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		THIS IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is accidental and pretty damned impressive.

		

		THIS WORK IS NOT FOR ANY PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18 OR OLDER, DEPENDING ON YOUR STATE OR COUNTRY.

		

		The hotwife genre appeals to me. These are the books I like to read and the stories I want to tell, so thank you to those who read my books.

		

		CONSIDER THIS A TRIGGER WARNING: There is sex in this book, lots of it. If reading about people having sex with others to whom they are not married offends you, please don’t read any further. If lesbian sex is repugnant to you, please do not buy this book. Close this page and step away from your computer. There is nothing for you to see here.

		

		But if you are looking for a fun and dirty read, this is it.

		

	
		

		Chapter 1—The Confession

		

		It was a lazy Sunday, and I was enjoying an afternoon of relaxation with my wife. While I watched a football game and tried not to fall asleep, Alica was sprawled on the couch, wearing a pair of thin old sweatpants. She’d cut the legs off inches below the central seam, giving me a fantastic view of her long legs and an occasional flash of her bald pussy when she shifted her position.

		It had been hot all week, and rather than run the air conditioner on high, we’d allowed the house to get warmer than usual, which might have explained the old tee shirt she wore cut off just below her breasts. I was not entirely sure why she’d cut it off, it might have been to keep cool, or it might have been to show off her flat stomach. The reason didn’t matter to me. I liked the look.

		Sometimes I felt our ten-year age difference, and I’d worked hard to keep in shape. But as I neared forty, it had become noticeably more difficult. Although, I’d been thinking about exercising, even though I knew I wouldn’t do it.

		Alica had been reading a magazine when she put it down and looked over at me. “You know I’m cheating on you,” she said without preamble, as though discussing our dinner plans.

		My face must have shown my shock as I snapped fully awake, stuttering. “I … no, I … you’re doing what, again?”

		My wife held her hand over her mouth as if trying to suppress a laugh. “You look so adorable when you sputter.”

		“If this is a joke, I can’t wait for the punchline.” I stood, my knees popping, and moved to the couch where I lifted my wife’s extended legs to my lap so I could caress her thigh while I studied her face.

		Alica picked up her magazine and continued reading, and a cold feeling overcame me as I realized she hadn’t been making a joke.

		“What did I do wrong, Alica? Are you leaving me?” A bead of sweat fell into my right eye and stung, and I pulled on my shirt sleeve to rub my eye with it.

		“Nothing’s wrong, silly. I love you, and I have no intention of leaving you. I was just in the mood for something new.”

		“Oh, Christ, honey.” The shock was causing my heart to pound. Alica put her arms around me and her head on my chest. After a moment she looked up in concern.

		“Dave, your heart is pounding. Are you okay?”

		“I’m not sure,” I was panting, and I could hear the rush of blood in my ears. “You should probably start at the beginning, like, when did you become dissatisfied with me?”

		“Oh, baby. I’m not dissatisfied with you. I love you.”

		“Then why are you cheating on me?” My life had just been turned upside down, and Alica was so calm. I retreated into a feeling of deja vu as my cock hardened.

		Alica and I hadn’t been exclusive when we began dating, and I knew she went out with other, often younger, men. She’d been honest about it, and I’d found it exciting. Knowing the woman I desired was probably fucking another guy on the Saturday I’d asked her out had left me panting with desire. Once, I’d even arranged to see my competition. The man was a muscular football player from the university, and I grown so hard that all I could do was go home and masturbate for the rest of the night, imagining them fucking in her bed.

		“I thought you might already know,” she’d continued. “I’ve given you clues, but you never said anything,” Alica’s calm façade was beginning to crack. “One of us had to say something.”

		I wanted to say the right thing, but as I looked at her, I saw my wife on her back and a faceless man humping her as fast as he could. I was certain her face was twisted in orgasm.

		“Why are you looking at me like that? Dave, please don’t ask for a divorce,” and her calm façade crumpled. Her expression didn’t change as tears ran down her cheeks. “I’ll do anything to make it up to you.”

		“Anything?” In my mind’s eye, the man fucking my wife turned into our neighbor Eric. I was sure he’d shove his cock down Alica’s throat if given a chance.

		Eric belonged to a motorcycle gang, and they’d taken over the house after the place had been left vacant. They upset most people living in our cul de sac, and several complaints to the police about squatters had gone unanswered. Judging by the constant traffic of women visiting him and his strut, I somehow imagined his dick to be huge.

		‘Please let it be Eric, please let it be Eric,’ I prayed.

		Alica was struggling with my belt buckle and zipper. I watched her work and wondered whom she’d stripped for last. I raised my ass so she could pull my pants down and my erection almost slapped her.

		“Oh, Dave,” a startled Alica took my cock in her mouth. I concentrated on her tongue's feel and her lips' softness. My hands felt like they weighed hundreds of pounds, and I couldn’t lift them to touch her.

		Finally, Alica, with my cock still in her mouth, lifted my right hand and put it on top of her head, where it sat, unmoving. She held my wet hard-on and stroked it as she studied her work. Her face was twisted, but without looking up, she said, “Anything, David. You own me, I’m a slut, I’m your slut, and I’ll do anything if you’ll forgive me.”

		What she was doing felt wonderful, and I still pictured our neighbor’s cock inside her. It was strange that I hadn’t cum.

		“How many men?” I finally asked.

		“David, please don’t torture me.”

		“How many men?” I repeated. “Don’t stop what you’re doing.”

		“Maybe five or six,” she was looking straight down, not meeting my eyes.

		My cock grew even harder, and Alica felt the difference. “David?”

		“Did you fuck Eric?”

		Alica was silent, but I felt the difference. “Are those the guys you’re cheating with?”

		Finally, my wife answered in a small voice, “They were some of them.”

		That was when she sat back, her hands in her lap. “You hate me, don’t you.”

		“Take off your shirt.” My order caught Alica by surprise. “You said anything, and I think I’ve just begun.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 2—The Ultimatum

		

		My cock was visibly throbbing. “Did you cheat on me when I was in Paris, buying you expensive presents?”

		I’d caught Alica making a show of folding her tee, and for the first time her face showed some color. A pink blush appeared high on her cheekbones. “I’m sorry, David.”

		The sight of my wife’s breasts still sent a thrill through my hard-on, even after seven years of marriage. I felt my muscles tighten. I wanted to take her breasts in my hands, caress them, and hold them to my face, but I restrained myself enough to notice how hard her nipples were. It was a hot, wet day, and her nipples were erect for another reason.

		“This is exciting you,” I said matter-of-factly. “New rule, Alica. You always have to answer my questions with the absolute truth. Do you agree to the rule?”

		This time my wife looked me in the eye. “Yes, I agree, and yes, this is turning me on.”

		“Have you ever fucked a black man?” The question had nagged at me since we’d been dating.

		“David, do we have to do this?”

		“Yes, this is just the beginning, Alica. Did you ever fuck a black man?”

		“Yes, I did. Several times.”

		“Why did you fuck him several times?” I must have looked confused.

		With a large inhale she sputtered, “Because he had a beautiful, large black cock, and he could fuck me for hours. But mostly because he was funny and inventive and because he treated me like I was someone special. Until he didn’t,” Alicia finally ran out of breath.

		My wife looked away from me then, and I let her sit as she breathed deeply for several moments. When she looked back at me, I held her in my arms and caressed her back. Finally, we kissed tentatively, then passionately. When we broke apart, I asked her if she was still aroused.

		“God, yes. You have no idea what this is doing to me.”

		“Good, because this is what we’re going to do,” I said. Alicia had returned to playing with my erection by running it over her breasts.

		“You’re going to tell me about each guy, one at a time. Sometimes you’ll masturbate, sometimes I’ll jerk off, and sometimes we’ll fuck while you talk.”

		Alica just looked at me.”Each guy?”

		“Yes, since we’ve been married, but starting with the black guy.”

		“What should I say?”

		“Start with his name and tell me how you met, about the sex you had, why you did it, and how it felt. Sometimes I’ll ask questions,” I said.

		“Alright,” she said, resigned to the inevitable.

		“First, take off the rest of your clothes, then make yourself comfortable. You’ll masturbate while you tell me your first story.”

		Alica made a show of taking off her old cut-offs. “I need to send a text before we begin.”

		“Why?”

		“I don’t want to lie to you or sneak around anymore,” she answered sheepishly. “It’s to cancel a date for tonight.”

		Her words made it all more real to me, and I squeezed my erection and pumped it hard for almost a full minute picturing my wife coming home later with her pussy full of cum. “Oh, God.”

		I only stopped when my wife put her lips on mine and slipped her tongue in my mouth. I released my cock and kissed her passionately. We looked at each other breathlessly before I managed to say, “Please don’t cancel it just yet. Tell me about the black man.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 3—Terrell

		

		“It started right after we were married; Terrell worked in our grocery store. He doesn’t work there any longer, but you might remember him. Terrell always went out of his way to help me as a customer. He was always polite, but there was something of the street about him.”

		“I started grocery shopping more than I needed to so that I could see Terrell. I’d spot him working in an aisle, and at first, I’d stand and watch him. He was a big man, I don’t know how tall he was exactly, but he was well over six feet. Everything about him was oversized, his hands and his feet,” she said in a dreamy voice.

		“His cock?” I interrupted.

		“I’ll get to that.”

		“His movements were so smooth and effortless, and it was like his hands were dancing a ballet. When I first saw him, I wanted to feel those beautiful hands caressing my body. I’d masturbate when I returned home, but only if I could wait that long. Otherwise, I’d jill off sitting in the car in the parking lot.”

		My wife had always been embarrassed about masturbating in front of me. But as she got into her story, and her pussy grew wet, she stroked her clitoris. I think she enjoyed watching me with my hand covered in lotion, stroking my hard-on.

		“I was pretty obvious. Later, Terrell told me how the other people had kidded him whenever I entered the store. ‘Here comes your girlfriend, Terrell.’”

		“I wouldn’t have cared. I’d be so wet just thinking about Terrell I’d have to change my panties. Sometimes I’d change two or three times a day.”

		Stopping, she asked me, “Are you sure you want to hear this?”

		“More than anything.” I moved her hand and went down on her, surprised by how swollen and wet her pussy was. “Keep going,” I mumbled without moving my mouth from her mound.

		“One day I had a drink before I left the house. To tell the truth, I had more than several, but I needed to work up my courage. At the store, I walked up to Terrell and asked him to have a drink with me. I must have been a sight, asking a man to have a drink with me when I was already half-smashed.”

		“My voice was shaking, and I was so nervous because I was afraid he’d say ‘no’ and I’d make a fool of myself. Fortunately, we were in an empty aisle, so nobody saw us. After I asked him, he looked scared, and then he looked up and down the aisle and up at the ceiling where the cameras were. Then he just stood there and looked at me, and I must have appeared just as frightened.”

		“I picked up something off the shelves and held it up as if I were asking him about it. ‘Please say something, Terrell.’ He was so tall that he was looking down at me.”

		“I have a confession to make, David. I mean, it’s all a confession, but this is a confession within a confession.”

		“Okay,” I said. My wife was moving her hips in little circles, rubbing her clitoris on my lips.

		“I wore a loose, very low-cut sweater that day,” she continued. “I mean, really, exceptionally low cut. Looking down at me from his height, I knew he could see my tits. I wanted him to see what he’d be getting. Then I remembered something important and asked him if he was married.”

		“I mean, shit. Here I was, a married woman asking a man to have a drink with her. What if there was another wife in the picture?”

		“Was there?” I asked.

		“No, he was divorced, and I obviously hadn’t known.”

		“I smiled at him nervously, My knees were knocking, and the alcohol was kicking in. Then he said he’d love to have that drink with me and asked if I could wait an hour until he got off work.”

		“I was going to give him the name of a bar when he said he didn’t have a car and took the bus to work. That stopped me for a moment.”

		Alica held my face away from her pussy. “You're going to make me cum.”

		I kissed her, and for the first time, she licked the sweetness from my chin. She drew back to look at me with half-closed eyes and kissed me again. I asked her to please not stop.

		“There was a parking lot on the next street, and I said I’d wait for him there,” Alica continued. “I … I squeezed his big hand, it was the first time we’d touched, and I was amazed at his calluses and how large his fingers were. I turned to go but then had to turn back to make sure he knew which car was mine.”

		“While I waited in that parking lot, I slipped off my panties. They were so wet the entire car smelled like my pussy.”

		“Like tuna,” I suggested helpfully, earning myself a small smile.

		“I had my hand between my legs when he opened the car door and got in. I’d already adjusted the seat so he’d have room, and I didn’t waste any time. I wrapped my arms around him and started kissing him.”

		“It was so different from you. Terrell was so big, and he was broader across the shoulders. His lips were completely different. I couldn’t stop. Hell, I didn’t want to stop. I climbed over the center console and wrapped myself around his body. I could feel a huge lump on the front of his pants, and I wanted to see.”

		“I’d parked in the back of the lot so we’d be alone, and I tried to get in his pants while still kissing him. At the same time, he had his big hands under my sweater, unsnapping my bra in the front. We were in a race to get each other naked.”

		“I thought, ‘this is silly,’ and pulled up my skirt. My panties were gone, so my pussy was there for him. I put my feet on the floor so he’d have room, and just like that, his big cock was there for me.”

		“Dave, his cock was spectacular. I don’t know how long it was in inches, but it was very long.”

		“Longer than mine?” I asked.

		Alica smiled at me, and her clitoris seemed to throb in my mouth. “Twice as long and covered with hard, black veins and nobs. It was beautiful. I stroked that big head along my pussy and tried to get him inside me. I wanted him so badly. I ached for him to fuck me.”

		Alica stopped and held my head again. “I’m sorry, David. I’m telling you horrible things. I love you, but you probably hate me now.”

		“Don’t stop,” and I let her see my hard-on. My cock was throbbing with every beat of my heart. “Please tell me what it was like to fuck that cock.”

		“I could feel every bump and vein. I had to lick his cock first to get him wet enough, and then I kissed him as he worked it inside me. It took a long time, but I wanted all of him.”

		Alica tugged on me until I got the hint and slipped inside her pussy. It was like dipping my cock into a warm vat of honey. I’d never felt her pussy so excited—maybe I’d never fucked my wife when she was genuinely turned on. She groaned and started fucking back at me, but I held her hips and told her to tell me the rest before I came. Alica’s breathing was ragged, and the story came out of her in short bursts.

		“Oh, David, he laid me on the seat and held my ass while he fucked me. His cock was so large, and he stretched my pussy so much I could feel every inch of his cock with every stroke. He fucked your wife for a very long time like that, just banging me without mercy.”

		I put my arms under Alica’s knees and bent her legs back as far as I could, and began fucking my wife with all my strength. “Like that, oh David, fuck me like Terrell.”

		Alica screamed and cried when she came; I guess I did too. We held each other until I lost my hard-on and slipped out. I kissed her and asked her.

		“How many times did you meet up with him?” Alica tried to put her legs down and not answer my question. “I won’t get angry now. Was it ten times or every day for a month? You need to tell me.”

		“I fucked him every chance I got until he was arrested and sent to prison.”

		I looked at her in shocked surprise. “Prison?”

		“Sometimes I still ache for the feel of his cock. Maybe when he gets out he’ll let you watch us.”

		Alica was being mean, probably because of her guilt or fear that she’d said too much. But I answered truthfully. “I’d love to watch him fuck you.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 4—Terrell’s Party, Part One

		I fucked my wife harder, faster, and more often than at any point in our marriage. Whenever I thought of her story I’d get hard again, so if I wasn’t eating her, we were fucking.

		“If I’d known this would happen, I’d have told you a long time ago,” Alica’s chest was bright red, as was her pussy. The bottom sheet on our bed was so wet it looked like it had just come out of the washing machine. We’d switched from alcohol to water to sports drinks just to stay hydrated.

		“Tell me some more.”

		“I will, but wouldn’t it be better if we saved it?”

		“What did you think would happen?” I asked. Alica lay naked, her head on a pillow and her arm around the back of my head. I was on my side, watching her body move slowly up and down as she breathed.

		“I thought you’d be angry and jealous,” Alica began, looking serious. “Then we’d have a big fight, and I’d say you weren’t giving me what I needed. Then you’d either calm down so we could talk about it, or you’d demand a divorce.”

		“Never in a million years would I have expected it to turn you on,” Alica said, looking for a dry spot on the bed.

		“Don’t be surprised to find me poking you if I wake up with a hard-on,” I warned her. “But since we’re saving the story, you can at least tell me how you’d title it.”

		“I can’t, at least not right now. I have a date, remember?”

		I thought, despite my big talk, that my cock was done, but the mention of her date made my aching dick hard again. “Oh, shit Alica. Now, look what you’ve done.”

		My wife looked at my erection and giggled. She was proud of herself. “Save it for when I come home.”

		Alica locked herself in the bathroom and, in twenty minutes, was walking out the door looking spectacular. I don’t know how she did it. Before she left, I asked her two more questions.

		“When do you think you’ll be home?”

		“He thinks I’m sneaking around, so I’ll have to be back here by eleven,” she answered.

		“Are you wearing panties?” I asked.

		“What?”

		“Remember our deal, Alica. Tell me the truth.”

		My wife walked up to me as I sat in my lounge chair and raised her skirt to show me her pink, well-used pussy. “Happy?”

		I put my hands on her ass and pulled her pussy into my face. She groaned as I licked her until she finally pushed away from me. “I’m going to be late,” she said, smiling. She made sure to clean my face when she kissed me goodbye.

		Then with a final sigh, my wife was out the door, and I was left with a throbbing cock. I knew I couldn’t beat off all night, as much as I wanted to, and if I watched porn on the computer, things would just get worse. I took a shower and even tried to turn the water to cold, but I only lasted a few seconds. After my shower and a sandwich, I put the sheets in the washing machine and sat in my chair to watch TV. Later, I put the sheets in the dryer and tried to watch a game, but all I could think about was my wife’s date.

		The last thing I remember before Alica woke me with a long, soft kiss, was thinking about another man fucking her.

		“How was your date?” I asked. I was excited but still groggy.

		“Did you like your kiss?”

		“Yes,” I answered.

		“Would you still like it if I told you he came in my mouth?”

		“Kiss me again, and let’s see,” I answered her.

		Alica sat on my lap, put a hand on either side of my head, and kissed me. She used her tongue this time.

		Her kiss was slightly more salty than usual, but I still enjoyed it and told her so.

		“He likes creampie; who knew?” Alica said as if talking to someone else about me. Then she kissed me again.

		I asked her, “What’s a creampie, and how was your night?”

		“He was the most boring man I’ve ever been with because he only wanted to talk about his work. But listen, my cum-loving honey bear, most of my dates turn out like this, and there’s no story to tell.”

		I asked reasonably, “Then, how did you get a mouthful of cum?”

		“When we pulled up behind our car so he could drop me off, he finally woke up and started kissing me and fumbling with my dress. He was kind of a nice guy about it. So, I gave him a blowjob.”

		“Then you were driven to share it with me—aren’t you sweet?”

		“I’m a giver,” and she kissed me again.

		It was getting late, and we got ready for bed after taking the sheets out of the dryer.

		“Remember, you were going to tell me how you’d title the next story,” I reminded her.

		“Why?” My wife asked as I stopped her from putting on a nightgown.

		“To give me something to look forward to,” I said while hanging up her gown. “It’s hot, and I want to sleep in the raw.”

		Alica sat on the edge of the bed with her feet on the floor before saying, “We need to address the big question.”

		“What’s the big question?”

		Alica took two deep breaths as if calming herself before saying, “Now that you know, do you want me to stop? I mean, I’ll do it if that’s what you want.”

		“I thought Terrell was in prison.”

		“He is,” Alica said, and then much more quietly. “But there were more.”

		I put my hand on her sweaty back and felt her flinch even as I softly said, “Tell me about the important ones, at least until I ask you to stop.”

		I put my thumb and forefinger on each side of her face and squeezed just hard enough to feel her teeth but not hard enough to hurt her.

		“Every Friday night or Saturday morning you’re going to tell me about one of your ‘adventures.’ Unless you think you’ll be naughty during the week.” I shook her cheeks. “In that case, you’ll tell me before it even happens. Are we clear on that?”

		“Yes, David. What if …”

		“You’ll call or send me a message with the details, and the most important detail is ‘why.’”

		“Is that because you might want to watch?” She asked.

		“It could be. Maybe I need time to hide before you bring someone here.”

		She thought about it for a few minutes before asking, “Could you be real quiet and just watch?”

		“Would I still be allowed to whack off vigorously?”

		“If you can do it quietly.”

		“Deal,” I said.

		“Do you know what I’ve never done?” Alica asked with a smile.

		“I can’t imagine,” I smiled back at her.

		“I’ve never tasted myself on your cock.”

		“That sounds like a serious deficiency, and I think we need to address it right now,” my erection had wilted, but it came right back when my wife wrapped her lips around my cock.

		When I was hard again, Alica stroked it and looked up at me. “We taste terrific together.”

		

		The following Saturday morning, Alica lay with her head propped up on two pillows as I licked her dewy pussy.

		“This story is entitled: Terrell’s Party in My Honor. I thought we were going on a date, and I was disappointed when we arrived at the projects. You know the buildings,” Alica began.

		“The twin twenty-story upright ghettos?” I asked, not believing my wife would ever go in one. I’d only seen them from several blocks away and on the crime news. They looked like Soviet-era apartment blocks and seemed to loom over the neighborhood.

		“Yes, those. Initially, I looked up at them from inside the car and then back at Terrell. I was confused and terrified, and I told him I wouldn’t go inside. We talked, and he told me I’d be safe with him, and he wrapped his big coat around me.”

		“Why did you need his big coat?” I asked, already guessing the answer.

		“Because I was naked at the time. I was naked inside the car; you need to understand how I was with Terrell. I couldn’t get enough of him. When he wasn’t fucking me, I thought about him fucking me and planning how I could get away to meet him. You didn’t even notice how my phone would ring or chirp, and I’d suddenly find some excuse to leave the house.”

		She was right. I hadn’t thought anything of it at the time.

		“I’d meet him just about anywhere he said. At the store, in a bar—once he had me meet him in a fancy restaurant wearing only a raincoat. After we ate, he stuck me with the check. I even left the receipt out for you to find. Another time I was having drinks with friends when he walked in and began kissing me and feeling me up. When he left, I followed him and let him fuck me where they could see us.”

		“I guess your friends knew before me,” I said, and Alica nodded.

		“Are you going to tell me that story?” I asked.

		“This one is much better. So, back to the projects. We had to climb stairs because the elevators were broken, which apparently happened regularly.”

		“We stepped around or through groups of black men who made obscene comments about me to Terrell that he’d laugh off. Comments like, ‘We all gonna get a taste of white pussy tonight, Terrell?’ Those were the nice ones. The women were far worse—they called me a white cunt and a whore for stealing good black men. They tried to box me in to start a fight; it was ugly.”

		“We’d climbed a lot of stairs, but I don’t know what floor we were on when we walked into his dirty apartment. At first, I was happy to get inside, but the apartment was messy, with dirty dishes and pizza boxes scattered around, all mixed with dirty clothes. There were full ashtrays and the smell of pot. Take what you’re imagining and double it.”

		“We sat on a dirty couch, and Terrell used a knife to lay out lines of crushed Ecstasy on a dusty mirror. Then he handed me a rolled one-hundred-dollar bill. I’d never done anything like it, and I told him I wouldn’t do it.”

		When Alica looked at me, her face was a mixture of the surprise she must have felt and defiance when she said, “He told me if I didn’t do it, he’d take his coat back and push me out the door with nothing on. He even started to stand, looking seriously angry, and I knew he meant it.”

		“For the first time in my life I snorted a drug. It burned my nose, and I wanted to sneeze and run away. This whole ghetto, snorting from a dusty mirror scene, was not what I signed up for; I was in it for the sex.”

		“At the same time, I was turned on. The dangerous environment, accompanied by the music of police sirens and pounding rap music—put me at Terrell’s mercy. Then the Molly hit me, and I’d never felt anything like it. I stood up, threw off Terrell’s coat, and danced naked for him because I felt like it. I didn’t even see the mess anymore; I was feeling so good. I was excited and on top of the fucking world. I wanted him to fuck me immediately. I tore at his pants until I had his cock in my mouth,” Alica had become animated.

		I found Alica’s story hard to believe. Drugs had never been part of our lives, but then neither had sex with other people.

		“Then the other guys walked in, and I was so high I stood up to welcome them to the party. Black guys encircled me, and Terrell told them to have at it.”

		My wife stopped there and took several deep breaths before meeting my eyes. “I’m so ashamed, Dave. Telling you these things was a terrible idea, and what I’m … revealing will ruin our marriage.”

		When I tried to hold her, she rebuffed me and locked herself in the bathroom. I couldn’t hear her, even with my ear near the door.

		“Alica,” I yelled. “Open the door. There’s something you should see.”

		“I’ve seen your hard-on,” she answered, which made me more angry.

		“You won’t see a hard-on if you open the door because I don’t have it anymore. In fact, you won’t even see me.” I hit the door with the flat of my hand and turned away.

		I jerked my clothes on, enraged and thinking about divorce for the first time. I had cause, and she’d get nothing. I was so mad and lost in my dark thoughts that I didn’t pay attention when I turned to leave and walked directly into the doorjamb knocking myself out.

		I came to as the EMTs were loading me into an ambulance. A worried and scared Alica was holding my hand and a white towel I’d turned red with blood.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5—Love in the ER

		

		“David, I belong to you because I’m in love with you. I’ve had sex with others to satisfy a physical and sometimes an emotional need, but I’ve never loved them. I’ve always loved only you.” Alica looked at me lying on the hospital bed, waiting for the plastic surgeon to put my face back together.

		“Think of it like eating because you’re hungry, and maybe there’s a delicious meal at home. But, you’ve had it before, and although it’s your favorite, tonight you want Mexican, so you go out to eat,” Alica paused again, thinking.

		“To extend the analogy, the Mexican food is outstanding, so for a time, you have both. But, you must be careful that the meal at home never finds out. Then the Mexican restaurant closes, so you try…I don’t know, Chinese. Now you have Chinese food on the side and the meal at home you’ve always loved.”

		Alica fell silent and looked at me helplessly—I’d understand, or I wouldn’t. My wife didn’t think there was anything more to say. The decision was mine now.

		I tried to speak around the pressure pack on my face. It wasn’t easy, but I had to get it out. “I love you more than I would have thought possible,” I held up a hand when Alica began to interrupt. “I find it impossible to tell you how much your stories about Mexican and Chinese food have made me hungry.”

		I wasn’t trying to make light of what she’d said or the genuine feeling behind it. But I needed to break the tension before telling her how I felt.

		“I don’t think less of you,” I said. “I’m so happy you’re my wife; I’m bursting.”

		Alica looked confused, and I thought she hadn’t understood because the bandages were muffling my speech. She was beginning to smile when the small room was suddenly full of medical personnel.

		We couldn’t talk for some time, as my face and lips were patched up, but when we were alone again, Alica asked me, “So, where are we, David?”

		“Right where we were before I tried to move the wall with my face. You’ll tell me about your adventures each week and let me know about future…er, opportunities.” Getting these words out was almost too much.

		Alica was smiling again, and I noticed what she was wearing. Following my eyes, my wife looked down at the micro-mini skirt and loose sweater. “If my husband hadn’t been laying on the floor, unconscious and bleeding, I’d have dressed more carefully.”

		“If you mean what you said, some good may come of it,” I said. “Peek under the sheet.”

		Alica lifted the sheet and pulled up my ridiculous hospital gown. Even after taking painkillers, my cock was growing hard, and my wife bent over me to give it a long kiss.

		Then, after telling me to pretend to be asleep, she left the room. The room was overheated and dead quiet except for the beeping of hospital equipment, so I didn’t have to pretend for long.

		I woke without moving to Alica whispering, “Stay quiet, so we don’t wake my husband.”

		Then a male voice hissed, “Show me your cunt like you promised.”

		“You wouldn’t fuck me in front of my husband, would you?” There was a taunting smile in my wife’s voice.

		I opened my eyes just enough to see. They were occupied, and the light was dim enough that I got away with it. At the foot of my bed Alica was standing on her tiptoes kissing an intern dressed in blue hospital scrubs. He was dark-haired with a scruffy-looking beard that was very much in style. His hand was under my wife’s sweater and busy with her left tit.

		I could see Alica’s arm moving, but not what she was doing until she moved the intern to the chair she’d been using earlier. The chair was positioned to face the bed, and once there, she pulled down his tighty-whities and blue scrubs, revealing a good-sized hard-on. Alica admired it for a moment, which I suspected was mostly for my benefit, before licking the sticky-looking head and sucking it into her mouth.

		While Alica knelt in front of his chair and made almost frantic love to his cock with her mouth, I slowly moved my hand until I could finally touch my aching member.

		Not wasting any time, my wife stood to face me as she pulled up her short skirt. He held his erection steady as she lowered herself onto it. Her eyes were focused on me, but her mouth dropped open as I watched another man penetrate my wife’s pussy. I thought it might have been the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. Knowing my wife shielded me from him, I opened my eyes and smiled at her tortured face.

		“You’re so big,” she whispered and stopped moving to get used to his size. “You’re so deep in my cunt.”

		I gave Alica a quick look at my hand, beating my erection, and the sight seemed to inspire her. Supporting herself on his knees and with one breast swinging free outside her loose sweater, Alica ignored the pain and went for the kill.

		“Make me cum, fuck me, doctor,” Alica was a tad louder than she should have been and hard to understand. But her movements were communicating clearly.

		Then, before either of us could cum, the young doctor held her hips so she couldn’t move and exploded deep in my wife’s womb. Though she hadn’t finished, Alica closed her eyes and smiled as his jerking cock pumped his seed inside her.

		When he’d finished, Alica grabbed tissues from the counter and held them to her pussy as she quickly stood, expelling a rapidly softening cock covered in white cum.

		They didn’t look at each other as they cleaned the remnants of one another away. My wife wiped her pussy, and the doctor cleaned his cock after using the sink to moisten more tissues. The awkwardness continued as they quickly kissed, and looking both ways, the intern slipped out of the room.

		Alica took my painfully hard cock in her mouth, and I immediately came, not even trying to be quiet.

		“I guess you liked it,” Alica said, kissing the edge of my mouth very softly with my cum on her lips.

		“How did it happen?” I asked her.

		“He was getting coffee when I went to the cafeteria. I’d noticed him staring like he was picturing me naked, so I asked him if he’d like to see my cunt. You know I don’t like to use that word, but it sure got his attention, and he didn’t hesitate to say ‘yes.’ You saw everything else.”

		“What’s his name?” I asked.

		“Oh, I forgot to ask. Probably Doctor something.”

		Alica was still smiling when my nurse came in to give me my discharge instructions and to wheel me to our car. The nurse stopped just inside the door and looked around as though she were smelling something she recognized.

		“Well, I bet you two want to get home,” she said. “Remember, no kissing or other stuff for a while.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 6—Terrell’s Party, Part Two

		I slept most of the day, waking only when Alica brought me pills for the pain or something soft and easy to eat. We talked and apologized to each other, but the anger was a spent force by then. Too much had happened.

		The next day I woke horny. I mean, seriously, cut-diamonds-with-my-hard-dick, horny. I wanted some, and I wanted it right-fucking now.

		The first fuck was great but hurried. We were hungry for each other, which showed in our lovemaking. The second time was slower and more satisfying.

		“Tell me what happened next with Terrell.” Alica was lying on her back, and I was sitting between her legs with my cock in her pussy. It was an excellent position for a long, slow fuck, and my wife could easily talk and make sense.

		“The guys started by feeling me up, and I pushed myself at them. They’d never had a woman do that before; I guess most had tried to fight them off. Still, they handled me as if I weren’t willing.”

		“I was pushed to my knees and confronted with a thick black cock to suck. I started by licking it eagerly before my head was turned to another hard-on, and the new one was equally hard but longer and not as thick as the first cock.”

		“Honey, I didn’t care which cock was in my mouth by that point. Men surrounded me with hard-ons, and I wanted every one of them. I sucked each cock, and when I couldn’t get one in my mouth, I’d kiss the length of it or suck the guy’s balls. I was in a frenzy.”

		“My frenzy didn’t stop when I was picked up and deposited on my hands and knees on the bed. It only stopped for a moment as the first cock slipped in my pussy.”

		Alica stopped then to check in with me. I was still sitting with her legs over mine and my cock in her pussy. As she talked, she flexed her muscles, and I moved faster, picturing the scene.

		“I loved looking back between my legs to see a guy on his knees fucking me. I didn’t know which guy it was except he was black. Some were longer or shorter than others, and some were thick while others were thin.”

		“I’m not sure when my orgasm started. It felt like I was cumming when the first guy erupted inside me and was then pushed aside by the next guy. The second guy was so eager he didn’t last very long.”

		“There was always a cock in my mouth, usually the guy who had just finished fucking me. I was in such a frenzy I couldn’t begin to imagine what I looked like—an out-of-control white woman satisfying a string of black studs.”

		“This went on for a long time. We took breaks while we each caught our breath and I drank from a water bottle. We changed positions, and as we sat, they fucked me while I was on their laps. Maybe it was the drug I’d snorted, but I could not get enough black cock.”

		Alica had mounted me and wasn’t so much fucking me anymore. With my cock inside her pussy, she rubbed as fast and hard as she could against my body. I was convinced she was reliving the experience.

		“I begged them to fuck me, honey. When they were too tired to continue and had collapsed in chairs, I went from one to the other, pleading with them for one more fuck.”

		“Then Jerome came in without knocking, and he must have been seven feet tall. I swear, he had to duck his head to get through the doorway. Then the guys started with things like: “Fuck this crazy bitch, will you, Jerome. She fucking wore us out, and so he fucked me.”

		“His pants were belted so low they shouldn’t have stayed up. He wasn’t wearing underwear when he dropped his jeans, and soon I saw what had stopped them from sliding off. His cock was too big and heavy to stand, and I couldn’t take my eyes off it. I knew it wouldn’t fit, but I wanted to try.”

		Alica moved so fast against my body I could feel the heat, either from her pussy, or maybe from friction building up. When she wasn’t talking to me, she was moaning.

		“I stood with my feet on either side of him and tried to work that huge cock into my pussy. I took a lot of him, honey. You’d have been proud of me, but I couldn’t take all of it. Still, I felt him touching me deep inside.”

		Alica opened her eyes and stared into mine. “Don’t hate me, David. Please don’t hate…” Her last word was lost in a loud howl as she came. I held her hips as she bucked against me, screaming her orgasm.

		A few minutes later, our neighbor Eric banged on the door. “Is everyone okay? We heard an awful scream.”

		I opened the door wearing only my underwear and told him we were okay. Eric, wearing a sweatshirt without the sleeves to show off his muscles and tats, was still peeking inside as if he wasn’t sure he believed me when Alica, who hadn’t heard the pounding, walked out without clothes. They stared at each other for a moment, then Alica, acting as if he’d never seen her naked, darted back into the bedroom.

		“Well, I guess everybody’s okay then,” Eric said with a nasty grin.

		“Hey, Eric,” I said. “Come over and have a beer sometime when you don’t hear my wife screaming.”

		He just waved at me without turning around.

		“I had no idea he was out there,” Alica said. “Was I really that loud?”

		“You broke some windows,” I told her. “But, it gave me an idea. If you want to fuck Eric again, I’d like to watch.”

		“Do all husbands want to watch other guys fuck their wives?” She asked me.

		“I think they do. So how about it?”

		

	
		

		Chapter 7—The Hotel

		We spent the next several days thinking of all the different ways I could watch my wife break her wedding vows. We discussed the wedding vow issue on the day we looked at our semi-remodeled basement.

		“Is a woman breaking her vows if her husband wants her to cheat?” I asked.

		“Is it cheating if you want me to have sex with another man, and does it matter if you happen to be watching?” Alica asked.

		“The traditional answer to the first question is ‘yes,’” I said.

		“But cheating implies that you don’t know, or if you know, you don’t approve,” Alica said, her voice muffled by cardboard boxes stacked in the depths of the basement storeroom. “You know, this room could work.”

		I joined her at the storeroom door as she said, “If we cleared a path, and you were in stocking feet, you could hide here and only come out at the right time.”

		“What you’re saying to me is: you won’t be cheating because I not only know you’re going to fuck Eric, but I approve?” I asked. “Does it matter that I’m helping you set things up?”

		“Am I right? You want me to fuck our neighbor, and you not only approve, but you want to watch,” Alica said, moving some boxes to clear a walkway. “Since we’re partners in my infidelity, it’s not technically cheating.”

		Alica stopped for a moment to look things over before continuing. “Maybe it is cheating, in which case we’re both guilty, so it kind of washes out.”

		I’d taken off my shoes and was testing the stairs for noise. “You could stay upstairs,” I said. “These stairs are very quiet.”

		“What’s our plan?” Alica said.

		“I don’t believe you’re cheating on me, and that’s what counts,” I answered, knowing it wasn’t her question.

		Alica put her fists on her hips and gave me a pretend glare. “I meant our plan for watching me not cheat.”

		“Oh, that plan. I’ll hide down here, and you can either bring Eric downstairs or use the master bedroom upstairs,” I said. “You can signal me because the light switch is on the wall outside the basement door.”

		“One if by land, two if by sea?” she smiled.

		“How about one on-and-off for the bedroom and two for the basement?” I suggested. “I’ll leave the small light on by the washing machine so you can shut everything off if you need to.”

		“When will you come up or out, whatever the case may be,” she asked.

		“Ten minutes?” I suggested, and Alica nodded her head.

		We cleaned the walkway and then went to work on the finished basement room. There was already a television and a fully stocked bar. We only needed to put ice in the small refrigerator freezer, vacuum after getting the dust off, and put clean sheets on the hide-a-bed.

		Since we wanted one more adventure before using the basement, we checked into a hotel, a favorite of single men visiting the huge nearby business park. We ordered room service and slept for an hour on the king-size bed.

		Alica didn’t spend a long time getting ready, and before we went to the bar, we talked about what we would do.

		“Are we doing this for real?” Alica asked as she used the bathroom mirror to put the finishing touches on her makeup.

		“That’s your call, babe,” I answered. “If you see someone you like, the answer is ‘yes.’

		“So, we’re doing this for real. It’s a good thing I brought condoms. How are we going to work it?”

		“You have three options. The first and most appealing option is to tell the guy your husband wants to watch and bring him up here.”

		“The second option is he balks at me watching, so I wait in the bar for you to call.”

		“The third option is to go with him to his room, and I will wait for you here in our room. For options two and three, you tell me every detail.”

		“I have a fourth option,” Alica said. “If you aren’t allowed to watch, I’ll call it off, and he can fuck his hand tonight.”

		“I like it. Another option is to call me and leave your phone on so I can listen.”

		“These all sound like typical hotwife adventures,” Alica said, packing her small clutch with a string of condoms I hadn’t seen before.

		“Do you have extra-large in there?” I asked, aware that she knew what a ‘hotwife’ was.

		My wife smiled at me, “A few.”

		My cock had inched down the inside of my pant leg as Alica got closer to leaving the room. “I’m ready,” I told her.

		“I’m excited; my heart is pounding,” Alica confessed. “But, also horny. This whole thing is giving me a wide-on.”

		“Is that like a hard-on for women?”

		“Yes. Yes, it is,” she was emphatic.

		A few minutes later, Alica left for the bar, and I sat alone on the bed. We’d already locked up everything personal in the safe provided by the hotel, but I took one look around before stroking my cock, wondering what the night would bring.

		My wife had been gone for about forty-five minutes when I received a message on my phone

		

		You better get down here.

		

		The bar was packed, and I shouldered through the crowd of loud men with drinks in their hands. I managed to make it to the bar and order a drink. After that, I casually surveyed the crowd, hoping to spot Alica.

		We saw each other at the same time. My wife sat uncomfortably pressed against the wall of a booth with three men. I leaned against the end of the bar by the waitress station, where I could see her.

		I pegged the guy sitting next to her, his bulk pressing her into the wall, as not her type. He was trying to monopolize her by talking, but Alica seemed not to notice him. Instead, she focused on the man sitting opposite her.

		They were smiling at each other, and based only on their smiles, I thought something might have been happening under the table. Dropping down to retie a shoelace gave me the picture. My saucy wife had kicked off one shoe and was resting her foot against the man’s crotch and using her toes to masturbate him.

		I stood and kneeled again to retie the other shoe. The man across from her had his leg extended with his foot pushing up Alica’s short skirt. My wife’s hand was on his stockinged toes, and a smile was on her face when the fat man beside her made a big mistake.

		Noticing that my wife was smiling at the younger man across the table, he uttered what I took as a sharp rebuke. I guessed it was something like, “Do you mind, kid? We’re talking here, so go away.”

		The booth went still, and I moved closer as Alica glared at the bastard. Then, without warning, she tossed her drink in his face. He howled in protest as the booth emptied, and when he cocked his fist I assumed he would be swinging for my wife. I grabbed his elbow to stop him. When he turned on me he was wet, bellowing, and enranged as his other arm was now held by my wife, I hit him as hard as I could, and blood flew from his nose.

		Alica pushed herself under and out from the table. Then taking mine and the hand of her footsie partner, she pulled us through the gathering crowd and out the door. All the attention was on the sputtering fool in the booth as we escaped.

		Finally, out of breath and laughing, Alica turned to her new friend. “Alan, I’d like you to meet my husband. David, this is Alan, and he’s going to fuck me tonight.”

		I stuck out my hand, and when Alan took it I winced, noticing for the first time that my knuckles were skinned from the fat man’s face. “It’s nice to meet you, Alan. I hope you don’t mind an audience.”

		Alan turned to my wife, looking confused but somehow pleased. “Are you two serious?”

		Rather than answer, Alica stood on her tiptoes, her shoes still under the booth in the bar, and kissed him. I watched, pleased somehow, and pushed the elevator ‘up’ button.

		“He’s my boss, you know,” Alan said as I made him a drink in our room. It seemed funny to the three of us. I’d punched his boss so he could fuck my wife.

		“You can honestly tell him it was the lady's husband that threw the punch, and you felt you had to get out of there,” I said.

		“Tell me what we’re doing?” he asked, more interested in my wife than his boss.

		I went around the room, turning down the lights and turning on the hotel-provided radio to a music station I’d pre-selected. “I’m going to take care of my hand in the bathroom,” I announced. “Alica can take it from here, but I’ll be close by.”

		We smiled at each other as I disappeared into the bath. Fortunately, we had a few rudimentary medical supplies, and I took my time with them. When I heard moans from the other room, I took off my shoes, turned off the bathroom light, and crept in to watch. Directly across from the bathroom were the closet’s sliding mirrored doors, giving me a clear view of the bed.

		Even with the lights dimmed, I could make out Alica on top of Alan’s hips, sliding her pussy against him as fast and hard as she could. Alan was trying to hang on to my wife, probably to keep from cumming too soon, but he wasn’t having much luck.

		I took off my pants, freed my hard-on, and walked into the room to watch him launch my wife toward the ceiling when he came. Instead, Alica beckoned me close and put my cock in her mouth.

		We had talked about taking the opportunity to fulfill one of Alica’s fantasies of simultaneously having two men inside of her. To make this happen, I stroked my wife’s asshole. When she slapped my hand away, I realized two men simultaneously meant something different to my wife.

		Alica had to slow down as she worked on my cock in her mouth, and Alan seemed to appreciate the change of pace. My wife used a finger to stroke her clitoris rapidly.

		We took turns fucking Alica, and since we had nearly identical-looking, average-sized cocks, my wife kept cumming until we eventually fell asleep. I woke with morning wood, but my wife was lying facing me, already fucking Alan behind her.

		We kissed and declared our love for each other as Alica stroked my cock and Alan fucked her from the rear. After he came and went to shower, my wife and I scrambled into the sixty-nine position. We were a little gamey after the long night, but I concentrated on my wife’s clitoris until she came for the final time.

		Our phone rang a few minutes after Alan left, and Alica answered it as I studied the breakfast room service menu. She was laughing as she put the phone down.

		“That was Alan, and you’ll never guess who he ran into on his way back to his room,” she began.

		“His boss,” I guessed.

		“Right, he ran into his boss, who now has a large piece of aluminum over his nose held by white tape. He only said to Alan, ‘Do you know where the guy is that sucker punched me?”

		“Oops,” I said.

		“Alan suggested we wait until 11:00 to check out because his boss will be giving a presentation then. Also, it might be best if we avoid the front door.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 8—Eric

		“Eric is a selfish lover,” Alica told me when we had everything set up for me to watch. My insane drive to see my wife fucked by another man had only grown more intense after watching her with Alan in the hotel.

		“He doesn’t care if the woman enjoys it, and he’ll do whatever he wants depending on his mood.”

		“Give me a for-instance,” I said.

		“Let’s say Eric is in the mood for BDSM and wants to tie my arms behind me and tie my legs spread while he fucks my asshole. That’s what he’ll do, and when he’s finished, he’ll leave.”

		“What about making you cum?” I asked, and Alica looked away from me in shame.

		“He didn’t care that I came.”

		Alarm bells rang. I’d noticed marks on my wife before. “Those were clues, weren’t they, Alica?”

		“Yes.”

		“You came when he tied you up and fucked you in the ass?”

		“Yes.”

		“How did you get loose?”

		“Two other guys came over, fucked me, and cut me loose.”

		“Considerate,” I said.

		“Yeah, real sweethearts,” but Alica had turned away again.

		“What?”

		“What?” Alica said back to me.

		“Tell me the rest of it. Remember, no secrets,” I reminded her.

		Alica’s face grew pink, and she looked at the ground by her feet before moving her right shoe as if grinding out a cigarette.

		“They made me cum, too,” she said, sounding defiant.

		“Both of them?” I had to know.

		“Yes,” my wife was looking down again. “David…,” and she paused for a long minute. “Being helpless did something to me. It freed me as though I was no longer responsible for what happened.”

		Another long pause while I watched her, and Alica studied her shoes again as if trying to decide if she should get the same style again. “I let Eric tie me up after that, and he always shared me with his guys. I knew what I was getting into every time I went over, and I only stopped it when he wanted to tattoo me.”

		“What would the tattoo have been?”

		“I’m not sure, but the last couple of times… Oh, shit, David. This is so hard to say. Why don’t you just divorce me? I think that would be easier,” Alica’s face was red with anger and pain.

		“I wouldn’t divorce you because I love you. Isn’t it obvious?” I asked. “Tell me about the tattoo.”

		Alica took another deep breath and blurted it out. “The last few times, he gave the guys magic marker things, and they wrote on my body, and he was going to have some of what they wrote tattooed on me.”

		“What did they write?” I asked.

		“That I was a slut, a whore, and only good for … for fucking,” Alica covered her face. “I’m so ashamed I let it happen. I had a terrible time hiding them from you even though he’d bought the wrong kind.” I must have looked puzzled. “Instead of permanent ink, he’d picked up the kind used on whiteboards, so they washed off more easily.”

		Alica’s face and chest were still a bright scarlet, and she leaned back in the chair to cross her legs. My wife was looking away, but I saw her tighten the muscles in her thighs.

		“I’m getting the correct kind of marker,” I said.

		Alica sat bolt upright. “Why?”

		“Because you liked it,” I guessed. “Those guys writing on you was a turn-on, and you wanted tattoos.”

		Alica covered her face again and spoke to me through her fingers. “You think I’m a whore.”

		“Don’t be silly; I’d have been glad to pay, but you never took any money,” I said with a smile. Then I appeared to be thinking for a minute before adding in mock seriousness. “Did you?”

		Alica came at me as though ready to fight before stopping just short and wrapping me in a hug. “I never took cash, so I think I’m merely a ranked amateur.”

		After that, we got serious and agreed Alica would invite Eric over the following week with a more complex plan. I would get up as usual, follow my morning routine, and appear to drive away as though I were going to work. Alica excused herself and came back excited, nervous, and horny.

		I was still eating breakfast when she returned with a duffle bag to unpack on the table in front of me. “These were left over from the last time I was with Eric,” she explained. In addition to soft rope and police handcuffs, there were two sizes of butt plugs, a bag of snap-on clothespins, a nine-tailed whip, and a ball gag.

		“We might need this,” I said, dropping a black felt-tipped marker on the pile.

		As I sorted through the haul, Alica took the handcuffs and a small vibrator from the bag. After changing the battery in the vibrator, she opened her robe, held the buzzing bullet against the right side of her clitoris while still standing, and sighed.

		“Oh, my God. I’d forgotten how good this feels. But now I’m terrified. What if I like it too much?”

		“You’re also excited and ready,” I said around a mouthful of cornflakes. “Come here for a second.”

		I ran my hands over her bare hips and pulled her closer. My wife’s pussy looked misty, and I was soon lost in her fabulous salty taste. The vibrator had made Alica’s clitoris a hard, throbbing nub. She may have been scared, but she was also very turned on. As soon as my tongue touched her clitoris, Alica groaned, and I sat back to smile up at her.

		“What should my limits be?” She asked, sounding as though she were out of breath.

		“You can give him limits?” I obviously didn’t know how this worked.

		“Sometimes I can, but he doesn’t like it, and he’ll make me pay by doing something he knows I won’t like.”

		We’d talked this out, and our solution was nothing fancy or more complicated than just calling him over. Knowing Eric was never up this early, I pulled the car to the street, making plenty of noise, and left it idling quietly in park out of sight of his bedroom window. After five minutes, I quietly eased the car back into our garage.

		The noises I made sounded like a typical Monday morning—if Eric had even heard them. When I walked back into our home, Alica had the telephone on speaker and was dialing Eric’s number.

		

		[Alica] Hi Eric, do you know who this is?

		

		[Eric] You woke me up to ask me that?

		

		[Alica] Did you wake up with a nice morning hard-on?

		

		[Eric-coughing] Yeah, a nice big one. Why? Do you want to play with it?

		

		[Alica] David just went to work, and I thought you might like to come over.

		

		[Eric] You come over here.

		

		[Alica] Your guys are there, and I just want to see you.

		

		[Eric – laughing] Not in the mood for a gangbang?

		

		[Alica} Please come over here.

		

		[Eric] Put a clothespin on your clitty, and get in bed. I’ll be over as soon as I take a leak.

		

		Alica was breathing hard when she lay down on the bed and, without looking at me, carefully snapped one of the clothespins on her pussy. I watched for a few minutes as she used the vibrator on the pin and moved her hips in small circles before I made my way to the basement.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9—Leon

		I took my shoes off while waiting behind stacked boxes in the basement storeroom. My hands were trembling so badly that everything seemed to take much longer than it should have. From the top of the stairs I heard Alica moaning for real and the hum of her vibrator. My erection kept getting in my way.

		I was finally ready when Eric came in the back door from the yard. I tracked his steps as he moved through the kitchen and down the hallway to our bedroom. Then nothing happened as he stood in the doorway watching silently before moving inside.

		“Eric sent me over to prepare you for him,” said a much deeper voice I didn’t recognize.

		“Leon,” Alica was so faint I wasn’t sure I heard her right.

		“It’s been a long time, Alica. Too long, if you ask me. No, don’t stop what you’re doing.”

		“But, I might cum.”

		“Did you miss me, Alica?”

		“Of course I missed you. Where did you go?” Alica’s voice was shaking, and I could have sworn that the sound made by the vibrator on the wood clothespin was getting louder.

		“I was sent to prison and haven’t been with a woman—hell, I haven’t had sex with anything but my fist since the last time we were together. Do you know how many times I’ve dreamt of this?”

		“Oh … oh … ah.” My Alica had her first orgasm of the day, and I could only listen.

		I pushed myself up from behind my boxes and wondered if I should make my presence known. This was not how we’d planned things, but hearing my wife cum in front of a man I didn’t know had revived my erection. I was certain Leon, whoever he was, was just as hard.

		“Are you going to fuck me now?” Alica asked. “Or are you going to tie me up for Eric?”

		“I might do both. What do you want, Alica?”

		“I’ve missed you, Leon.”

		“Is that why you’ve become such a slut?”

		“Please, don’t be mean to me.”

		“Eric told me you’re married now,” Leon said, changing the subject. “Does your husband know about me?”

		“No.”

		“Where’s he hiding, Alica? I want to meet him, and if you want, he can watch me fuck you.”

		I wasn’t sure I wanted to meet Leon, although I had mixed feelings about watching him fuck my wife. Part of me wanted him to leave, but my hard-on wanted him to stay. Then Alica settled it for me.

		“David, baby. Please come up here.”

		I slipped my shoes on without tying them and made my way up the stairs. Our plans were out the window, and my heart was in my throat.

		Inside our bedroom Alica had removed the clothespin while she played with her pussy. Her legs spread; she was gathering honey from her vagina and rubbing it on her clitoris. Watching her was a human giant who turned to look at me when I came in.

		“It’s nice to meet you, David. You probably heard your wife call me Leon.”

		He towered over me, and when we shook, my hand was lost inside his. The thoughts that go through one's mind at such a time are strange. Such as, 'How can he dial his phone when each finger must cover two or three digits?’ Thankfully he didn’t squeeze.

		Turning to Alica, he asked. “You haven’t told me what you want.”

		My wife looked first at me. “I was engaged to Leon once, but it was long before I met you.”

		She must have seen my surprise. I didn’t know what to say or do, so I just looked from one to the other, trying to imagine it.

		“I love you, David. Leon’s in my past, and you're my husband. I’ll never leave you.”

		“But I’m guessing you want my permission to spend one more day with Leon. I’ll give it if I can stay here in the room with you.”

		My wife held out her hand to Leon, and he stripped before getting in bed with her. I was relieved that his cock did not match his immense size. Flacid, it looked like any other cock, not at all impressive.

		I sat in the chair to watch, and Leon came over and politely asked me to take off my pants and put my hands behind my back so he could handcuff me. I didn’t like the idea, but I could imagine Leon breaking me in half if I refused, so I did as I was told.

		This time when Leon got in bed with my wife, she crawled onto his giant body and kissed him. Feelings of jealousy and betrayal, which had not been present before, landed like a dropped brick in my stomach. I’d changed my mind and didn’t want to witness my wife’s infidelity. Somehow kissing another man the way Alica was kissing Leon was more disloyal than fucking him. My wife still had real feelings for this man, and I was helpless. I couldn’t even get up to leave the room.

		I gasped aloud and tried not to watch but couldn’t turn my head away. I hated what I was seeing, and yet I had to watch.

		What I’d thought was a common-looking penis began to grow and stretch and thicken, and it wouldn’t stop expanding for some time.

		“I’ve missed you so much, Leon.”

		I stared at my cock as it betrayed me, too. The difference was that Leon's prick was still growing, but mine was as stiff and standing as tall as it ever would. The larger Leon’s cock grew, the more passionate the couple became. They were only warming up, and I heard groaning as their kissing became more frantic.

		Alica drew her head back to study Leon’s face with half-closed, sleepy-looking eyes before she attacked his lips again. Then her small hand found his cock, and they moaned in unison before my wife’s head dropped to his lap.

		Animal noises escaped her throat as she kissed the length of him on both sides, stopping only to suck the massive head into her widely stretched mouth. Then holding him steady, she licked the sensitive nerves under the immense mushroom-shaped head.

		“Don’t make me cum; I want to save it all for your cunt.”

		I thought Leon had fucked up; excuse the expression. Alica hated the word ‘cunt,’ saying it was only appropriate for describing certain kinds of women. Her reaction was to work on his cock with even more passion and move her focus to his balls.

		She rubbed her face on them, just as I’d rubbed my face between her breasts. Groaning, she sucked a ball into her mouth while using the fingers of one hand to spread her pussy wide and all five fingers of the other hand to vigorously rub the pink flesh she’d exposed.

		“I want you, Leon. I want you to force your big cock into my little cunt and fuck me like the whore I am for you.”

		This statement rocked me. Even with my cock throbbing, I couldn’t absorb what I was hearing. These were words my wife would not say, but then, maybe she was no longer my wife. Maybe I’d never had her, and she’d been Leon’s all along?

		I bent forward until the handcuffs pulled at my arms, then I pulled some more. I was going to be sick; I was going to throw up the brick in my stomach, or maybe I would throw up the pieces of my heart.

		As someone moved, I heard the bed creak, and the bedspread was thrown over my head.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10—Lost

		I was defeated. Through the bedspread I could only see shadows. The bed was a large dark shadow at the bottom of my vision, with a smaller silhouette on top. Another, which appeared to be Leon’s buttocks, thrust against the smaller silhouette, forcing it down until it blended with the bed.

		I could hear everything, and perhaps worse of all, the bedspread over my head smelled like my wife’s aroused pussy, and I savored it since I was convinced I’d never have another opportunity.

		Alica screamed in pain when Leon shoved his cock inside her, but it was what she wanted. “Please, Leon, stretch me and make it hurt.”

		At the realization that just a moment ago she’d been my wife—but now, as I distanced myself from her, my wife became the woman on the bed, and I began crying again.

		“Oh, Leon. I’ve missed your loving,” the woman on the bed moaned.

		“Your cunt’s still tight,” Leon grunted. There it was, the word again. Alica hated that word, but the woman on the bed seemed inspired by it, and my hard-on jerked, ready to cum.

		“I think your husband’s going to cum,” Leon said. For a confusing instant I thought he was talking about himself in the third person. Then the shadows moved, and the smaller one was on top. Using her feet and hands to pull up on the giant’s cock until she dropped down, taking all of him with a grunt, just when I thought she’d pulled out too far and the fun was over.

		I tried to think of other things, like planning for a future without my wife. Except my planning was constantly interrupted by the pair on the bed or memories of the wonderful times Alica and I had had together.

		They stopped without cumming, and the woman slipped off the man, even though his mighty erection still pointed straight up. The female shade seemed to be lying against him, on the side away from me. Her hand was moving, caressing his body as she whispered to him. Her voice was too low for me to understand the words, but I knew their meaning.

		As hard as I’d tried to disassociate myself, she was still my wife, and I couldn’t hold back. “Goddamn it,” was met by silence, then a stifled laugh from the bed.

		“Everything’s okay, David. Just a little longer.”

		“Maybe a day or two. You don’t mind, do you, David?” Leon asked, and Alica giggled.

		“Please take this thing off my head,” I said with as much dignity as I could muster.

		A few moments later the bedspread was gently removed, and I looked into Alica’s eyes from inches away. “Leon has to go in a few hours, and I will probably never see him again, so let’s get a few things straight, okay?”

		I tried to make my face blank, but Alica just smiled and said, “Leon and I were engaged, and when he was sent away, it broke my heart.”

		Alica sat on the edge of the bed to talk. My eye caught on the clear evidence of her excitement leaking from her pussy and down the side of the spread. The bed jumped under Alica when Leon got up to walk into the bathroom. His huge cock had shrunk to about half its fully aroused size. A minute later, we were treated to the sound of a cascade of piss hitting water.

		Alica got up to close the bathroom door before returning to the edge of the bed. “I was very much in love with him, David, and love doesn’t just die. Please tell me you understand.”

		“Yes, now why are you keeping me here?”

		Alica’s head snapped back as though I’d slapped her. “You’re my husband, David. I’m your wife, and I love you; nothing about ‘us’ has changed.”

		A few minutes passed as we merely looked at each other. Then Alica’s eyes widen in realization. “You thought you’d lost me. That’s it, isn’t it?”

		My mouth opened to answer her, but nothing came out.

		“For the next few hours I’m going to fuck Leon as though no time has passed. You can watch, I’ll even free your hands so you can whack off, or you can leave and come back later. But, when Leon leaves here to surrender to the police, nothing will be left for us but this memory. Please tell me you understand.”

		The door to the bathroom opened, and Leon came out, ducking his head to avoid the doorframe. His erection had returned.

		“I guess I understand,” I said, smiling at my wife. “If Leon doesn’t mind, I’d like to stay.”

		While still returning my smile, Alica said, “Leon, baby. Would you fuck me from behind?”

		“Would you blow me?” I asked hopefully.

		“It would be my pleasure.” Alica’s tongue stimulated my cock in all the right places. Her mouth felt wonderful, and Alica was holding my hand a few minutes later, her face inches from mine. I watched my wife’s body stiffen, and the cords in her neck stood out when Leon spread the cheeks of her ass from the rear so he could stab her pussy with the might of his fully erect cock.

		I was treated to Alica repeating, “Oh my God,” as Leon knelt and held her hips off the bed so he could fuck my wife like an enraged animal. Later, after they rested again, he fucked her so I could see his huge cock spreading her pussy to the breaking point, pulling her clinging labia out further than I ever thought they could stretch.

		One orgasm was followed by another until my wife was incapable of cumming again. In the end, Leon bellowed his climax, but I was distracted by the smile of satisfaction on Alica’s face, and only saw some of his large balls pumping his cum rhythmically deep inside her.

		“This is why,” Alica panted as she stroked her distended pussy and Leon’s now empty balls. “I was looking for a man to take me and spread me until I ached.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 11—My Hotwife

		Alica slipped out of her sheer white blouse, the one I’d bought her in a fit of extravagance while I was on a business trip to Paris. Her bra was a ridiculously expensive purple-colored garment from the same shop and made to show through the blouse, as only a Parisian designer could have done.

		“I won’t be home until late,” Alica said, kissing me goodbye. “I might not even make it home until tomorrow.”

		“Tell me all about it in the morning,” I said, adding. “And please say ‘hello’ to my boss for me.”

		

		

		

		Other Hotwife Books by Thomas Roberts

		

		The Cult Leader’s Hotwife

		Book One of “The Bull’s Harem”

		

		The Companion is a mysterious, charismatic cult leader who attracts married women by the score. Crack reporter Jolene needs to join his cult in order to get an award-winning exposé, but there's a risk! What if The Companion seduces her and destroys her unconventional marriage? Will doting Edgar be able to win her back?

		

		My Hotwife’s Hired Bull

		Book Two of “The Bull’s Harem”

		

		The Companion has his pick of women; his cult exists to find married women eager to give themselves to him. When they do, he leaves their men in poverty, living in one of the tiny cabins on his ranch…wondering how he makes their wives so eager to submit to him. It worked on Jolene and Edgar. But will it work on Scarlett and David?

		

		The Virtuous Hotwife

		Book Three of “The Bull’s Harem”

		

		Beautiful, innocent Elizabeth prays for guidance when she discovers her husband dreams of watching her with another man. He’s been overseas for years and she understands her duty is to do anything to please her man, but The Companion has plans to take her and make her his next wife. He’s picked the wrong couple when Elizabeth’s husband discovers the cult's mob connection!

		

		Awakening The Horny Bride

		

		Bridget is sexy, lusty...and poor. She jumps at the chance to marry a billionaire's son, but there's a catch: She has to provide him with an heir, which means being faithful to her new husband. Temptation and someone irresistible seem to be stalking her. Can the horny hotwife leave her exciting no-holds-barred lifestyle behind?
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