow. She might not have much left.” 
I could hear music coming from the bedroom, mixed with the sounds of sex. My wife’s groans rose over the noise of the sound system. It was more pain added to my already painful erection. The sounds of her groans were so intensely sexual that I briefly reconsidered Nancy’s offer. Her hand rubbing my hard-on through my jeans made it even more difficult to decline but, in the end (and with sincere regret), I had to.
Nancy just laughed and took me by the hand. She led me to the master bedroom, where the sight that greeted me was almost too much for my poor over-stimulated cock to endure. The room was a mess: books had been knocked to the floor and a flower vase lay on the carpet. Silk flowers were spread in a giant crest around it. Half the drawers in the oversized dresser were open, the other half scattered about the room and with their contents still neatly folded inside. I could not come up with a scenario that explained the devastation. My wife was lying in the middle on the bed, on her back, her knees tied to her wrists. Another rope was used to keep her legs spread wide apart.
Kristen’s pussy and asshole stared me in the face, watery white goop running from both holes. The strain of the ropes caused her voids to gape open, or maybe that was from Jerry. My wife’s eyes were covered with a black sleeping mask, depriving her of sight. Her thighs were stretched apart as far as possible. Her muscles trembled from the strain but that didn’t keep her from moving her hips. She presented herself to whomever was in the room, while also being finger fucked by Jerry and moaning.
As I admired the sight of my wife laid out so exposed and helpless in front of me, Jerry came over to whisper directly in my ear. He spoke so softly that Kristen couldn’t hear him—especially not over the volume of her protests to being left alone. “Do you want to fuck your wife, Will?” he asked.
Nothing was more important to me at that moment. I wanted to reclaim my wife while she was tied to Jerry’s bed. My cock was so hard it sprang straight out as I stripped off my clothing. Kristen could hear something, the sound of somebody taking off their clothes and getting ready to fuck her. She started to beg. “Oh, please. Just once more. Jerry, is that you? Please use me. Please.”
I crawled onto the bed, careful not to shake the mattress more than I needed to. When I was between her legs, Kristen could tell it wasn’t Jerry—maybe by the smell, maybe because he’s bigger than I am, maybe it was just a sixth sense. “Whoever you are. Please,” she said. There was an edge of panic in her voice. Her need was obvious but she didn’t know what was happening or who was inches from her bare, exposed cunt. I ran my cock up and down Kristen’s buttery slit to get it wet. Her clit was a hard nub that I rubbed against the tender nerves on the underside of my erection. I enjoyed her little jerks with each contact. When I was wet, I slipped inside her pussy to finish the job of making her mine again.
Kristen could immediately tell it wasn’t Jerry inside her. Her moaning became even more intense knowing that some strange man was fucking her and there was nothing she could do about it. She growled like an animal and pushed herself at me, trying to get me further inside. I rested when I was buried all the way in, then began to saw back and forth, enjoying her smooth, wet caress. I loved the way she was trying to move against me. She didn’t feel the same—not only wetter but not nearly as tight.
“Jerry, Nancy. What are you doing? Oh, Oh, Oh. Letting some guy fuck me? Oh, God…” I nodded for Nancy to pull off the sleeping mask. Kristen blinked into the suddenly bright light before she saw my face. Recognition dawned and her lips spread into that wonderful smile that I loved so much. “Oh, honey… I should have known… We’ve had…so much fun, honey. Please fuck me now…make me yours again.” The entire time we stared into each other’s eyes, grinning like idiots.
At the end, I fucked her as hard as I could. The pleasure was intense, spreading from my cock throughout my body. Kristen was trying to move, to make my thrusts even harder, but she was tied too tightly. Nancy slid her hand between our bodies to caressing my wife’s hard clit. That was all the extra stimulation that Kristen needed.
I knew when she started to cum. I could tell by the sounds she made and the look on her face. Her eyes rolled back in her head, her mouth hung open in a loud scream, and I came with her, adding to the flood in her pussy. Kristen tried to go rigid and bend at the waist, the way she does when her orgasm is deep and overwhelming, but the ties held her firm. That drove her climax even further inside of her. “Oh, honey,” she moaned, and repeated, as her release built, until she screamed. It ended with her eyes wide open and her mouth in a stretched “O” shape.
Nancy smiled with her fingers in her ears. I think she was envious of us but happy for Kristen. She was sitting on her heels and I couldn’t help but admire the spread of her pussy, even as my wife came beneath me. Nancy moved her right hand from her ear and began stroking her clit. She rubbed fast, pushing her visible clit from side to side, dipping into her pussy to keep her fingers wet. Her eyes were glued—wide with envy—to my cock as it slammed into my wife. I could faintly hear Nancy finish at the same time I collapsed on my wife’s body. Unfortunately, there was no enjoying the afterglow; the position was just too uncomfortable.
Nancy untied my wife as I rolled away from her. I watched as Kristen slowly straightened her legs and arms, followed by a full body stretch. There was a happy smile on her face as she pointed her toes and reached for the headboard.
 
 



Chapter 2
 
When we left, Nancy and Jerry gave Kristen a hug goodbye. I couldn’t avoid Nancy’s too-long embrace, but I could get by just shaking Jerry’s hand. Both were standing in the doorway, naked, as we got in the car and headed home.
On the way, I told Kristen about the phone message from Justine. Kristen had been sitting with her head reclined against the seat back, but as soon as she heard the news that her personal flight attendant was coming to town she sat bolt upright.
“I have to tell you something, honey. Something that I wasn’t really sure of until last night.” Kristen turned halfway around in her seat so she was looking at me. “I really like the taste of pussy,” she said, and slapped my arm. “Can you believe that? When Jill and I were together that was just us fooling around, relieving tension. I never seriously thought about being with another woman…and here I am turning lesbian on you.”
“What about your fantasy? The one where you’re held captive by a black gang and made to satisfy them?” I asked.
“Oh yeah, that.” Kristen leaned back against the leather seat and rubbed her thighs together. “I still really like that idea. Maybe I should give Charles a call. Which do you want to watch more? Justine and me making love, or Charles and his gang tying me up and making me their sex slave?” By her grin I could tell she was having fun with me. “Or, do you want me just for yourself? To have and to hold, and to fuck. To watch me masturbate looking at internet porn because I have this need?” 
Her smile was fading. As we pulled into the garage, Kristen looked at me seriously. “I’m sorry, honey. You had no way of knowing the monster you were unlocking. I’ll do whatever you want me to do. You know that I’m ‘your kind of slut.’” She was quoting me right back at myself.
I touched her face softly and caressed her along the jawline. Kristen leaned her cheek into my hand, her eyes closed, and made purring noises deep in her throat. “I love you, Will. No matter what I do or who I do it with, I love you, and I’ll always come home to you. If you’ll have me, I’ll come home.” Her eyes opened as she said the last words, and she looked at me with an earnest, intense gaze.
“I want you to do all those things, Kristen, and more. You’ve given me all I could have asked for. Just knowing that I won’t lose you… I couldn’t stand for that to happen.” Suddenly, tears were in my eyes. Kristen let out a little cry and tried to crawl over the center console.
 
 



Chapter 3
 
It was funny, really. One of those things that seem to only happen to us. Kristen had her right leg over the center console, on my side, when she slipped and nudged the gearshift into her hole. Not far, just past her labia. 
“Oh, wow. What’s that?” she gasped. She tried to get her skirt out of the way so she could see, but she couldn’t bend enough to get the full effect. I saw it much better.
I knew that she was well lubricated and stretched, so I encouraged her to keep going. “It’s the gearshift knob,” I said. “And it’s already part way inside of you.” My tears, I realized, had magically dried up.
After a round of “What the fuck?” and “What’s where again?” Kristen eased herself downward. I helped by holding her hips, then shifted my hand so that I could stroke her clit. Her eyes rolled back into her head and she started to fuck herself, sliding up and down on the gearshift just a little at a time. I watched it ease deeper inside, thicker than any cock I’d seen her take. “Oh God, honey,” she moaned. “Oh, wow. I’ll have to remember this. I have a new boyfriend. Now you’ll never let me go out alone.” 
Then I turned the engine on and the gearshift started to vibrate. With an unholy wail, Kristen came on the car’s gearshift. The first orgasm was followed almost immediately by a second and then a third. It was the dirtiest, most obscene thing I’d ever seen. Just the lever sticking out of her cunt, the knob buried deep inside of her. I ached as I watched.
Kristen came one more time as she carefully eased herself up and popped the knob out. She was panting as she smiled at me, the gearshift shiny with her juices. “Can you believe what we just did?” she asked. She laughed at the sound the knob made as her pussy released it. Then she collapsed onto the car seat, one leg still on my side of the console, her entire pussy open to my view. It had looked red, angry, and wet before. Now it looked swollen and painful—and even wetter.
“I think I need to rest for a couple of days, Will. Maybe I’ll just call Justine and leave a message.” She peeked at me as she rearranged her legs. “My mouth doesn’t hurt, if you want some help with that?” She was already reaching for my erection.
“Thank you, honey. I may just take you up on that, but let’s get you cleaned up and into bed first,” I replied. I had to help my wife into the house, since her legs didn’t want to work just right.
We took a shower together, and while I enjoyed the feel of Kristen’s body as I scrubbed her—as well as the sight of old cum running down the drain—she was already falling asleep. Afterwards I had to prop her up to towel her off, then I carried her to bed. She was dead weight by the time I got her there. I left her sleeping on her side in the recovery position, snoring softly (very lady-like), and crawled in next to her. For a long time I simply stroked her hair as she smiled in her sleep.
Hours later I was jolted awake with my fingers still in her hair. Kristen’s smile was gone but her head now rested on my chest. She had thrown her leg over mine and pressed her pussy against me. I swear I felt it throbbing where it touched by thigh.
I slipped out of bed and spent a few minutes under the shower again. I’d been so busy getting Kristen clean that I hadn’t washed myself. I finished shaving just as the last of the hot water ran out. After changing into comfortable clothing, I headed downstairs.
 
 



Chapter 4
 
I didn’t want to dissect Justine’s message. It was a call for my wife, not me. But my interest was heightened now that I knew Kristen was interested in sex with women. I listened to the message one more time, careful not to erase it, and there was no doubt: this was a booty call.
I collected some snacks, a beer, and made myself comfortable in front of the TV. I don’t remember what was on, as the only images that I saw were from last night and Kristen fucking our car’s gearshift. I wished I’d filmed all of it. 
My cock wouldn’t stay down. I found myself idly stroking it as I watched TV and thought about my wife. I loved her so much, but the memory of her being taken by Jerry—and loving it—made me sick with jealousy. My stomach knotted, even as my cock reacted to my hand. I wanted to go upstairs and fuck my wife until she begged for mercy and admitted that I was the superior lover. I wouldn’t really do that, not only because I knew Kristen would say I was the best because she loved me, but also because she needed to rest. She was used roughly and I had to respect her need to recover. I suspected that Jerry was in the same shape, maybe worse, which left Nancy to fend for herself.
When it was late enough I crawled back into bed and held my wife until the sun was up. I woke up twice, my cock hard and throbbing against the soft globes of her ass. She looked better the next morning, but dressed in her oldest nightgown and talked about spending the day in bed. I watched her shower, and could tell that her ass and quim were still sore by the careful way she washed around them. That was confirmed when she walked carefully into the breakfast nook and picked a chair with a cushion.
“I think I’ll leave a message for Justine first,” she said, and dug out her cell phone. “Justine, hi! It’s your bosom buddy, Kristen. I am so excited that you’ll be in town next week. We have to get together. I know you have plans and I can’t wait. Let me know when and where. Will’s as excited as I am. He wants to see you again—wink, wink. Bye!”
Kristen grinned like she’d swallowed the canary. “I guess I’d better made sure I’m in good shape again by next week. My boyfriend the gearshift is just going to have to do without me for a while,” she said with mock regret. Then she adopted a more serious tone. “Honey, are you okay with all this? Are we okay? I don’t want to hurt you or do something that would upset what we have.” She put her hand on my arm and studied my face.
I put one hand behind her head and guided her in for a soft, lingering kiss. With my other hand, I guided her to the front of my sweatpants and my erection. Kristen smiled up at me as she caressed the bulge. “You know, Justine is kind of a dominant bisexual. So, there’s no telling what might happen…” she said. My cock throbbed in response and caused my wife to smile even wider. “I think you like seeing people control me—after you’ve given me to them to use, of course.” 
As tired and sore as she was, at that moment she’d have climbed on my cock if I told her to do it. I didn’t. I could tell that she was fighting to stay awake, so I escorted her back to bed.
 
* * *
 
I had to work the next day. It was mid-morning when the text from Kristen came in, all in capital letters: SHE CALLED, I’M SO EXCITED. I TOLD HER WE’D DO ANYTHING SHE WANTED! : )
When I walked in the house, Kristen had all her slutty clothing laid out on the bed. She even had the halter that was just three pieces of shiny black leather. My wife was wide awake now, so happy she couldn’t control herself. She’d been so excited that the fitness class she taught couldn’t keep up with her. It even resulted in a few good-natured complaints. Nothing serious, though. Kristen’s sunny disposition and obvious happiness prevented anyone from getting too annoyed with her.
Apparently, her pussy was almost back to normal. When we undressed later I could still see a little puffiness and redness around her slit, but it was her ass that really hurt (I heard her in the bathroom giving voice to her discomfort).
Emails flew between Kristen and Justine for the remainder of the week until I was informed that Justine would be in town the following Friday and laying over until Monday morning. Kristen insisted she stay with us and even offered the master bedroom (while we slept in the guest room). Justine turned that offer down, but she did agree to stay with us.
We couldn’t meet Justine inside the airport. There were too many of her fellow employees around and she didn’t want to get into long explanations for missing the airline-provided shuttle to their hotel. All they knew was that she was staying with some old friends and that her friends would pick her up outside.
Justine was the only uniformed flight attendant standing at the pickup curb when we arrived. I drove and Kristen sat in the backseat. When we pulled up, Kristen opened the rear door for her after first helping to load the luggage in the trunk. 
It was an incredible sight in the rearview mirror. I could hear everything, and catch glimpses of them as I drove out to the freeway. After first talking a mile-a-minute, and touching each other to emphasize whatever point they were making, one of those touches turned into more as Justine took my wife’s arm and pulled her close. The much larger flight attendant held my wife like a child—and kissed her as passionately as a long-lost lover.
Kristen’s head blocked my view but wet sounds filled the car. I was startled when my wife’s blouse flew over the seat and landed beside me. When I had the opportunity to check the mirror again, I could see my wife’s naked back. Justine’s head had disappeared and, from the sounds, I guessed that she was working on Kristen’s nipples. 
I had to concentrate on driving, but I clearly heard Justine order my wife to take off her slacks. That order was followed by the sounds of Kristen wiggling out of her remaining clothing. My next view was mostly blocked but it was obvious they were in the 69 position. I could see Justine’s back as she lay across my wife, her legs bent, her feet against the side window. I could make out my wife’s legs, one pressed against the rear window and the other disappearing out of sight behind me. It wasn’t hard to tell where their mouths were.
“Oh God, Justine. What did you do to me?” Kristen moaned. “Who knew you were so good at that?”
“I’m glad you liked it,” Justine said, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “I think you should plan on spending most of my stay returning the favor. Don’t you?”
“Oh yes, I’ll do anything you want.” Kristen was wildly kissing her benefactor, and licking her remaining juices off Justine’s face.
There was calm after that, broken suddenly by a howl from Justine when Kristen told her the story of the gearshift. “That gearshift?” Justine said. Her hand emerged from the gap between the front seats to point at my wife’s new boyfriend. “How did you do it? How was it? Are you going to do it again?” 
It was impossible for a mere man to keep track of the conversation about the gearshift. They both talked at the same time, and talked over each other, asking and answering questions simultaneously. Somehow they managed to end at the same time in the same place. I don’t know how they did it. Some sort of psychic connection was my guess.
 
 



Chapter 5
 
We pulled into our garage and a naked Kristen helped Justine carry her bag into the house. After showing her around and offering her something to eat, they disappeared into the guest room—and left me to my own devices.
I sat on the couch and turned on the TV. I left the sound muted so I could hear them in the guest room. I could make out Kristen’s voice but not her words. It was her submissive voice. Justine sounded demanding before breaking into loud groans punctuated by compliments. “You really know how to do that—oh God, you’re good.” Justine was not a soft-spoken woman, so there was no need to be any closer to the door than I was.
Sometime later Justine came out of the room completely naked, smiled at me, and asked me to excuse her while she got something out of the refrigerator. I couldn’t help noticing she had a fabulous body. A tall, natural redhead, not a petite flower at all but with everything in proportion. She was large, so her breasts were large. Her hips were large, too, but well-shaped and firm…you get the picture. There was a small red landing strip pointing to her sex.
The smile never left her face, even as she stood in the doorway to the kitchen and drank a bottle of water. She surveyed me as I ogled her. Her chest was flushed and her eyes were big. “You’re a lucky man, Will. I just love your wife. You don’t mind if I borrow her for the next few days?” she asked.
I assured her that she was free to borrow away, as long as Kristen was willing to be loaned. Justine smiled at that. Apparently, it was the right answer. She looked down at her own body and ran her hand lightly over her large breasts and flat belly. “Kristen seems to really like my body,” she said.
“Who wouldn’t?” was all I could think to say. Justine gave me a large smile, showing a row of even, white teeth.
“Maybe you can join us some time?” she said.
I just nodded, not even trying to hide my growing erection. As Justine strode back to the guest room and my wife, her breasts wobbling as she moved, she ran her fingers through my hair.
 
* * *
 
In the week leading up to Justine’s arrival, Kristen and I had purchased a top of the line baby monitor with audio and visual capabilities. The thing cost a bundle but I was hoping it would be worth it. It had two remote monitors, so we could put one in the guest room and one in the master bedroom, and each could be turned on from the controller. I had high hopes.
I mounted cameras on the wall in each room and positioned them where we thought they’d give me the best view. They were completely innocuous, designed to look like fancy smoke detectors or part of a home security system. I could control the sound feature so it was possible to hear what was happening in each room (without them hearing me). The six-inch screen on the monitor was a little smaller than I liked, but it worked well. Kristen and I had tested everything, checked the charge on each monitor, and agreed that I’d only turn it on when Kristen gave me the signal. I promised not to snoop just any old time
Soon after Justine returned to the guest room, the door was pushed opened by Kristen. She was wearing just the leather halter and appeared to be flushed and breathless. She looked at me without speaking for just seconds before being pulled back into the room. Justine had the leash attached to the eye hook on the back of the halter, but that look was enough. That was the signal: turn on the monitor, Will.
Seconds later I was watching Kristen on her knees, her face buried between Justine’s legs. The difference in their size was striking. Justine held the leash in one hand and stroked Kristen’s hair with the other. She complimented my wife on her pussy eating skills and promised to make this the most wonderful time she’d ever had. At least, with a woman.
“You like being made to eat me, don’t you Kristen?” Justine asked.
My wife shook her head yes and moved lower to lick Justine’s asshole and perineum. Justine shut her eyes tight to enjoy the wicked sensations no doubt flooding her body. “Oh, wow, yes,” she said, bending her knees to give Kristen better access. “Stick your finger in me. Another one, Kristen. Oh, wow. Just one more. Now fuck me with them. Oh no, I’m cumming, Kristen. Don’t stop!” Her voice was just above a whisper, a bedroom voice for her new lover. The leash lay slack in her hand.
Kristen licked the liquid from Justine’s pussy as her orgasm subsided, then moved up to softly lick and suck her clit. One orgasm melted into another, this one seemingly even more intense than the first. Justine’s threw her head backward and arched her body so she could rub herself on my wife’s face.
Eventually, even Justine had had enough. Her body trembled as she pulled Kristen up and into a smothering embrace. Kristen made a soft purring noise deep in her throat.
The video and sound on the monitor were working even better than I hoped. I could clearly see wetness glimmering on my wife’s face. It was like an artist had arranged the two women as they lay together. Kristen was on the bottom as Justine lay beside her. Their arms held each other close. Justine’s leg lay over my wife’s, pushing their thighs into each other’s sex. Kristen moved her hips in small back and forth motions, rubbing herself against Justine’s soft, smooth skin—so different from a man’s. They moaned quietly as they kissed. 
My cock was throbbing, and I felt dizzy from the sight of my wife loving another woman so completely. Neither one was demanding now, they were simply giving to each other. Justine slowly rubbed her large breasts over Kristen’s, and the sight of their nipples brushing against each other was almost more than I could stand to watch without release. I knew Kristen’s experience with her own sex was limited, but it didn’t seem to matter. She was a natural, like Nancy said.
I couldn’t leave my erection alone as Justine moved slowly down my wife’s body. She sucked her nipples and caressed her breasts, moving lower until she was between Kristen’s legs and returning the favor with her tongue and lips. Kristen’s orgasm was just as intense, causing her to wail so loud I could hear her through my earphones and through the wall. I shut the monitor down after that; I couldn’t watch any more without relief.
That night we went out for a light dinner before the two women retired together to the guest room, leaving me alone in our big bed. The monitor tempted me but I managed to resist, savoring the sensation of so much built-up pressure.
 
 



Chapter 6
 
The next day we toured San Francisco. Justine wanted to see all the tourist spots from the Golden Gate to the cable car. We drove down Lombard Street and by San Quentin prison. We ate at a wonderful restaurant serving genuine Spanish dishes. We decided to save Chinatown, and so much more, for another day.
That evening Justine announced her idea to go to a strip club for women, where the two of them could watch men get naked. It turned out that Justine had done her research; she already had the club and the night all planned. Men were allowed, but I would have to sit separately in a walled off part of the bar. I’d be able to see but not participate, and remain mostly out of view by the other female patrons.
The girls teased each other all day, and made me drive so that they could be together in the backseat. Even on our stops they stayed together, often holding hands, while I walked by myself. Only on the cable car did Kristen include me. We last rode one on the night we met, and the memory caused her to get a little dewy-eyed. Justine watched us with a smile on her face. It was clear that while she wanted her time with my wife, she approved of our love for each other.
That evening the two of them rested, without sex this time, and spent a long time getting ready for our night at the strip club. After sleeping for a while, I prepared a light dinner and we ate at the kitchen breakfast bar. They came out half dressed to join me. 
Standing on the other side of the bar looking at two beautiful women dressed only in their thongs (who were eating the food I prepared) caused strange emotions to surge through me. I was clearly acting, if not as their slave, then as their personal attendant. Later I’d be their escort, the asexual companion for my wife and her girlfriend as they watched other men get naked for them. It was strangely exciting, and though different from watching my wife with other men, I experienced the same internal conflict. I was excited and a little sick with jealousy. I was excited for the evening, and hard, but at the same time I wanted to spend the night at home with them. I was certain we could think of things to keep us busy.
Kristen must have seen the conflict in my eyes. She pulled me into our bedroom and wrapped her arms around me. She gave me a sad, comforting little smile. “Honey, if you don’t want us to go, we won’t. If you’ve had enough, just say the word and it ends now. I can tell that you’re not entirely comfortable with all of this, but you need to tell me what you want me to do.”
I kissed her with all the passion I could muster. “I’m okay, Kristen. Watching you and Justine is about the sexist thing I’ve ever seen.”
“Is it the strip club? You’re just not sure about that, are you? Well, to tell you the truth, I’m not completely comfortable with it either, but I want to give it a try. I trust Justine, and a part of me is very excited by the idea.” She pulled her thong aside while she talked so that I could touch her.
I ran my hand over the smooth creamy surface of her thigh and onto her slit. She was so wet that it felt like my hand was sinking into a warm vat of oil. My touch caused her to catch her breath. After stroking her clit just enough to make sure she was geared up for the night, we separated to finish getting ready.
For me it was easy—a shirt and jeans and I was good to go. Justine and Kristen took a bit longer, but in the end both wore t-shirts, without bras, and loose skirts.
 
 



Chapter 7
 
We had to stop so Kristen and Justine could load up on tip money. They must have gone in with a couple hundred dollars in fives and twenties (they planned on being close enough to tip a lot). The bar was almost empty when we arrived, and after paying my cover charge—there was no cover for women—the hostess separated us. I was directed up some dark stairs to a very small bar and sitting area.
The men’s section overlooked an elevated catwalk and a set of stairs where the dancers could join the crowd. From my seat I could see the catwalk, the women sitting around it, and a few of the nearby tables, but not the stage itself. There was one other guy sitting in my area, on one of the four bar stools. I started to head for one of the few tables but he called me over to join him. He introduced himself as Kenny. “Sit at the bar with me, buddy. This is the only spot that gives you any kind of a view of the action,” he said. It was clear that Kenny had been drinking. “The tables are all blind, can’t see shit from them.”
I thanked him and took the stool next to his, immediately seeing the wisdom of his choice. His stool had the most complete view, with mine a close second. Any other spectators would see little of the “pit” where the women would be. We watched as Kristen and Justine were led to a small table at the foot of the stairs leading up to the crowd-end of the catwalk. Their table was near the edge of our view. A few other women sat on the stools lining the side of the walk.
“Your wife down there?” Kenny asked.
“Yeah, she and a friend are the ones sitting at that table,” I replied.
“Oh, wow, that table gets a lot of action. When the guys finish their routine on the stage, they walk down the stairs to mix with the crowd, pick up some tips, you know. The first table they hit is the one your wife’s at. I hope you don’t mind if she gets a lot of cock waved in her face.” He was laughing by the time he finished.
My cock stiffened in my pants. I guessed Justine knew exactly what would happen and had requested that table. The club probably wanted a certain type of woman sitting there and was happy to have the issue taken care of so early in the evening.
“My wife’s in the group sitting along the walkway,” Kenny said. “They’re having a girl’s night out. I’m just the designated driver—but I don’t let that stop me. Plus I know I’ll get mine when we get home.” We both chuckled a little, and he pointed out his wife in the middle of the runway group. She was a loud, busty, bottle blonde. “By the time we get home she’ll be so horny she’ll trip me and beat me to the floor. If you get my meaning?” Some card, that Kenny.
Since the men’s area was small, there was no bartender. Instead, every fifteen minutes or so one of the bartenders from downstairs would come up and we’d order two or three outrageously priced drinks at a time. The staff on duty were all women except for a couple of large male bouncers who were busy flexing their muscles. This was probably a good gig for them—plenty of casual hook ups with horny females.
The club filled up fast, but only one other guy joined us. Even before the show was scheduled to begin, the downstairs pit was jammed with women. Every seat was taken and the women were rowdy, yelling and clapping. They wanted to see the dancers.
When the show started, the lights dimmed and the music rose to a near deafening level. Spot lights were aimed at the stage while revolving mirrored balls threw flashes of light at the crowd. I caught glimpses of Kristen working on her fourth or fifth drink of the night and yelling right along with the rest of the crowd. Justine could clearly be heard all the way to our little section. She had a wonderfully dirty mouth on her.
“They like to get as much liquor in them as they can before the show starts,” Kenny explained. “Gets ’em loose so they tip. Also, it’s hard for the waitresses to get around by the time the second dance is done. The liquor is where they make their money. The rules are that the dancers can’t touch the customers, unless the customer actually takes the dancer’s hand and puts it on herself. Once she does that, pretty much anything goes. Also, the customers can touch just about anything they want to touch if the dancers are okay with it. I’ve never seen a dancer not be okay,” he laughed, clearly enjoying himself. He was ready for the show, too. “You’ll probably see as much tit as you will cock tonight, my friend,” he said. “I think they feed those guys Viagra by the fistful.”
The first person on stage was the announcer. He was joyfully booed by the women who didn’t want to see him. He took it in good humor and continued with his spiel, covering the rules, such as they were, asked everybody to tip well, not to forget their server, and to have a good time. He finally was cheered for finishing.
The first dancer wore a fedora, a muscle shirt, and yoga pants. That was in addition to a snap on collar and cuffs on both arms, which all the dancers wore (the cuffs, I learned, were where they kept their tips). He was a great dancer; even I thought he could move. Toward the end of his first number, he tore the muscle shirt off to reveal a well-developed chest and abs.
The women went nuts. I figured they’d be even wilder later in the evening but this was a promising start. Ones and fives rained down on the catwalk as all the women stood, some dancing to the music as they watched and clapped. About halfway through, the dancer’s pants were ripped off, revealing a G-string with a healthy-looking bulge in front.
More money was flung his way as he walked around the edge of the catwalk giving the customers a chance to touch the goodies—and they did. He even laid down to expose himself more. I thought Kenny’s wife was going to climb up on stage and throw herself on top of him. The last thing to go, before he finished dancing, was the G-string. The boy was built. His cock was partially erect and flopping as he paraded one more time around the catwalk and headed for the stairs.
I could see Kristen acting crazy just like the other women, screaming and jumping up and down and holding up money for him. The first place he went, after walking down the stairs, was over to her. Meanwhile one of the female assistants had gathered up the clothing and money he’d left on stage. While another man started his dance, a half dozen other guys, already nearly naked except for the collars and cuffs, suddenly appeared in the crowd. They moved from table to table, picking out one woman at each table to dance for. If the one they picked was a dud they'd just move to the next one.
Justine reached out to touch her dancer’s cock as Kristen put the twenty-dollar bill in his hand. She then moved that hand to her right breast. I had a great view of her pulling him in for a long, hot kiss. Meanwhile, Justine stroked him toward hardness before lifting his cock and rubbing it on my wife’s face. I could clearly see Kristen’s pink tongue reach out to lick the head before taking his cock into her mouth. By then the dancer had my wife’s t-shirt up and was squeezing and stroking her breasts. 
Kenny had warned me that we’d be watching a full-scale orgy before the night was done, and now I believed him.
 
 



Chapter 8
 
The night was off to a great start. The music was blaring and there was always a new dancer up, often pulling a shy member of the audience on stage with him. The women always left at least some clothing behind and always after handling a cock.
The dancer’s favorite trick was to have the woman sit on a chair and hold a towel up between her head and the dancer’s crotch. One dancer pulled the towel away to show her sucking his cock. She wasn’t embarrassed, not even when he pulled her top off to expose her breasts.
“Their drinks are extra strong,” Kenny told me. “By this time, some are nothing but straight booze.” It was easy to see the effect. Everywhere I looked there was something going on, mostly blow jobs. The once shy woman, someone’s wife, was sitting in her chair onstage being eaten by a different dancer. He had her legs spread wide and his face buried in her pussy. Her face was red, even in the spot lights, and her head was thrown back, her eyes tightly closed.
I lost track of Kristen for a while but finally spotted just the glint of her white-blonde hair. She was in a corner, bent so that her head was near the crotch of one of the dancers. Her head bobbed for just a second before the crowd shifted and my view was lost.
Justine was easier to pick out. She was sitting sideways on the steps, her large breasts bare as two of the dancers worked on her nipples and she caressed their cocks. The scene was constantly shifting as a beautiful brunette grabbed one of Justine’s admires for a full on “fuck me now” type kiss. Her hands on his ass, she pulled him as close as possible. It wasn’t long before she took her hands off his ass and started working to get her hip-hugging pants off. The dancer bent to help, and soon they were fucking on the edge of the steps.
Justine had planned ahead. All she had to do was lift her skirt and lean back as the second dancer pushed inside her. Justine and the brunette looked at each other for a moment, one being fucked from the front and one from the back, before they were locked in a kiss.
While I enjoyed the orgy in front of me, finding Kristen was more of a challenge. I finally saw her on the far side of the runway with her hands on the edge and one of the dancers behind her. The look on her face told me what was happening. Several women were touching the dancer, and each other, as he fucked my wife. A crowd had gathered to watch, and one woman even handed Kristen a drink before she came.
Several of the women were now kissing their friends, one woman was lying on a table, the drinks and plastic glasses all pushed to the side or to the floor, while her friend sat in a chair between her thighs. They attracted a throng of their own, and several women watched spellbound as her pussy was eaten. The sight of two women having sex was a fascinating novelty.
I clearly heard the screech of Justine’s orgasm over the din of the crowd and the blast of music. She was not shy about broadcasting her pleasure. Most of the horde turned to see what was happening. That was the trigger that turned the evening into a super orgy. After Justine’s scream, it seemed that everybody wanted to be involved. Kenny was right; I saw a lot more boob than dick.
By now there were only three types of people in the pit below us. The dancers who were wearing the white collars and cuffs, naked women who were either having sex with somebody or trying to find somebody to have sex with, and women who were still dressed and holding their drinks. It was like they were at a normal bar, talking to each other or just looking on. There weren’t many of the third kind, and the dancers didn’t give up on them. One by one they either lost their clothes or migrated toward the door.
Kenny’s wife had worked her way through several of the dancers. She went for the dancers with the biggest muscles, or failing that, the biggest cocks. Kristen was all over the one black dancer—no other woman stood a chance. As the crowd moved, I caught sight of him fucking my wife in several different positions.
My emotions were in disarray. On one hand, I was a jealous, angry, protective husband. On the other hand, I felt like it wasn’t even my wife I was watching. I was watching an orgy with a woman who looked like my wife. She was cheating on me, of course, and that hurt. Before it started I had no idea what would happen here. My mental image of a strip show was very different; this was just out-of-control debauchery.
When I caught sight of Justine, it looked like she had changed from being with the dancers to sexing up the other women. She didn’t seem to be lacking for partners. I assumed that some of these women were respectable wives who never imagined themselves in a situation like this. It was highly erotic to watch a woman who appeared to be respectable and married being eating by Justine, or fucked by a dancer. Tomorrow some of them would be going to church with their families, but tonight? A woman they didn’t know was going down on them. My hard-on stretched my loose pants and would have been obvious to anybody paying attention to my lonely seat.
As the party started to unwind, the announcer came back declare last call and that the lights would be up in fifteen minutes. That finished the party. The last couple fucking turned out to be Kristen and her new black friend. As the lights came up, I saw Kristen writing something on one of his white cuffs. After a lingering kiss, she headed for the door along with Justine.
I met them just as they got to the car. Neither had been able to get all their clothing on straight, but it didn’t matter. They stripped each other in the backseat on the drive home.
When we got home, before they disappeared into the guest bedroom, I called Kristen to sit on the couch with me. I pulled down my pants to expose the hard-on that I’d had for the last several hours. “While you were having fun, I was trying not to cum in my pants,” I told her. “How about taking a couple of minutes to take care of me?” Before my wife could bend to take me in her mouth, Justine slipped my erection between her swollen lips. I suddenly understood her talent with her mouth.
Kristen pulled my head close, not for the kiss I expected but to whisper in my ear, “I love you, honey, but I got fucked tonight. I got fucked a lot, and I loved it. Did you see, did it make you jealous? I wanted to make you jealous. I fucked as many different men as I could just so you’d get a hard-on and be so envious that you’d…” She didn’t get to finish her thought as I exploded in Justine’s mouth.
By the time I got my breathing back to normal they had disappeared into the guest bedroom, not even bothering to close the door or get ready for bed. When I looked in, they were asleep in each other’s arms. The last thing Kristen said to me was that she really liked having a lot of men, and maybe we could have a gangbang someday?
 
 



Chapter 9
 
The next morning Kristen dragged herself out of the bedroom saying every part of her body hurt—her head most of all. Justine, since she had to fly, came out dressed in her uniform looking like she’d had a full night’s sleep after a weekend of clean-living with friends.
I was prepared to drive Justine to the airport but she had already called for a taxi. She wanted to go to the hotel that the airline used and ride in on the shuttle with the crew. We heard a car horn in our drive way as Justine was kissing my wife goodbye. She gave me a quick hug on the way out saying, “Next time is your turn.”
Kristen settled back down with her coffee. She was wearing a light robe and looked tired and pale.
“You still want to try a gangbang someday?” I asked, my heart in my throat.
“Well, not today, but sure! Last night was fun. Being the center of so much attention, and seeing the effect I could have on so many guys… Sure, why not?”
“It was pretty intense watching you. I didn’t expect it to be like that,” I said.
“Was it too much? Did I go too far? You’ve got to tell me if what I’m doing is too upsetting,” she said. “But seriously, honey, we’re having fun, aren’t we?”
“Yes, we’re having fun. We’re both getting our wildest fantasies fulfilled. But, it scares me too. I can’t describe the feeling in my chest when I’m watching you. It feels like my skin is tingling, and that I should be doing something…” I was having a hard time putting that elusive feeling into words. “I want it to end and yet…” I gave up.
“And yet you really enjoy that feeling, don’t you? You want to have that feeling. How did you feel during the bet? When you weren’t even in town?” Kristen asked.
“I felt like that all the time. I couldn’t concentrate. Half the time I didn’t know what town I was in. I lived for your texts.”
“It was pretty intense for me, too. You know how I am with Larry. I’ll do anything he wants,” she said.
“Anything? If he asked you to fuck all his friends, you’d do it?” I asked her.
“Sure, I’d do it again,” Kristen said with a straight face.
I was shocked. I stopped breathing as I stared at her. My eyes were probably popping out of my head. “You what?” I stammered.
Kristen just looked at me. “It was an interesting week, Will. A lot of things happened that I’ve never told you about. Let’s leave it at that.”
She’d done it. Images were flashing through my head of Larry’s friends and my naked wife. I really thought that I might be sick, and then I felt Kristen’s hand on my crotch.
“Some things don’t lie, honey,” she said, and squeezed my growing erection.
 
* * *
 
For a time we went back to being just a normal couple again. The difference was that we talked about what we wanted to do. We talked about different scenarios, what might happen, what would happen. We’d get so worked up planning things that we’d end up in bed. Things were different in bed, too. Kristen had discovered anal sex, for one thing. She didn’t prefer it, but she (and I) found it to be a great addition to our sex lives.
One night, Kristen pointed out that we already knew a gang: Charles’ gang from our night at the club. And she’d already spent a night with them. “I really liked all those black guys being turned on by me,” she said. “They were fantastic. They knew just what to do and they did it for a long time, too.” She peeked at me out of the corner of her eye, her mouth curving into that smile. “They weren’t thrilled about you being around, but maybe we can work something out if you’re interested,” she said.
I could feel the blood surging to my cock. It was getting hard fast, but my brain fought the idea. The strip club was almost more than I could handle. How would I handle Kristen being enslaved by a black gang? What if they wanted her for more than an evening? What if they didn’t want to let her go? What if they decided to make her one of their whores? I was going to drive myself crazy—and the thought alone was driving me close to orgasm. I could already feel it starting.
“Oh damn, Kristen, no—I’m cumming!” I said, as I lost control in my pants.
“Wow, let me see,” Kristen said. She peeled my pants down and peered at the mess of sperm in my underwear. “What were you thinking about, Will?”
I had to tell her. The evidence of my excitement was overwhelming. I told her about my fear of them keeping her and making her their whore. I told her how I pictured it: them making me watch as my wife became so addicted to black cock that she didn’t have any use for me. Sick stuff.
When I was done, I expected to see revulsion on Kristen’s face. This was much further than we’d ever thought of going. What I saw was my wife with her hand down the front of her panties, bending over in an orgasm of her own. We looked at each other and started laughing. We’d both gotten off thinking about this.
“I think I need to call Charles,” Kristen said. “But I’m going to make a couple of things clear. It’s just for a night, maybe two, and you have to be there and be treated nicely.”
 
 



Chapter 10
 
A few days later I received a text from Kristen: Charles agreed to everything. He had a few conditions of his own. Talk later. My heart was in my throat and I was distracted for the remainder of the day. Even after a trip to the men’s room to relieve myself, I still had an erection.
I tried to guess at Charles’ conditions, but it was useless, I had no way of knowing what he’d demand, only what Kristen was already willing to give. What if he wanted something Kristen wasn’t willing to give, one of the things we’d fantasized about? Of course, once he had my wife naked and surrounded by his gang, he could just take whatever he wanted.
I drove myself crazy going around and around in my head, only to become aware of my administrative assistant standing in front of my desk and looking at me funny. “Are you alright?” she asked. “You look like something terrible just happened.”
“I’m just not feeling well,” I said. “Think I’ll go home a little early.” She looked relieved, and helped me pack a briefcase while I admired her ass. Another time maybe.
I sent a text to Kristen but she wasn’t home when I arrived. I searched for any notes she might have written about her conversation with Charles until I finally gave up and settled down to wait for her. My heart was pounding. I was too excited to sit still and so nervous that I found myself walking through the entire house thinking about my wife—surrounded by black men—begging to be used—while all I could do was listen to her sobbing her need. I tortured myself thinking about the possibilities. 
I couldn’t allow it to happen. I had to ask Kristen to stop, but my erection was so hard that it physically hurt as it throbbed inside my pants.
Kristen came bursting in about an hour later, her arms loaded with packages from an extensive shopping spree. Her face was red and she was out of breath, but obviously happy. “Oh, Will, it’s going to be great. Charles has some unique ideas. Wait until you hear!” Then she was off to put her packages away.
I followed her into the bedroom—my patience wouldn’t let me wait any longer. Kristen was wound up, putting clothes away, trying them on for me. It looked like she planned on wearing more than usual for our meeting with Charles. She didn’t tell me everything, of course. She might not have known everything but she did know that their clubhouse was an old building somewhere in Oakland.
Charles planned on playing a version of strip poker with her and three or four guys, and maybe another woman or two. If I insisted on being there, my job would be to play bartender and waiter, or basically a gopher. A gopher as in, “Go for some beer, Will.” 
No stripping for me. Take it or leave it.
They were planning this for Friday night, so I had a couple of days to adjust to the idea. The first part of the adjusting was easy. Before she was even done telling me about her upcoming poker game, my wife was on her knees fumbling with my belt. I was already hard when Kristen sucked me into her mouth. She took me deep in her throat, her mouth wet and hot, before using her mouth and lips to fuck me. Her hands got busy pulling off her panties as her lips slid over my cock, giving the helmet at the end an extra amount of suction.
Kristen suddenly pulled away and scrambled onto the bed, throwing off her clothing as she went. She stopped long enough to motion me to lay down so she could be on top. The sight of my wife straddling my hips and rubbing my cock through the soft wet folds of her pussy was about the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. She was looking down at herself, her eyes bright and her face pink, as she teased her clit with the head of my cock. When everything lined up, she impaled herself on my shaft. A groan escaped her mouth, and I was suddenly surrounded by my wife’s tight wetness.
“They’re going to strip me naked, Will. Your wife will be nothing but a slut to be used by those guys. You won’t even be able to touch yourself.” She was panting as she talked, working both of us up. “All you can do is watch—oh, honey!” She was going faster now. “I want this so much. I’ve been so turned on all day. They want me to wear my collar and to bring my leash…” Her fingers were on her clit, adding to her excitement. “You’ll be frustrated, won’t you? Jealous? Oh, here it comes, Will!” Kristen panted faster as she felt her orgasm approaching. She forgot about me, but I was right there with her.
In the end, we came together. The sensation of her pussy throbbing around my cock was too much for me and I shot deep inside my wife, squeezing her breasts as I came.
“I’m yours, honey. No matter who has temporary ownership, and no matter what I say to anybody, I’m yours,” she said. “Remember that, it’s very important.” Lying beside me, she looked so sincere. “It will probably get intense, just the way you like it. But when it ends I’ll be in love with you, and you’re the one I’ll go home with.”
Then she got a mischievous look on her face. “Well, maybe not home with exactly. Maybe home to, eventually. But you know what I mean.”
 
 



Chapter 11
 
I was surprised by Kristen’s choice of clothing. She was dressed in a conservative style with multiple layers: a loose grey skirt, a white blouse, and a tan jacket. Since my job was to bartend, I went with black pants and a white shirt. The classics.
I helped my wife put a temporary tattoo on her breast: the ace of spades. She admired her new marking in the mirror. “Maybe I should make this permanent?” she asked, before giggling and returning the conversation to the game. “Everyone can have six items to lose,” she said. “It’s no fun if it ends too soon, is it?” 
As it turned out, she was a little optimistic.
The old building in Oakland looked almost derelict. Old stone with visible damage where part of the façade had been removed, plywood covering what I assumed were windows. The main door was set off from the sidewalk in a V-shaped enclave. It looked strange but somehow familiar. There was no indication of what it was.
My wife knocked on the door using a prescribed code. Knock…knock, knock…knock, and the door opened just enough for a large, shaved, black head to appear. “I’m Kristen, this is my husband. Charles invited us,” she said. The door opened and we were quickly hustled inside.
“I’m JC and this here’s Fatty,” he said, indicating a tall black man, thin to the point of starvation. “Let me show y’all ‘round.” Fatty was very tall but very skinny. JC was a big guy with bulging biceps; his t-shirt and upright posture led me to believe he might be a weight lifter, a guy to whom physical fitness was a religion.
When we walked into the lobby I knew immediately where we were. It was an old movie theater. There were empty frames on the walls that once held posters for upcoming features. The carpet had been elegant red fabric but was now faded and worn through in spots. At the end of the room was a long bar that was once a concession stand. Now it’s only refreshments were stored in an immense beer cooler. Behind the stand, where popcorn and supplies once stood, were liquor bottles and plastic cups. To the side was a large push cart. “You’ll be using that to move supplies to the game,” JC explained. “It will save you a lot of running back and forth, and make sure we don’t have to wait for you—to get our drinks, I mean. Game don’t stop for nothing.”
Inside the theater most of the seats were gone. It looked like it might have been used for a rave. The movie screen had also been removed, exposing a large stage. I adjusted my estimation of the age of the building, now sure the theater dated back to the vaudeville days. Charles was sitting at a square table under bright lights. He waved when he saw us coming in and motioned to Kristen to join him. JC held me back. 
We loaded up the cart and took it through a side door that led down a separate hallway, over bare concrete floor. The hall eventually opened onto the back stage. As we walked, JC explained that my job was to serve drinks. I was not allowed to talk or to touch anybody unless I was cleaning up. The hallway continued out of sight and JC explained that there were dressing rooms and a basement further along. From the backstage area, we made our way to the poker table.
By this time, Fatty, along with two white women, had joined Charles and my wife on the stage. I studied the two women; they looked like proper church-going, married ladies of about 30-years-old. Not what I expected. Beth was a tall dirty blonde with her hair in a ponytail, a Valley Girl just starting to go to seed. Jodie was a pretty brunette with large lips. It was hard to tell but it looked like she was well endowed, and that some of her weight had settled in her bottom.
Beth was dressed in a form-fitting black top and green skirt, while Jodie was wearing a flowing skirt with a flowery print, a yellow blouse, and a white sweater. Just like the women in the strip club, Sunday they’d be going to church with the family and maybe to the PTA meeting on Monday. But tonight they were indulging a secret passion, a need, that their husbands probably didn’t know about. Each wore wedding rings—and not cheap ones—along with some high-end jewelry. 
Charles was explaining the rules. Seven card stud with a twist: one player had to declare which article of clothing they were all betting before the cards were dealt, face down, to each player. So if Beth, for instance, bet her skirt, then all the women were betting their skirts and the men were betting their pants. Before the last two cards were dealt, going around the table starting from the dealer, only one player could raise. The twist was that the raise could only be in the form of a sex act. So again, if Beth bet a blow job, all the women were betting a blow job in addition to their skirts. The men would be betting their pants and they’d go down on the woman who won. 
Nobody could fold. If you didn’t win, you lost. Since it was important to pick the loser, everybody had to stay in the game. Everybody had to remove the article of clothing that had been bet, except the winner. The one with the lowest hand had to perform the sex act on the winner. The whole group would vote on which hand stunk the most. If the winner and loser were of the same sex they could “trade” the sex act with somebody else, perhaps for clothes, or they could just pass on the act. Charles said they’d work it out as they went along, but his was the only vote that counted. Once a person lost all their clothing, they could be ordered to perform various sex acts for the winner, for the group, or for someone the winner designated.
Some practice hands were played to get the feel of things while I served drinks.
Kristen’s drink was easy: JD on the rocks. The other women ordered a dry gin martini and Scotch and soda. The guys all had beers and they were fine twisting the tops off and drinking from the bottles. The guys would be easy.
I was instructed to keep the women’s drinks full at all times and to mix them strong. It was a job I was happy to do since it allowed me to look almost directly down Jodi’s top; her breasts were large and very soft-looking when they bobbled.
The practice hands went well once the betting was understood. By this time the group had had several drinks and were all relaxed, joking and talking, but clearly very excited. The two women were giggling at each other across the table. They all became even more relaxed as a blunt, a marijuana joint the size of a cigar, was passed around. I wasn’t invited to do anything but serve drinks and keep out of the way.
There’s something sad about being the only sober person at a party where everyone else had been drinking, but I wasn’t sad now. This party promised to be like no other. I was so excited I was sure the sound of my heartbeat could be heard over the music. I was having a hard time catching my breath. Kristen looked to be in a similar spot: her face was flushed and her hands had a slight quiver as she held her cards. She didn’t look at me at all. When she wasn’t checking out the other players, her eyes skipped right past me to fix on Charles.
She didn’t win any of the practice hands, once by poor play because she seemed to have trouble concentrating. It’s hard to play poorly at seven card stud but she did it, completely ignoring a full house and announcing that she only held a pair.
When the game started for real, JC made sure I understood to stand stationary by my cart, except when I was refilling glasses. I mixed a lot of martinis for Jodie.
I could see right away that Jodie and Beth were not poker players. They didn’t know the values of the hands and Charles told me to prepare a “cheat sheet” that would become the values for everybody—not that it really mattered. The game was just a way to give everybody a good time before the fucking began.
Starting on Charles’ left, each player said what piece of clothing they were willing to lose. The opening round was for shoes, something safe. The deal would not be in any order. It was given to whomever Charles wanted dealing.
 
 



Chapter 12
 
Charles shuffled the deck and dealt the first cards. I watched his hands carefully. I didn’t see any reason for him to cheat, but still I wanted to see what he’d do. I detected nothing unusual.
Before the final two cards, Beth raised with a handjob. She looked directly at Jodie, who had the decency to blush. Both were showing the effects of the blunt, along with being horny. I watched Kristen closely; she appeared happy with her hand but otherwise I couldn’t read her. After the final card, it was time to show what everybody had. Jodie won, Kristen had a pair of safe fives, and the worse hand was judged to be held by Beth. Since they were of the same sex they were allowed to trade, but Beth wouldn’t hear it.
After gulping down her drink, Beth got down between her friend’s knees—after first taking off her shoes. She slid her hand inside Jodie's thong and started stroking. After a few seconds, Jodie’s eyes closed and she slid down on her armless chair to make her pussy more available. Kristen was watching closely, her thighs opening and closing without conscious thought. The guys were just as fascinated.
Jodie came with a whimper, her eyes squeezed shut, her hands tugging on Beth’s hair. Beth took her time caressing her friend as they smiled at each other. Maybe they’d wanted to do that for a long time.
Kristen’s hand had drifted to JC’s lap and she stroked the bulge in his pants while staring at Jodie and Beth. Fatty was left to play with his own surprisingly large bulge. After a few minutes, Charles called a stop. “Beth, it’s your deal,” he said, and placed the deck in front of her empty chair. Jodie whimpered as Beth gave her thong one last kiss, and looked around the table. She seemed surprised that so many people were watching her. I took the opportunity to freshen the drinks, and by the time I finished Beth was back in her seat.
Kristen watched Beth and Charles, her eyes half closed, her mouth open, her breathing unnaturally fast. My wife’s oversized breasts were rising and falling faster than they normally did. She promptly stood and walked around the table until she reached Beth. She took her hand and put the fingers that had just been inside Jodie into her mouth. She sucked them and licked them, cleaning them fully before letting Beth have her hand back.
Everybody was smiling by the time Kristen was finished, including Jodie. “If you’d rather taste it directly, I’m sure I won’t mind,” she told my wife.
“Okay, well,” Charles said, “let’s play some cards first.” Beth had a stunned expression on her face as she tried to shuffle the cards and keep an eye on Kristen at the same time. She was finally able to get the job done, though nobody would call it a good shuffle.
The bet was for a skirt this time, and made by my wife. That meant pants for the guys. It was a large bet, but Kristen didn’t want to fool around with shoes and socks. She wanted to get naked. The mid-deal bet was for a blowjob. 
Just as things were getting interesting, I had to go to the lobby to refill the cart. I ran up the hallway and had the cart loaded in record time. When I returned, Charles’ massive erection was halfway down my wife’s throat. Kristen was using one hand to jack his cock into her mouth while the other held and fondled his large balls. JC and Fatty moved to where they could watch, each sporting an obvious erection.
Jodie and Beth were inching closer to the guys. Their skirts were gone, exposing long legs and soaked thongs. Jodie had her eyes on JC’s erection and was soon sitting beside him and rubbing him through his pants.
Charles was close when he stopped my wife. Then everybody gathered around the table for the third round. This time it was Fatty’s turn to bet, and his pick was underwear. Everyone but the winner would be naked from the waist down. The “raise” bet had a bondage theme. The loser would be tied, their legs spread, until the end of the next deal. There was a brief discussion about touching, with the final ruling being that the loser could be touched by any other player while tied.
Kristen was panting now. The idea of being tied helpless while men and women could have their way with her was a fantasy she’d told me about. She was having a hard time sitting still and I could see how excited she was. My wife wanted to lose.
She ended up winning, and the loser was Beth. Everyone removed their underwear except Kristen, who looked a little sad about it. She brightened as she tied Beth to a chair and exposed her wet cunt to the group. Before anyone else had the opportunity, Kristen was finger-fucking the PTA woman while they shared a passionate kiss. The guys all followed my wife’s lead and soon Beth was on the edge of orgasm, gasping and begging someone to end her suffering. Her hips pumped the empty air and the drool from her pussy formed a puddle on the floor.
Leaving Beth tied, the group took a break to drink and pass around another blunt. The smoke alone was enough to get me high. Fatty was kind enough to share with Beth while fingering her to the edge, but no matter how much she whined, no matter what she promised, she was left hanging.
It was Kristen’s turn to deal next and the bet was “tops.” Fatty made it clear that he meant everything above the waist, and that he’d help Beth with her top, no problem at all. The “raise” bet was that the loser would present their boobs or their balls to every other player for one minute. The player could do whatever they wanted: pinch or suck the nipples, play with the balls, it was their call.
Kristen lost big this time. She had a terrible hand and nothing could be done with it. You never would have known judging by the huge grin on her face, a grin made all the larger by the combination of liquor, weed, and extreme horniness. She made a production of removing her top, exposing first one breast, then covering it, exposing the other, covering it, and finally showing all. As Kristen moved around the table, presenting herself, her nipples were tugged and sucked. They were left extended and puffy as she groaned and encouraged the players to be rougher.
It surprised me when Beth was the one that spent the longest time with my wife’s breasts, sucking the nipples and pulling her thong to the side so she could feel Kristen’s sloppy pussy. She even gave my wife’s breasts a couple of slaps, just hard enough to leave a red mark and to cause her to moan.
My wife was nearing orgasm when Charles called a halt. Beth looked disappointed and Kristen staggered on her way back to her seat. Her eyes were unfocused and a liquid the consistency of honey was running down the inside of her thigh. By the end of the fourth round Jodie was nude but for her shoes, Fatty had his t-shirt, and JC was naked, as was Beth. Charles still had his pants and my wife was wearing only her thong.
They took another break to drink and smoke, giving me the opportunity to really check everybody out. Beth’s valley girl looks extended to her tight breasts and belly. She still showed glimpses of the cheerleader she might have been. Fatty was busy eating her pussy while Jodie, legs spread and her fingers busy on her own clit, looked down at his over-sized cock and moaned, quietly, in ecstasy. 
Jodie was definitely top heavy; her boobs were immense, maybe even too large. Her ass had spread but her belly remained surprisingly flat. She was the only woman who didn’t shave her pussy. Charles bent her over the table, cards and discarded clothing falling on the floor as he used his outsized erection to spread her juices along her slit. When he started to push inside, Jodie howled and threw her head back. As he used his thumbs to spread her open, Jodie told him that she’d wanted a black man for a long time, that he felt so large inside of her, and to please fuck her hard.
 
 



Chapter 13
 
Kristen and JC had disappeared. I looked in the main theater and back stage, but they were gone. In the hallway I used for the refreshment cart, I faintly heard my wife scream. The sound came from the part I hadn’t explored—the part that led to the basement.
I briefly checked the stage to see Charles and Fatty fucking Jodie and Beth. Their positions changed and sometimes Charles and Fatty would switch partners. The women were getting what they came for, the desire they kept from their husbands.
I worked my way through the backstage and along the dimly lit hallway. I couldn’t hear Kristen screaming now but there were some faint noises up ahead. The hallway ended at a blank wall that had once been painted yellow and was now so faded the yellow only showed in spots. The hallway was nearly dark but I could see a soft band of light from under the door to my left. It looked like the other doors along the hall led to empty dressing rooms. 
As quietly as I could, I turned the doorknob, afraid the pounding of my heart could be heard on the other side. My stomach was full of butterflies in full flight and for a moment I felt the old dizziness return. I knew Kristen was on the other side with JC, but I didn’t know what was happening. I was overcome with jealously and rage, mixed with hurt that Kristen had gone off without me. I was also so excited and hard that I couldn’t separate all the various emotions. I didn’t even know if there were stairs, but Kristen was there and I had to turn that doorknob.
I turned it as slowly as I could, keeping an even pressure to try to eliminate any noise. When the door finally opened I was confronted by a series of steps leading down. Standing on the top step, I closed the door as quietly as I’d opened it. I started down, keeping to the sides of each riser to minimize squeaking. My black pants helped make me less obvious and I quickly shed my white shirt before the room came into view. I ducked my head below the level of the ceiling, just enough to peek out of one eye to see what was probably the real clubhouse. It was a large room with a bar, pool table, and tables and chairs.
Kristen was laid out, completely naked, on a workout bench. Her ass was even with the edge and her legs were being held apart by two guys, one on each side, while several guys waved their erections in my wife’s face, trying to get her to suck them. Her light blonde hair was hanging off the end and side of the bench.
JC stood between my wife’s spread legs rubbing something on her pussy. Whatever it was, it must have felt like her clit was on fire (which explained the scream). As it warmed her, the sensation caused every nerve in her body to focus between her legs. As horny as my wife had been, she was now an out-of-control animal, screaming her need, begging the men to make the itch stop. Kristen sucked one cock after the other, trying to get them hard so that they could fuck her. JC shoved his erection inside her, unleashing another scream of pleasure. “What did you? Oh, I’ve never felt…” Kristen murmured. 
The guys holding her legs held her hips down to keep her from doing anything except lay there and be fucked. JC pounded her for a long time, then stopped to let Kristen beg him for more. While this was happening, the cocks from her mouth exploded across her boobs. Cum dripping from her nipples, Kristen rolled her head to the right and found a new cock to suck. Within seconds her left hand was placed on another black cock.
Kristen stopped to stare wide-eyed at JC as his hips moved in a blur, plunging his heavy cock in and out of my wife’s vagina. He pulled out just in time to cum all over her clean shaven pubic bone and stomach. 
Kristen cried with frustration, but another cock soon took JC’s place. I could see her need as one of her blowjob partners added to the mess on her breasts. Having missed most of it, Kristen wrapped her mouth around him to try to suck out any remaining seed. Then she turned her attention to another cock that needed sucking.
 
* * *
 
It wasn’t until I felt the presence of another person next to me that I looked away from the scene. Charles had joined me on the steps. “You should go fuck one of the other women,” he said. “Kristen’s going to belong to us for a while. When you’re done, come on back. Your wife might even still be here.”
I looked down at Kristen, perhaps for the last time. My heart was breaking but my erection was obvious in my pants. I knew that there was a large cum stain in my shorts, and Charles noticed too. “Go on, fuck Beth. Fatty has her all coked up for you. She won’t even notice that you’re not black,” he laughed. “She has some of that same cream on her pussy that your wife has on hers. She’ll do anybody.”
His gang was helping Kristen onto her hands and knees as I crawled up the stairs. I kept my head low to watch for as long as possible.
I did walk down to the main stage. Beth was rubbing her pussy against the edge of the table and using her hands to spread herself. On the floor, Fatty had Jodie pinned on her stomach while he long stroked her ass from behind. Jodie was grunting with each thrust, begging him to make her his bitch—his black-cock-loving, married bitch. That just made Fatty push as deep as he could go. Beth humped the edge of the table faster as she watched. Charles was right; there was nothing to stop me from taking her right now.
Instead, I walked back down the hallway. I sat with my back pressed against the faded yellow wall and listened to them enslave my wife. From the sounds, one of them was fucking her pussy from beneath while another had his cock pushed into her asshole. Kristen was whimpering and grunting as they fucked her in unison. “You like black cock don’t you, you slut?” one said between thrusts.
“Oh…oh…more…hard. I love black cock!” Kristen panted.
“Good.” Charles’ voice. “Because you’re my whore now. I’m going to make you fuck black guys for money. Your gonna be a black cock whore.”
“Oh, yes,” she said. I’m not sure Kristen was actually listening to him. “Make me your white whore. Sell my body. I’ll do it for you. You’re my pimp, Charles.”
Even though Kristen had warned me about what she might say, I was still unprepared to hear it. I bent over to throw up, but was just able to keep everything down. I was torn between wanting to charge down the stairs to save my wife and wanting to run the other way and leave her to her fate.
In the end, because I loved my wife with all my heart, the only thing I could do was try to save her.
 
 



Chapter 14
 
I inventoried all we had, and it wasn’t much. I had a couple hundred dollars on me and our car. The house was owned by the bank, but Charles didn’t know that. I really had nothing else apart from Kristen, and he already had her.
I did know how to play poker and, unlike Charles, I was sober and hadn’t used any drugs. I stopped calculating for a moment when I heard them get Kristen prepared for more abuse. I could hear them rubbing that cream on her cunt. I didn’t know what was in it but whatever it was, it worked. She was soon begging them to relieve her. All I could do was to take a chance. 
I walked down the stairs and up to Charles. “What the hell do you want?” he said. I thought he was about to throw me out.
“I want my wife back, and I want the other women to go home to their husbands,” I told him. I was aiming for calm and firm but my voice quavered at the end.
His smile mocked me. “Kristen, who do you belong to?”
“To you, Charles. Please help me, my pussy is on fire,” she answered.
“Do you want to go with your husband?” he asked her.
“I’m yours, Charles. I’ll go wherever you send me.” Kristen spread herself open with one hand and rubbed frantically with the other.
“Poker. I’ll play one hand of poker for her, just you and me. One hand of seven card, just the two of us,” I said.
“Okay,” he said. “If you win you get Kristen and the other women can go home at, let’s say, dawn. What are you putting up, since I’ve already got your wife?”
“My car,” I offered.
“Sorry, not enough. These women are worth a lot to me,” he said.
“I know, but the women upstairs will probably come back anyway. They’ll do what they want, so I’m really only interested in my wife. I’ll put up our house,” I said. This was a ridiculous bet. My only hope was that, since the bank owned most of the house, he wouldn’t be able to live in it for long. Without Kristen, the house didn’t matter to me. I didn’t know what I’d do but I’d never live in that house without her.
“Your house? For your wife, who is right this moment getting the shit fucked out of her by my man there? And I let Beth and Jodie go for today?” 
I looked over at Kristen, on her back, pumping her hips as another large black gang member used her. “Yes,” I said. “That’s the bet. No raises.”
Charles had used himself up and his cock was now a small shriveled ghost of itself. He watched my wife as she fucked back, her breasts sliding on her ribcage, before turning to me. “Okay, let’s do it,” he said. “I’m about to call it a night anyway, and I can use a new house.”
 
* * *
 
He called his gang over to the table. I watched carefully as he shuffled and made sure to cut the deck just enough off center to make it more difficult to cheat (I hoped). Kristen was allowed to sit on one of the chairs and watched us with a look of concern. She was naked, her pussy leaking, and whatever they had put on her was causing her to play with herself. I could see her chest moving both from fear and arousal. She was trying to tell me something with her eyes but we were interrupted when one of the gang grasped her shoulder and pointed to the ground. Without protest, my wife went down on her hands and knees—her face still looking at me—and with her ass pointed at the large gang member who slid inside her without effort.
I heard her grunt and moan behind me, calling my name, as Charles dealt the cards. Kristen came hard but the man kept going. I was close to losing everything we had, including my wife’s freedom, and I was hurting inside with a pain I’d never felt before. Yet at the same time, I sported a shameful erection.
The deal was honest, as far as I could tell. I don’t think Charles cared enough to cheat, but maybe he could do it out of habit. We could have just cut the deck, high card wins, but Charles wanted to torment me. “First thing tomorrow we’re going to turn that fake tattoo into a real one. Your little wife is going to have an ace of spades on her boob for the rest of her life,” he said. The gang thought that was funny.
He dealt his cards all face up, mine face down. I didn’t bother to look at my cards, since there was nothing I could do to improve them anyway. I watched in horror as he dealt himself four sixes. That was four of a kind, almost impossible to beat and an incredible hand in seven card stud. 
My breath left me. I was beat and I knew it. I glanced at Kristen, who was sitting on her heels, a river of white cream running out of her. She was having a hard time keeping her hips still but her face was a study in agony. The lust I had seen a few minutes ago was gone. She knew what was going on and she was scared.
Charles stopped me before I could turn over my cards. “If you lose—or maybe, when you lose,” he laughed, “you have to stay here tonight and watch us fuck your wife. Then we’ll move into your house, so this may be the last time you ever see her.”
I turned my cards over one at a time. Kristen moved to stand behind me as I bet her into sexual servitude. A two of hearts, a 10 of spades. The only reason to go slowly was that it prolonged, for a few minutes, the time I had with my wife.
I could feel dampness on my cheeks as I turned over a queen of spades, then the king of spades. I stopped to catch my breath, and Kristen squeezed my shoulder. She was sobbing behind me. Her breath caught as she choked on her own tears. My next card was a three of hearts but it was followed by the jack of spades. 
My heart was hammering. It was too much to hope for. Kristen’s fingers dug into my shoulder as Charles waved one of his gang away from her. “Ah, my man has something good. Maybe I’ll be sleeping alone tonight,” he said, trying but failing to mock me.
Finally, I flipped over my hole card. The ace of spades! 
It was the perfect card to win my wife back: an ace high royal flush—an unbeatable hand. I had won. The odds were something like 600,000 to 1, but it had happened. I’d bet my wife twice, lost the first time and was on the verge of losing her completely the second time, but now I’d won.
Kristen screamed and threw her arms around my neck. She smelled of cum but I didn’t care. She kissed my face, my neck, any part of me she could reach, all the time telling me how much she loved me while she rubbed her cunt on the back of the chair.
Charles wanted to make sure I hadn't cheated somehow. His own men assured him that I hadn’t been near the deck, but he had me stripped anyway. Considering that I wasn’t even wearing a shirt anymore, Charles had to agree that I won. 
After that, everything went smoothly. Kristen and I walked through the boarded-up entry way and got in our car. The other women were still on the stage, being used and apparently loving it, until Charles released them at dawn. They weren’t my problem any more, and I’d done what I could. If he didn’t let them go there was no telling where they’d end up working to make money for the gang. When we walked by them, Jodie was on her hands and knees, an enormous black man pounding her from behind. She looked at us with large eyes and mouthed the words, “Help me, help me,” before we disappeared down the tunnel leading to the lobby.
 
 



Chapter 15
 
As I started the car, Kristen climbed onto the console and held me. Her naked breasts pressed against me as she sobbed, her face in my neck, her tears wetting my shirt. She had a hard time catching her breath.
I barely slowed down as I went through the Bay Bridge tolls with my FasTrak on. Kristen stayed were she was, glued to my neck, until we pulled into the garage. “I’m never doing anything like that again,” she stammered as the door closed. “Oh, Will, I could have been made to whore for them—who knows where? You’d never see me again. What was I thinking? And what about Beth and Jodie? Will that asshole pimp them or let them go?” As we slid out of the car, she started to cry again.
I’d done what I could. If the women turned up missing I could tell the police, but I wasn’t sure even that was a good idea. I’d have to talk to a lawyer, make sure I wasn’t an accomplice or something.
I got my wife into the shower. By the time she was clean, she was asleep on her feet, and by the time I got her into bed the sun was coming up. I promised to return to her right after I got back from the kitchen. 
 
* * *
 
Just as I passed the front door, I heard someone knocking.
I looked out the peephole and saw Jodie standing on our front steps, naked and shivering. She had a fearful look as she stared at the door, her arms crossed over her chest. When I opened the door, her expression softened to relief and she threw herself into my arms.
She hugged me tight, her huge breasts flattening against me (and rubbing cum over the front of my robe). “Where’s Beth?” I asked.
“She didn’t want to leave. She’s been after me for a long time to go black with her. I guess she liked it,” Jodie said. “I liked it, too, but I think I know what the plan was.”
After she used the shower in the guest bathroom, she came out to the kitchen to sit with me. I told her the whole story: the basement, the plan to turn Kristen into a full-time whore for the gang, and how we escaped. When I finished, Jodie moved my hand to her thigh. 
She wanted more. I knew that she was mine if I wanted her, but that was not part of the deal (though she did rub my erection through my robe as we talked). “What was in that cream they used on us?” she asked. “It made my pussy tickle. That’s the only word I have for it. It made me want to touch it but, if I did, I got even more turned on. I couldn’t ignore it, and every time they used me the itch increased. By the time they let me go…I’d have fucked anything.”
The only thing I knew was that it probably didn’t contain cocaine, since that would have numbed them. “They made us use that, too,” Jodie said. “Even your wife. I’ve never used hard drugs before.”
“What about your husband?” I asked.
“Thankfully, he’s out of town. But I’ve got to get to my car and get back home.”
I assured her that Kristen and I would help. In the meantime, she was welcome to look at my wife’s workout clothes to find something to wear. I led her to our bedroom and soon she was asleep in our bed, with Kristen holding her in her arms. My wife opened her eyes and made a shushing motion at me with her mouth.
I took off my clothes and got into bed behind my wife, cuddling up to her ass. Kristen reached back to guide me inside of her, whispering, “Make me yours again, Will. I love you.”
I’d been hard the entire night and Kristen must have been sore, but I lasted a long time. I moved slowly, enjoying the feel of my wife surrounding me. When she came, Kristen and Jodie were kissing, their tongues deep in each other’s mouths.
We took Jodie home to get her spare car keys, then drove back to the old movie theater. We were as careful as we could be not to be seen. Jodie’s car was gone, taken along with her clothing and some of her incidentals. All we could do was take her back home so she could report the car stolen. 
None of us ever saw Beth again. It was a major local news story for a while:
 
LOCAL MOTHER DISAPPEARS, NO CLUES TO HER WHEREABOUTS.
 
I wrote an anonymous note to the Oakland police department, but I don’t know if they did anything with it. I suspect that Beth got just what she always wanted and was in no hurry to be rescued.
 
 



Chapter 16
 
Kristen wouldn’t let me out of her sight, and if she did somehow lose track of me she became anxious and afraid. We spent the next few days at home, even though we knew Charles had the address. We kept the alarms turned on, but Kristen still became uneasy if we weren’t in the same room together.
She showered three more times that first day, trying to wash away the feel of the gang. After the third shower, we sat down to talk. Kristen was clearly shaken, and my heart had been racing for hours. What bothered me the most was that when I pictured my wife being fucked with cum covering her breasts, my cock would get hard.
“I know that you’re still scared, but you’re probably safe now,” I told her, as we sat on the bed. 
Kristen wore a long t-shirt while she combed out her hair. “I know I’m safe with you. Will, you saved me! I could be on my way to…who knows where? Right now.” She set her comb aside and crawled onto my lap. “Honey, are you hard?” She was sitting right on my erection so there was no use denying it. “Are you just happy to see me, or is something else going on?” she asked. With her arms around my neck, she stared straight into my eyes and used a mock May West accent.
“I was remembering the sight of my wife being fucked by a black gang. That part turned me on,” I explained. “And, I can feel your wet pussy right now.”
For the first time since we’d left the old movie theater, Kristen’s grin was back. “Even with our close call, you were still turned on?”
“Yes, but the important question is this: leaving aside the poker game at the end and Charles’ threat to keep you, was it exciting for you? I know you were turned on, but was it exciting to having all those guys standing in line to take a crack at you?” I asked.
Kristen rested against my body. She picked up my right hand and toyed with my fingers before placing it on her naked thigh. She moved my hand higher, right to the edge of her pussy, and used her hand to rub my right index finger along her sopping wet slit. She moaned as I touched the hard knob of her clit, and I could feel her breathing pick up. 
“I loved being the center of attention for all those guys. I was so turned on, they were all seeing me naked, taking turns fucking me, one after the other. Cumming on me, sticking their cocks in my mouth, giving me orders. I couldn’t stop cumming,” she said. “Do you want to know what I’m thinking?” she asked.
“Yes.”
“I’m remembering the look on your face as I came during the final poker game. Some guy had ordered me to get on my hands and knees, and I had. I didn’t think about it. I knew I was theirs, so I did what was asked.” Kristen stopped to take a deep breath as she pushed my finger inside. “I love being made to be submissive. You were watching me the whole time. You watched him order me to show him my ass, you watched as he rubbed his cock on me, you watched as he pushed inside me. I was so swollen, but he felt so good,” she continued. “I didn’t have a choice, I didn’t want a choice. Charles ordered me to fuck anyone who wanted me, and it turned me on to be his whore. I’m so sorry that you had to see that, Will, but it’s who I am. You were trying to save me and this black cock felt so good, and I came so hard. The look on your face was what made it great. You were turned on, weren’t you?” she asked.
“Yes. I was hard and getting my shorts even wetter just watching you. But I knew I had to win to keep you,” I answered. “Nothing is more important to me than you are, Kristen.”
With a cry, my wife kissed my face, my lips, wherever she could reach. I started to take my hand away from her pussy to hold her, but she moved it right back. “Are we going to keep doing these things, Will?” she asked me between kisses. “Not a gangbang, at least not for a while, but do you want to watch me fuck again?”
My cock throbbed and my finger rubbed the top of her canal, the G spot, as I answered her. “Whenever you’re ready. I want to watch you being taken by another man—or woman,” I said.
“Good,” she breathed in my ear, “because I love you and I really enjoy what we do, if we do it together.” As she answered me, Kristen’s face broke out into her full, beautiful smile. “Also, I stole their bottle of whatever that pussy lotion was, so get ready for some fun tonight!”
 
* * *
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Katie’s Reawakening: A Hotwife Story
 
Now married to Mack, Katie is still obsessed with actor Brad Peterson. She simply can't resist him. She had him once—Mack even watched them make love—but now she needs Brad again. She wants to be subservient to the dominating actor, to humiliate herself for him, and Mack, to his own humiliation, enjoys being turned into a cuckold! What will happen to his marriage once Brad is done with Katie this time? Can the husband become the dominant man that Katie craves?
 
 
I Bet My Hotwife…And Lost!
 
William committed professional suicide when he took his dead-end job. Overworked, underpaid, and forced to put up with his a-hole boss, all he could look forward to was drinking himself into oblivion. That was until he met Kristen. Bubbly and beautiful, she became the light in his darkness. No more lonely nights spent in dive bars and hooking up with strangers, he knew he'd found the one. She even shared his fetish for hotwifing. But as this loving couple give in to their darkest desires, can their marriage survive its ultimate test? Will's big black boss wants Kristen all to himself...and she won't say no!
 
 
I Bet My Hotwife…And Lost Again!
 
Will and Kristen finally take the honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since their last hotwife adventure and neither is sure where to go from this point. Once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon isn’t always just for two. Larry, Will's big black boss, is on the island as well, and he won't be satisfied until he's cuckolded Will again. It turns out paradise can be found or lost...depending on who you’re with!
 
 
My Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal
 
After a laboratory meltdown, Ryan is forced to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his wife Carrie, a woman just discovering her sexuality, four months is an eternity. Watching as they pleasure themselves through glass just isn’t enough! Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who gives her a professional Brazilian and an ace of spades tattoo, and Ryan discovers how much he loves to watch—and then participate!
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