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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.

		

		Please, leave a brief review and a rating. Like all writers, I value what you think of my books above all else.
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		Chapter 1

		

		Now it is done. The story has ended, and there seems to be no way to tell it. Reality has strangled fiction. Only the utterly impossible can ever be plausible again.

		My wife was smart, sophisticated, and beautiful with high cheek bones and dark hair. She was tall, with a swan neck and long legs. Isabella was also loyal, church going, and the mother of our children.

		We hadn’t had a real date together in years, maybe because babysitters were at such a premium, maybe because we worked too much. Now that the kids were old enough to take care themselves, we hoped, we needed adult time. We needed to go out together to a restaurant that did not have a children’s menu.

		“We should take a real vacation,” Isabella said, a dreamy look in her eye. “Maybe we could go somewhere tropical, I love the smell of sunscreen in the morning.”

		My wife was riffing off a Marlon Brando movie, although the line had been delivered by a shirtless Robert Duvall. I wasn’t surprised my wife remembered it. For someone who claimed to be above what she described as “popular culture,” she knew a lot about it.

		The light in the restaurant was provided by the tiny candles placed in the center of each table, and the even smaller flashlights each diner was given to read the menus. Other than those small points of light, the restaurant was in near total darkness.

		The lights of the city looked spectacular through the floor to ceiling windows. “We wouldn’t have a view like this if it weren’t so dark in here,” I commented to Isabella’s agreement. Her brown eyes shone with excitement. We were having an adult date.

		The maître d' led us to our table using a slightly larger flashlight. He suggested we wait until our eyes had adjusted to the near darkness before leaving our table.

		Isabella was leaning forward, her brown eyes sparkling in the light of the candle. “Maybe, for our vacation, we could go to one of those clothing optional resorts and you could get an all-over tan,” I teased.

		“Maybe,” she said, smiling. “Maybe we could go to one of those anything-goes resorts.”

		I knew she wasn’t serious. My wife was an outrageous flirt and open to just about any idea I had for us in the bedroom. She’d even invented some things for us to do that had no name.

		Since the girls had been born our bedroom activities had leveled off to, what I’d been told, was the new parent norm. When we weren’t too tired, and there was a good chance we wouldn’t be interrupted…

		Isabella was still an outrageous flirt. She made friends easily, when she had the opportunity, and she flirted equally with men and some women. No one took her seriously. She was fun, and hard to offend.

		But, no one could say they really knew her either, not even me. My wife had a mysterious demeanor, as if she were hiding something about herself, nobody could be allowed to know the real Isabella. They could only know that part of herself she was willing to reveal.

		“What are you thinking?” I asked her. “Is it something dirty? Are you thinking about going to one of those ‘anything goes’ resorts? You’d have men standing in line for you.”

		“What makes you think I don’t have men standing in line for me, now?” Isabella asked. I couldn’t tell if she was joking. Was there a line now? The thought gave me an unexpected jolt in my genitals.

		Isabella looked at me with a funny expression on her face. “You liked that, didn’t you?” She leaned close and put her fingers on my growing erection. “You’re getting hard, it turns you on that other men want to fuck your wife, doesn’t it?”

		“It especially turns me on that other men want to take turns fucking my wife,” I answered. My cock jerked in my wife’s hand. “It’s so dark in here a guy could slide under the table and do things to his date, and nobody would know,” I said, to cover the jolt she’d given me.

		“What sort of things might he do to her?” my wife was leaning into me.

		“He could go down on her,” I said.

		“The tablecloths are long, so that would help,” she observed.

		“He could push her dress up and slide her panties down, nobody would see,” I said.

		“What if she moaned?” Isabella asked.

		“There’s a lot of noise, they might not hear her, let’s find out,” I prepared to slide under the table.

		“Isabella!” How the hell had Brad seen us? “and Tony.”

		Brad was tall and blonde, a born athlete, and Isabella’s work ‘husband.’ My wife spent more time with Brad than she did with me. There had even been rumors of an affair. The rumors had become so public, Isabella had mentioned them to me so I’d be prepared.

		“You’re probably going to hear rumblings of an affair between Brad and myself,” she told me nonchalantly before one of her company’s parties. “Apparently we’ve been seen together too much, and now people are starting to talk.”

		“Don’t you work together, aren’t you supposed to talk to each other?” I asked.

		“Yea,” she said from the bathroom. “But you know how people are.”

		“Did this all start because I didn’t go to the last party?” I asked.

		Isabella just smiled at me. “Who knows?”

		Brad was in sales and Isabella was one of the team of people who supported him. Isabella’s annual bonus was nothing to sneeze at, usually in the mid-five figures. Brad, on the other hand, usually made an annual bonus in the high-six figure range. Brad was doing okay.

		“Join us, you can have your after-dinner drinks while we talk,” before I could object, Isabella was being helped from her chair. We had to join the man, if invited. He was the reason we could afford our lifestyle.

		Before we followed Brad, my wife turned to whisper, “I’m not wearing panties. You should have been quicker to get under the table.”

		I was grateful the darkness hid the bulge in my pants.

		Brad and Nancy had been seated at a booth barely large enough for two, not to mention four. Isabella slid in next to Brad and I sat next to Nancy. I couldn’t see my wife in the darkness but I could hear the laughter and open flirting she was exchanging with her ‘other’ husband.

		Nancy, on the other hand, was shockingly dull. Her efforts at conversation were mostly about the activities of her friends. I tuned out after only a few minutes. Occasionally, I’d say ‘yes’ or ‘no, really,’ as the situation required.

		We were squeezed so tightly together my leg and hip were pressed firmly against Nancy’s. While not listening to her I fixated on the fact that Brad and Isabella were sitting the same way, and my wife was wearing only a short skirt, without underwear.

		“No, Brad,” Isabella squealed, “don’t do that in public.”

		I couldn’t tell what Brad shouldn’t do, but my cock throbbed anyway.

		“Brad gets naughty sometimes,” Nancy said, her leg pressing even more firmly into mine. “So do I. Do you and Isabella get dirty?”

		Nancy didn’t seem to fit with her tall, athletic husband. She was shorter and anorexically thin without visible breasts. Her mousy brown hair could not compare with Isabella’s dark chestnut mane, but my opinion had always been that Nancy was horribly oversexed. Her only other attribute seemed to be thick glasses, and equally thick exotic lips. Maybe she gave good head.

		“How does Brad get naughty in a dark restaurant?” I asked.

		“He likes to play with my pussy in the dark,” Nancy told me, as if it were nothing to tell a stranger about her husband playing with her sex in a public establishment.

		“Oh,” was all I could get out. I had one elbow on the table, trying to see what Brad was up to.

		“One time he made me climax so loudly the waiter asked if there was a problem. I’d love to do that again.” Nancy was pushing her straw in and out of her mouth, as if she were giving it head. “My husband has the hots for your wife you know.”

		She’d caught me by surprise, I didn’t know what to say. Nancy was just one of those people who had no social filter, whatever she happened to be thinking at the moment came out her mouth.

		“He really wants to fuck Isabella, I’m sure he hasn’t fucked her already,” Nancy said too quietly for anyone else to hear. She sounded sure of herself.

		“We’re going to look at the lobster tank,” Isabella told us as she and Brad slid out of the booth.

		“They’re not going to look at lobsters,” Nancy said, squeezing my cock through my dress pants. “Give them a minute and go look.”

		I wasn’t sure how I’d do that, the place was in complete darkness except for the occasional flash of the tiny menu reading lights.

		“Are you hard for me or your wife?” Nancy asked. “Not that I care, let me blow you.”

		Nancy had turned sideways and was trying to get my belt undone. “I’m going to follow them,” I said.

		“Shit, okay if you must,” Nancy sounded breathless. “Turn right, then right again when you get to the wine racks and turn off your light.” Nancy’s hand left my crotch and I heard the rustle of her dress. “I’ll be here playing with myself in the dark. Hurry back.”

		I resisted the temptation to shine my tiny light on her lap. Instead turning right out of the booth. I took a moment to memorize its location so I could find my way back.

		I turned my light off at the wine racks and turned right. A short distance away I could see Isabella and Brad illuminated by the light from the lobster tank.

		They weren’t looking at the lobsters. Brad had my wife cornered next to the fish tank, his arms around her, they were locked in a passionate kiss. Brad was trying to get his hand under Isabella’s dress, but she pushed it away. “Not here, Brad. Please.”

		“Let me have a quick feel of your pussy, come on, you’ve been teasing me for months,” Brad said. “I know you want me to do it.”

		“It wouldn’t be a quick feel, you’d want more. Please, Brad,” Isabella moved both hands to his face and kissed him, hard.

		Brad took advantage and pushed my wife’s short dress up. He rubbed her ass, and her soft perfect thighs. “Give me something, Isabella. Please.”

		My wife spread her legs just enough for him to touch her pussy. She moaned as his fingers stroked her folds.

		“You’re wet for me, baby,” Brad whispered before pulling his hand away. “I didn’t lie, we can go back to the table now.”

		Isabella just looked at him, breathing hard. Finally, she pushed her dress down and I left to find our table.

		Nancy’s dress was up when I returned. She’d pulled her panties aside and was rapidly stroking her fat, protruding clitoris.

		“Did he try to touch her?” Nancy pushed her dress down with a sigh. “I wasn’t that close, anyway.”

		“He felt her up,” I answered.

		“We’re back,” Brad announced. “Nancy, you still have your clothes on. What happened?”

		“Nothing, dear,” Nancy answered sweetly. “What have you been feeling, I’m sorry, doing?”

		Brad gave his wife a blank look and turned to talk to Isabella.

		“I’m not sure, let me ask Anthony,” I heard Isabella say. She always called me by my proper name and never shortened it to ‘Tony.’

		“Anthony,” in the dim candlelight I could see my wife leaning toward me, her breast flattened against Brad’s bicep. Brad’s hands had been out of sight, until Brad’s right hand came into view holding one of the tiny flashlights aimed down the front of my wife’s dress, giving us a nice view of Isabella’s cleavage.

		“Stop that, Brad,” my wife said. “You’re showing my boobs to the entire restaurant.”

		Brad just shrugged and kept the light shining where it was.

		“Brad has a running club; they’re running five miles tomorrow morning from Lafayette park and I’ve been invited to join them.” My wife ran at least that far three or four times a week. “After they run, they do some weights and go out for breakfast.”

		“Sounds like fun, what time do they meet?” I asked. Nancy kept leaning forward as if she were trying to block my view with her head.

		“6:00 at the statue, I’ll have to get up around 5:00 and I won’t be home until 10:00 or so. You’ll be able to handle the girls, won’t you?” she asked hopefully. There wasn’t much to handling the girls anymore except to keep a careful record of where they went in order to mediate any fights that broke out.

		I wanted to push Nancy’s head out of the way so I could see but thought better of it.

		“Sounds like fun, wake me before you leave.” There wasn’t a chance I’d be up before then.

		When I settled back in my seat, Nancy put her mouth close to my ear, and her hand on my thigh. “You should touch me, like Brad’s probably touching your wife.”

		I gently moved her hand away.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		“How far did Brad try to push it?” I asked in the Uber on the way home.

		“He was just being Brad,” Isabella’s head was leaning on my shoulder. Once in the house I pressed further.

		“Did he try to feel you up?” I asked while taking off my shoes.

		Isabella had her dress off, she stood in front of me dressed only in a bra. My breath caught in my throat. Her thighs looked damp to me, and her pussy appeared to be a darker cherry color than normal. Her colors are kind of a thing with me.

		My wife was not traditionally beautiful, but she was striking. Her features were just off-center enough to make her face interesting rather than beautiful. She was stunning when seen for the first time. She wore her dark chestnut hair long, below her shoulders. She was tall because of the length of her legs. Her breasts were large, but not huge. In her college sorority her nickname had been Big Boobs Issy, sometimes changed to Big Boobs Easy.

		“He often tries,” she acted as if it was nothing. My cock was thickening again.

		“How far did he try?” I asked.

		“He rubbed my leg a little, you want me to show you?” She offered.

		“I think that would be helpful, don’t you?” I said. “Sit here on my right. I’ll be you and you be Brad.”

		Isabella sat beside me. I was already having second thoughts, given how little she had on I wanted to be the one moving my hand toward her pussy.

		My wife put her hand on my thigh just inside from my knee. “He started here,” Isabella said. “And then he moved his hand up my leg,” my wife’s hand inched up my thigh until she suddenly encountered my now throbbing erection.

		“What the hell Anthony?” Isabella’s eyes were wide. “You’re hard, does this excite you?”

		“Yes, hell yes, how close to your pussy did he get?” I asked.

		Isabella ran her hand on the length of my erection until her little finger was playing with my balls. “That close.”

		I couldn’t resist it anymore, I leaned over and put my hand on my wife’s exposed slit. She was open, and wet, my fingers seemed to be sucked inside.

		“Did he play with your pussy?” I was breathing hard.

		“He started to, but I stopped him.” My wife said. “What happened with Nancy?”

		“Nothing, Nancy is exceedingly dull,” I said. “Except she told me that Brad wants to fuck you.”

		“If I weren’t married to the most perfect man in the world, I’d let him,” Isabella had my cock in her hand and was stroking me vigorously, while I caressed her clitoris.

		I moved between her thighs, and easily sank my cock inside her. We were quick, both of us too excited to make this into a marathon session. Still, it was perhaps the best sex we’d had since the girls were old enough to interfere.

		It felt like only minutes had passed before Isabella had a hand on my naked shoulder. “I’m leaving to jog. I’ll be back around 10:00 or so, don’t forget to wake the girls.”

		I felt her lips on my cheek and was left alone in a light cloud of perfume. Perfume at 5:15 on a Saturday morning? To go jogging. I was instantly awake.

		I stumbled into the bathroom and turned the light on. The shower stall was wet. My wife had showered to jog. What the fuck?

		Sleep was out of reach now. Besides, my hard-on had returned. Darn hard-on.

		As predicted, the girls needed no help, except to be reminded to clean up after themselves, and to let me know where they were going before they charged out the door.

		Once the noise of two teenage girls was gone the house seemed strangely quiet. I had time to sit and think about the events of the evening before.

		Isabella and I needed to have a serious talk. In the meantime, I made my way into the office and fired up the computer. Since I was alone in the house, and had a hard-on anyway, I started looking for videos.

		Hottest Real Hotwife Conversation Ever, what was this all about? A husband was talking to his wife about fucking other guys while she jacked his cock. She wanted to try a black man, with a big black cock.

		I wondered if Isabella would ever watch something like this. I was into it now, skipping from one video to the next, listening with half an ear for Isabella to come back.

		I was vaguely familiar with the terms, hotwife, and cuckold, but these videos were new to me. I glanced at the clock; Isabella had been gone for five hours. It would’ve taken her no more than 45 minutes to run 5 miles, she had to be coming back any moment. New terms came up, I hadn’t heard them used the same way before: stud, vixen, bull.

		I went over to our favorite e-book supplier and looked up hotwives, and the new terms. Then, after some research, bought three of the most popular.

		I took a shower, and was laying on the couch reading one of the books when Isabella came in. Her face was bright red, and her perfect hair was messed, which was normal after a run. A run that probably ended at least five hours earlier.

		“What’s up?” I said while pretending to continue reading.

		“We had a great time, there were five of us,” Isabella said.

		“Did you get breakfast?” I asked.

		“We ate too much, but we were having so much fun, at the end it was just Brad and another guy and me,” Isabella was heading down the hall toward the bedroom. I got up to follow.

		“Who was the other guy?” I asked.

		“You wouldn’t know him, his name was Trevor,” Isabella was taking off her running clothes, preparing to get into the shower. She looked so spectacular; I lost my train of thought for a moment. “He’s a big black guy.”

		Isabella was in the shower, and my erection was back. “We need to talk, when you’re done,” I shouted through the shower door.

		“Okay, don’t start without me.” Very funny.

		“Did you take any pictures?” I asked. As usual, my wife had the phone with her in the bathroom.

		“A few, I just sent them to you,” she yelled back.

		I made myself comfortable, mentally picturing my wife naked in the shower, caressing herself with soap. I shivered in delight.

		There were only three or four pictures, a picture of Brad pretending to flex his muscles for the camera. Pictures of some people I didn’t know, and one picture of a handsome black man. His was the most interesting, so this was Trevor. He was a dark black, the palms of his hands were white, and unnaturally large. He was talking to another woman and smiling, his teeth shown brilliantly against his dark complexion. He was gesturing with his left hand, his bicep looked enormous.

		I peeked in at my wife in the shower, she seemed to be concentrating on washing between her legs. I stood outside the door and shouted, “Trevor is a good-looking guy.”

		Isabella jerked in surprise and answered breathlessly, “yes he is.”

		I made us both a light lunch while Isabella finished up. “What do you want to talk about?” Isabella asked. “Maybe how Nancy wants to sleep with you?”

		“Nope, I want to talk about how far Brad pushed it last night,” I said. “For instance, just to confirm, did he?”

		Isabella thought for a moment, “I’d have to say he did.”

		“Did he touch your leg under your dress?” I said.

		Isabella chewed, and looked off into space for a time, before answering, “again, I’d have to say he did.”

		“Now let me ask you a question, or two,” Isabella said. “Did Nancy try to grab your cock, through your pants?”

		“I’d have to say no,” I answered.

		“My turn again, how close did Brad get to your pussy?”

		Isabella contemplated her salad for a moment before answering, “very, extra-special, close.”

		“Would you like to fuck him?” I asked. “Before you answer truthfully, there is no downside. I’ll understand, no matter which way you answer, and it won’t change my wonderful opinion of you.”

		Isabella studied me. “What do you mean it won’t change your ‘wonderful opinion’ of me?”

		“It means I love you, and no matter what you say, I’ll always love you,” I said. “Besides we’re just talking. Let’s come back to that question and I’ll ask you a different one to start.”

		“Okay, shoot,” my wife said.

		“Does Brad have a big cock?” I asked. “And do you want to feel it?”

		“That’s two questions,” Isabella observed. “I’ll give you two answers, no make that three answers. Yes, judging by the lump in his pants I’d have to say Brad is amply endowed. Again, yes I like playing with your cock why wouldn’t I like playing with his?”

		We were smiling at each other, both of us breathing a little too fast. “You said three answers, I only count two,” I said.

		“My bonus answer, Trevor has a huge dick,” Isabella’s eyes were wide. “His running shorts were too tight, and it look like he had sausage in his pants.” She started to giggle, and she made a huge circle with her fingers.

		“Now… back to the original question… do you want to fuck him?” I asked.

		“That wasn’t the original question,” my wife said. “It was ‘would you like to fuck him?’”

		“Sorry, would you like to fuck him?” I asked. “If there were no strings attached, and it was just sex, it was guaranteed not to affect the rest of your life, would you like to fuck him?”

		“Yes,” Isabella’s eyes were so wide open I could see the whites surrounding her pupils. “And yes, Trevor too.”

		I held her face between my hands and kissed her passionately. My wife was working to pull down my shorts, so my incredibly hard erection could pop up.

		“I need you to eat me, I want to feel your mouth on me,” Isabella said. This was all new, she’d never asked me to do something like this before. She was on her back on the bed, her clothes discarded by the time I finished undressing.

		My wife’s pussy was a hot pool of lubrication. The sheet below her was already stained with her dripping. She tasted different, not as if a man had been there, but sweeter, thicker, and so much fluid. As soon as my tongue made contact with her clit my wife had her first orgasm.

		As I pushed inside her, I looked into Isabella’s eyes and said, “you wanted to fuck them, didn’t you? You wanted to fuck both of them.”

		“Yes, oh god, Anthony forgive me,” she moaned.

		I told her she was forgiven.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		The hotwife e-books I bought had been downloaded so, with nothing planned for the day, I started reading. The first book was intense. I had to stop from time to time, just to let myself calm down. I had an erection from the action I was imagining.

		I’d been sprawled in my chair; Isabella had been reading while lying on the couch. Whenever I took a break to stretch, she did too. My wife seemed agitated; her face was slightly pink as she smiled at me.

		Around 4:00 we put our readers down, and I lay next to her on the wide couch. Isabella rolled onto her side facing me, and we kissed, our arms around each other. As the kiss became hotter, I pushed my hand under her long T-shirt, the only thing she was wearing, to feel my wife’s perfectly smooth ass.

		Isabella’s hand went directly to my manhood. She pulled the waistband of my loose lounging pants down freeing my erection.

		“Look who’s hard already,” she said softly against my mouth. I worked my hand around to the front of her body and between her thighs.

		“Look who’s wet already,” I said burying my finger inside her dripping pussy. “Maybe we should fuck again,” my voice broke on the last word.

		Isabella rolled on top of me. She rubbed my cock against her clit before lining up and settling down on my body. Her pussy was very wet, matching my throbbing hard-on. She felt wonderful.

		“I love you Isabella, you’re everything to me,” I said. She smiled as she fucked me faster. My wife rarely said anything when we made love. She just smiled and proved she was pleased by moaning and fucking me faster and harder.

		“Is it okay… what I told you?” she said. We were banging hard against each other.

		“It’s more than okay, it’s what I wanted to hear,” we moved as fast as we could.

		We didn’t come together, but we were close. Isabella’s body shook, and her eyes rolled back in her head, just before I exploded inside her.

		We scrambled to get dressed. Fifteen minutes later, the girls came in the front door.

		“Yikes,” the oldest said before turning to her sister, “the old folks have been doing it, hold your nose, and close your eyes.”

		Our youngest came in with her fingers clamping her nose shut, pretending to have her eyes closed. It was good for a laugh, before Isabella went into mother mode.

		It had been a deserved, and relaxing Saturday.

		It turned out my wife had been reading the same e-books I was, and using my bookmarks, so I didn’t even know she’d been there. All I knew was how hot the sex had become.

		Not only were we doing it more, but Isabella was becoming more vocal. For the first time she was telling me what she liked and groaning loud enough for me to appreciate what was happening with her.

		A lot of the books I was buying featured a white hotwife, a white husband, and her black bull. Sometimes the couple planned together, sometimes it was the idea of one partner and they convinced the other. Sometimes, things just happened.

		In every case, the black bull had a bigger cock and was a better lover than the husband. In every case, the couple were still married at the end and even deeper in love with each other. It was a formula that worked. The key difference was the setting, the amount of tension that was built into the relationship, and how much emotion was exposed.

		I identified a few authors I really liked and bought their books. I wish I’d known at the time that Isabella was reading right along with me.

		It was the same with movie clips. I preferred the amateur videos that showed real hotwifes. As with the books, I wish I’d known that Isabella was watching them also.

		The girls were behaving, so we attempted another date. It was only by accident that I caught Isabella eyeing an older, mean looking guy waiting to get in a club. He wasn’t dressed like most of the men. Tattoos covered every visible surface except his face, maybe he just hadn’t gotten around to that yet. Inside, where it was darker, I would never have seen my wife’s eyes dilate in interest.

		Once inside I could tell the direction she was looking. I could even tell when she was breathing a little harder. I was fascinated by what I saw. The guy wasn’t a tall executive-type like Brad, and he wasn’t a well-built showboat like Trevor. He looked like a thug. Yet my wife was showing interest in him.

		“Do you want to fuck him?” My mouth was close to Isabella’s ear.

		“Who are you talking about?” she said. I was standing behind her, pressed up against her ass. I put my arms around her stomach and held her tight.

		“The guy in jeans, with the tattoos,” I said.

		“You know I’d never do that,” Isabella replied.

		“But you see something, tell me what it is,” I asked.

		“He looks hot, and somehow dangerous. He looks like he doesn’t give a shit. Damn, he’s looking this way.” Isabella quickly turned so that she was kissing me and blocking his view of her.

		“Figure out a way to talk to him,” I said.

		“Are you fucking nuts?” She asked.

		“If you get his phone number, or he gets yours, I’ll buy you anything you want. Within reason, I’m not getting you a new car,” Isabella looked at me with interest.

		“Anything up to $500, and you got yourself a deal,” she said. My wife loved taking money from me, even if it was all ‘ours’ to begin with. It was the victory that mattered.

		We agreed and Isabella wandered off, with me following from a distance, until she made it to the restroom. About halfway across the floor, my wife stopped when she had a clear view of the man talking to a group of his friends. She looked in his direction for a long time, maybe he felt the heat of her gaze. They looked at each other for several moments before my wife turned away.

		He immediately cut a path toward the hallway leading to the restrooms, once there, he waited just outside the ladies. He was still there when Isabella came out.

		She stopped too suddenly for the woman behind her and was pushed into the arms of the man she’d been watching. The sudden jerk to my wife’s body caused a strap to slide off her shoulder, exposing much of her left breast. I saw her apologize and turn to walk away, without adjusting the shoulder strap, but he stopped her.

		I was too far away to hear what was said. Isabella smiled and laughed at something. She was in flirt mode. He grinned and ran a large hand over her bare shoulder and upper arm. The contrast between his large, thickly veined hand and my wife’s tender, pale skin was jarring and erotic.

		He leaned close to her ear and whispered something. Instead of pulling away Isabella seem to lean even closer to him.

		His arm was around her back, caressing her, with each caress he moved lower, until he was holding the globes of her ass and hugging her tightly.

		I expected my wife to pull away. She didn’t. He increased the pressure and pulled her even more tightly against his body. Isabella had to spread her legs slightly, allowing him to push his knee between my wife’s thighs and against her pussy. They continued talking, my wife smiling at whatever he was saying. As noisy as the club was, I couldn’t hear a word they said to each other.

		Finally, he released her, and Isabella was able to dig her phone out of her purse and punch in some numbers. I expected my phone to buzz, but it didn’t.

		I made my way back to our table in a fog, miraculously our drinks were still in place with paper napkins on top of them. I thought we’d been gone long enough that the table would have been claimed. When my wife returned, I waited for her to say something, but she just smiled at me in her usual cryptic way.

		We danced, and in the mass of bodies I became separated from her. I found her dancing with the same thug, so I attached myself to another group and watched Isabella flirt with him. Until I lost track of her again.

		I sat at our table and waited for her to return. Isabella reappeared, looking normal, or as normal as she could look if she’d been dancing for an hour. She’d already had several drinks, and she gulped down two more rapidly. The loose strap had fallen lower and her boob was exposed to her hard nipple.

		Near 1:00, I suggested we go home. Isabella excused herself to go to the restroom, and I told her I’d meet her by the front door. Instead of going directly to the door, I followed her again, through the club, and found her with her tattooed friend. This time there was no hesitancy, he pulled my wife close, and they kissed.

		The intimacy of their kiss was like a kick to my chest. It hurt to see my wife’s lips on another man. My cock throbbed.

		Isabella was wearing a short club skirt, without panties. I was amazed at the effect it had on me when he pulled her dress up to caress her naked ass. This time when he pushed his leg between my wife’s thighs, I could see the muscles in her butt flexing as she humped against him.

		Her hands caressed his chest and stomach, finally stopping at the bulge in his tattered jeans. Her hand stroked the length of him before my wife pulled her head back and looked into his eyes. His face showed no emotion as his lips moved. What was he saying to the married woman humping his leg and caressing his cock?

		Isabella nodded her head ‘yes,’ a couple of times and kissed him passionately when he put his hand under her skirt and between her legs from the front. My wife buried her head on his chest as he continued to stroke her pussy, the muscles of his forearm flexing.

		Isabella said something and started to pull away, but before he let her go, he held his hand in front of her face. My wife just looked at it for a moment while he talked, then she sucked his middle finger, his fuck-finger, into her mouth. When she’d sucked his finger clean, she licked between his fingers and the palm of his hand.

		When she turned to go, I hurried to the front door, just in time to meet her as she came out of the crowd.

		In the car, I put my hand on her leg and pushed her dress up. “How many times did you talk to him?”

		“Talk to whom?” Isabella asked.

		“Mr. Tattoo,” I answered.

		My wife turned and smiled at me. “I have no idea what you’re going on about.”

		I chose to take it as a joke as we pulled into traffic. “I saw him rubbing your bare ass,” I was caressing her bare pussy, by this point she was very wet.

		“Still doesn’t ring a bell,” she said scooting down in the seat to give me better access.

		“How far did you go with him?”

		“You say he rubbed my ass; did I enjoy it?” She asked.

		“You humped his leg,” I said, burying a finger inside her.

		“Oh, that guy, I gave him my number. I expect to hear from him,” she said.

		“Does he know you’re married?”

		“Yes, he doesn’t care,” Isabella said. “But I do.”

		Her hand wandered to my thigh, and she caressed my erection. “Why does this turn us on so much? Anthony, I want you right now, I want you to fuck me.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		By the time we got home we were wild with need. We walked into the house, and the girls, who should have been in bed, were watching television and squabbling. I felt the desire draining from both of us.

		Our house was comfortably old, with oak wainscoting running from the floor to waist level in the living and dining rooms. The top half of the walls were painted a pale green color. All the doors were old and made of solid oak, the swinging door to the kitchen even had a bronze kickplate at the bottom.

		The kitchen was small, but it included a sunroom with a picnic style table and windows on three sides. The benches were large enough to seat four people comfortably.

		Our bedroom was narrow. It felt crowded with a king size bed and an oversized dresser. The closet was huge and ran the length of the room, we should have combined the two.

		The living room was decorated with a Don Quixote print by Picasso over a long light tan couch with a matching, insanely comfortable, chair. A brick fireplace took up the longwall, on one side were small oak doors hiding a television.

		The girl’s room was the largest, as it needed to be with two teenage girls living in it. The dining room, or what had once been the dining room, had been converted to a more informal family room given over primarily to the girls. They were good girls, and generally well behaved, even sharing the same room. They were best friends but still teenagers, born almost exactly a year apart.

		I don’t know if it was a good idea are not, but the way things worked out our room was a long way from theirs. Since we couldn’t hear them, and they rarely tried to be quiet, I assumed they couldn’t hear us.

		We settled their disturbance, and the four of us worked together to straighten the house. It was almost 3:00 by the time we were alone.

		“Which do you like best: a large black man or an ex-con?” I asked. Neither of us had the energy to stay awake much longer.

		“Aren’t black guys known to have big cocks?” my wife asked. Before I could answer, she’d fallen asleep.

		I was awake for some time wrestling with the question: how had I felt watching her at the club? I replayed everything I’d seen in my mind, recognizing how excited it had made me. But I wasn’t sure that meant I wanted anything more to happen.

		What if she’d been with him, when she disappeared for an hour? In fact, she probably had been with him, what had happened? Did I really want to know?

		Had she gone to the club without panties or had they disappeared during the hour she’d been missing?

		I was torn, on one hand I was throbbing erect, on the other I was jealous and afraid. I knew what she’d done with her phone, she hadn’t called or texted me, she’d given her number to him.

		Was I already a cuckold? Because I had no interest in being some submissive, weak ass, antler wearing, cuckold. But there was no denying how much the thought of watching Isabella under another man turned me on. Just the mere thought caused my cock to thicken.

		

		“I’m reading your Ben Boswell book, about a hotwife,” Isabella told me.

		‘Oh shit, here we go,’ I thought. “Oh, really,” I said. “what do you think of it?”

		“It’s hot, I liked the scene when his wife has sex with her sister’s boyfriend. I thought the bed collapsing was a nice touch,” she said.

		Isabella had just given me a lot of information about herself. She’d opened up much more than usual. “I’m glad you liked it.”

		Before I could say anything else, my wife asked me, “Is this what you want me to do? Fuck some guy so you can watch.”

		“Ah, no… of course not,” I was lying. “You know, unless… you know, it might be hot.”

		“Interesting,” Isabella returned to her reading. “I wouldn’t want you to watch all the time.”

		“What?” my heart stopped beating, and when it restarted it hammered in my chest. “You wouldn’t want me to watch every time, but you’d be willing to fuck some other guy?”

		“Is that what you want me to do?” she put her e-reader down. “You have a lot of books about hotwifes. It seems like something you’re really interested in.”

		“I am interested. The tension and the sex, plus the violation… it turns me on, I guess,” I was trying to explain myself. “But I don’t picture you doing it… well, not all the time.”

		“You do picture me doing it?” she pounced on my mistake.

		“Look, you’re the most beautiful sexy woman I’ve ever known. Of course, I’ve put you into a scene or two. In my head,” I said.

		“So, in your head, you’ve watched me have sex with other men?” she was smiling, but there was no escape.

		“I suppose,” I answered lamely.

		“In your head, did I enjoy it?” she had her target in sight, she was locked on. It was just a matter of time now.

		“Yes, you did enjoy it,” I hoped I was ready because the knockout blow was coming.

		“So, I was enjoying having sex with another man, and you were watching,” she said. “Other than jacking off, what did you get out of it? You see, that’s the part I don’t understand. The men remain faithful, in all your books, but the wives get to fuck around.”

		Isabella was leaning in, waiting for an answer.

		“I’ll try, by using a metaphor,” I said.

		“Oh goodie, a metaphor. Those are my favorite ‘phor’s,’ she said.

		“If you’re done, my metaphor will begin. Remember when I watched you ride the Sybian vibrator for the first time?” I asked.

		“I don’t remember you so much, but I remember the Sybian,” my wife was smiling brightly.

		“I watched you have the best orgasm of your life. Your entire body came, not once but repeatedly. Your face was flushed, your breathing was out of control, your body shook, and you didn’t stop cumming until you physically fell off the machine,” I said.

		“I remember, let’s get it out now,” I stopped her from standing.

		“Don’t you want to hear the metaphor?” I asked.

		“I’d rather ride the Sybian, but…okay,” Isabella sighed.

		“I got nothing out of the Sybian itself, you received pleasure beyond my comprehension, and yet it was one of the best sexual experiences of my life,” I said. “I came right along with you, without touching myself, watching and listening to you have so much satisfaction.”

		Isabella was giving me her undivided attention. I could tell she hadn’t thought about the experience from my perspective. “It’s the same sort of thing. Giving all my attention to the pleasure of the woman I love, without being distracted by what I get out of it.”

		“What kind of distractions,” Isabella was asking seriously.

		“Distractions like concentrating on my own enjoyment rather than yours, thoughts such as, ‘I need to not cum, wait,’ or ‘my foot’s starting to cramp, damn it, won’t she ever come?’” I said in the face of my wife’s laughter.

		“I admit it, that was a good metaphor. Your best ‘phor’ yet,” she laughed.

		“Not that I think we should ever actually do it, but that’s how a man could watch his wife have sex with another, I think,” I finished.

		“So, if I came home and said I’d had sex with another man, which I never would, it would excite you?” she asked. “Anthony, your cock is hard, look at you.”

		It was true, my cock was making a hose down the inside of my pant leg.

		“This all sounds good, let’s get the Sybian,” I stopped my wife from going to the bedroom again.

		“The girls are upstairs.”

		“Oh, shit,” she said. “Oh well, I’ve seen your movie clips too. Do you masturbate to them?”

		“I have,” I couldn’t see the point in lying. “Did you?”

		“Do you jackoff until you cum?”

		“Sometimes,” I confessed. “Usually I edge.”

		“Explain,” Isabella said.

		“I jackoff until I’m almost cumming, then I stop. After a while, I start again,” my wife was looking at me in horror.

		“You stop?”

		“Yes, do you want to try it?” I offered.

		“Oh, hell no. If I get close, I’m going for it, buster,” she said.

		“I’ll bet you can’t even do it. I’ll bet you couldn’t stop, rest a little, and work yourself up again,” I said. When in the right mood my wife was a sucker for a bet.

		“How much?” she said.

		“Laundry for a month,” I offered.

		“Two months.”

		“Agreed, what do I get if you lose?” I asked.

		“Pussy, it’s yours to do with as you please for a week,” she said.

		“A month, and it means I have full control of your pussy. Except for basic functions, of course,” I said.

		“Jesus, okay, a month. What does full control mean?”

		“It means I can touch it, fuck it, share it, basically do anything I want with it for thirty days, and you have to go along, and hopefully, enjoy it,” I told her.

		“I don’t like it, but okay. I agree. What are the rules for the bet?”

		“You have to get to the very edge of orgasm at least three times, resting between, then resting, before allowing yourself to cum. It has to all be in one session with me watching,” I said.

		“How long do I rest?”

		“Until the urge to immediately orgasm is gone, or five minutes, whichever comes first. We’ll use the Sybian,” I answered. “When you get back on the Sybian after the first time, the controls stay were you left them.”

		“It might be harder on the Sybian, it makes me cum so hard, I don’t know if I can stop three times,” she was thinking. “How long do I have to be on it each time?”

		“The first time, you ride until you start to orgasm,” I said. “Then you can rest for up to five minutes, after you rest you have to get back on and ride it until you almost orgasm again, or for a minimum of two minutes. You get another rest period. If you still haven’t cum, you have to ride it one final time for at least two minutes, after which you can orgasm your pretty little head off.”

		“My ‘pretty little head?’” Isabella laughed at me. “Okay, agreed. We’ll do it on Friday since you’ll be working at home and the girls will be in school.”

		I casually put my wife’s hand on my throbbing erection. She almost as casually let me slide a hand down the front of her pants, over her flat belly and under the waistband of her panties into a boiling caldron of liquid pussy.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		“I have a confession to make,” it was Friday morning. I’d already set up the Sybian in our favorite place, but Isabella had made me move it twice. “I want to watch you watching me, I don’t want you to be out of sight.”

		Usually, my wife didn’t want to see me when she masturbated. “May I make a video of you?”

		“Yes,” my wife was blushing. “Anyway, do you want to hear my confession.”

		“Yes,” I said, acting like a naked priest. “How have you sinned, my wife?”

		“I watched one of the hotwife clips,” Isabella took a deep breath. “And I jilled-off.”

		I looked up in surprise. “You masturbated?”

		Isabella’s blush deepened, “I didn’t cum… I wanted to; I was so close… but I stopped.”

		“When was this?” I asked.

		“Yesterday, oh Anthony, I’m so damn horny I might just… you know, explode or something,” Isabella was looking at me with concern. “I don’t know if I can stop.”

		“Do you want to run the power buttons?” the Sybian controls allowed the force of the vibrations and the speed of the rotations to be manipulated from a remote-control box.

		“Yes,” she said. “You wouldn’t know when I’m close.”

		“Fair enough, are you ready?” I asked.

		I was happy to see that Isabella had the largest dildo attached to the Sybian’s shaft. Before we started, I ate my wife’s flowing wet pussy long enough to make sure she was warm for the ordeal ahead.

		It’s a thrill for me to watch my wife spread her labia before settling down on the, soon to be rotating, dildo. The Sybian looks like half a small barrel, covered in leatherette. Sticking out of the top was a shaft for the dildo and a pebbled rubber sleeve to attach. The dildo went into the rider’s vagina, her clit was mashed down on the rubber sleeve, and the whole thing vibrated. The strength of the vibrations where controlled from the box. The shaft, with the dildo attached, also rotated. The speed of the rotation was also controlled from the box.

		At maximum power, the vibrations and rotations were awesome to behold. It’s impossible for a male to imagine how it must feel to a woman. All I could do was appreciate the strength of Isabella’s orgasms.

		But not today. Today, she was going to stop before cumming, if she could.

		Isabella’s arms squeezed her breasts as she used the front of the half barrel, and a small table, to stabilize herself. She started a slow rotation of the dildo inside her. Of course, I couldn’t see anything except the excitement in my wife’s eyes.

		“That feels really good, I’m going to make it go faster,” she said. “The thing’s so fat, it’s really stretching me.”

		She smiled at me, “a little more vibration and maybe some more rotat… oh god that’s good,” the machine was humming as the rubber mat vibrated under my wife’s clitoris. Isabella rode in silence for a long while, enjoying the sensations.

		“A little more,” my wife panted. She had the controls at the halfway point. Wordlessly, she moved the rotation to maximum and let her head hang forward, her dark hair covering her face.

		“Holy shit,” her shaking fingers reached for the vibration controller and turned it to the three-quarters mark. “Holy… god… oh so good.”

		Isabella rode the machine for a long time again, until her stomach shook and her chest turned a bright red. She fell off the machine onto her side, on the floor. The dildo pulled out of her pussy with a plop, still rotating wildly. I hit the ‘off’ switch as my wife lay curled in the fetal position.

		The machine was wet, and not just from the lubrication she’d applied. “How close?” I asked.

		“Still close… so close,” Isabella spread her legs and tried to touch herself but had to pull her hand back. “Oh… oh. What have you gotten me into?”

		I set the timer on my phone and I moved over, so her head was on my lap. “You’re really hard, does this turn you on that much?” she asked.

		“Try touching your clit,” I directed.

		My wife managed to touch herself long enough to groan before pulling her hand back. “I feel like that,” I told her. “One good touch is all it would take.”

		Isabella looked up at me with new appreciation. “How do you stand it?”

		“Not well,” I smiled.

		“How long has it been?” she asked.

		“Four minutes and twenty-six seconds,” I told her.

		Isabella once again settled herself on the dildo and I restarted the timer. The control levels were already set, all she had to do was flip the switch on.

		“Oh, Anthony, oh, oh, oh,” my wife barely lasted the two minutes before falling off the barrel again. I could see the moisture leaking from her throbbing pussy.

		“I was so… close… I couldn’t have gone any longer…” she moaned. “I’m so close… it’s so sensitive.”

		I set the timer again and we held each other, Isabella only had to stop one more time, and she’d be allowed to climax.

		“Can you make it?” I asked. “You only have to start and stop one more time.”

		My wife was having a hard time staying still. “It’s feels like… it’s still vibrating… my pussy is still going.”

		“What if I told you I had a big black guy waiting to fuck you right now, all I had to do was to open the door and let him in,” I said. “Would you let him fuck you?”

		“Yes.”

		“Show me,” I said.

		Isabella lay on her back and spread her legs wide, she had her hands on either side of her pussy, not touching it, but pulling herself open. “I want it so much, Anthony. I’ve never begged to be fucked in my life, but please… now.”

		“One more time, you’ve got a lot of laundry riding on this,” I reminded her. “Time is almost up so… whenever you’re ready.”

		Isabella tried touching herself several more times, but her clit was too sensitive. “I might as well try. How long do I have to stay on?”

		“Two minutes,” I told her.

		Isabella carefully sat on the dildo and mashed her clit against the rubber matt, I held the controller, still at the higher levels, and waited for her to tell me to flip the switch on.

		“Oh no… oh god… I’m cumming…. Oh honey, ohohohoh…I want it,” my wife hadn’t lasted a minute. As soon as I’d flipped the switch, she’d squeezed her eyes tightly shut and screwed up her face. She looked like a woman fighting the intense pleasure surging through her body. Once her orgasm started, it didn’t seem to end. Isabella had the machine in a death grip, her eyes open now in pleasure as she howled through her orgasms, until finally falling off the machine and into my arms.

		Her face and body were red and blotchy, her pussy frothy in contractions. Her clitoris seemed to have a pulse. She was sweaty and hot to the touch.

		I brought her water, which she gulped down as I held her. “I guess you get all the pussy you want,” she said.

		“For a month,” I clarified.

		“For a month, starting now, please,” she said.

		I didn’t last long either.

		“I can see why it might turn a husband on to watch his wife fuck in front of him,” Isabella sounded breathless. “But what if he can’t watch, but only listen? What if he knows she’s with someone else, but he can’t watch or listen and has to settle for her telling him about it?”

		I kissed my still trembling wife deeply. “You know what? It all sounds about the same to me,” I said.

		“You’d be my cuckold?” She asked.

		“No, I’d be your stag,” I said. “You and I would be responsible for finding the right man, you’d be the vixen.”

		“What would the men be?” She asked.

		“Bull,” I said. “Wait a minute, you said men.”

		“This is your fantasy, and I’m learning to like it, but my fantasy is slightly different,” she said.

		“What’s your fantasy?” I asked.

		“My fantasy is to be with more than one man at the same time, each of them concentrating solely on my pleasure,” Isabella was blushing. “Not a gangbang, that’s a guy thing, I’d want them pleasing me.”

		“I want to do both,” I said. “I want to satisfy both our fantasies, are you with me?”

		“Hold on,” she said. “So, if you came home and found me fucking some other guy, which I never would, it would excite you? Christ, you’re hard right now. Look at you.”

		“When you say you wouldn’t - you wouldn’t tell me, or you wouldn’t do it?” I asked.

		“I’m not sure what we’ve agreed to, but I’d never keep a secret from you,” my wife said, patting the Sybian as she climbed to her feet. “Maybe next time you could wait in the hall, Anthony, and I’ll see how many times I can ‘edge.’”

		I was already hard.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		We fucked every day the next week. I made the girls wait for breakfast, I even made myself late for work. It didn’t matter, I owned her pussy and I could do whatever I wanted with it. By the end of the week I was bored with just fucking, I decided to use my winnings to find out how far my wife would go.

		“We can pretend I’m someone else, a stranger you brought home to fuck,” I was eating my wife’s perfect pussy from the rear, occasionally licking her asshole.

		“Oh Anthony. That would never work, I’d know it was you,” Isabella loved it when I ate her from the back.

		“How about it I blindfolded you and used a dildo?” I said. “Or, maybe it was a real guy?”

		Isabella dropped onto her side. “Stop it. I know the difference between a man and a dildo. Do you want me to fuck someone else? Are you hard because you’re eating me or because you’re having a fantasy?” she asked.

		“A little of both,” I answered truthfully. “What if I snuck Trevor into the house, and you had a blindfold on?”

		“And you had me naked on the bed, all warmed up?” Isabella asked.

		“Yep.”

		“You wouldn’t have to blindfold me, I’d trip him and beat him to the floor,” it took me a minute to figure out what she was saying.

		“He’d land on top of you?”

		“He’d land inside me.”

		“You’ve got a dirty mind, woman,” I said.

		“You have no idea.”

		The weekend featured a party at Brad and Nancy’s McMansion, huge house, swimming pool, hot tub. I picked out my wife’s swimming suit since part of the party would be held outside.

		Isabella’s would be a white two-piece revealing swimsuit made of a stretchy material. The top was a bikini style bra, with a low plunging neckline. The bottoms were designed in the style of a traditional one piece, with straps pulled over her shoulders leaving a large scooped opening in the leg, which were cut high, creating an elongating effect on my wife’s already long legs. I wore blue boardie’s, with multicolored stripes running horizontally.

		At first Isabella objected to my choice of swimwear. To remind her, I simply said: “Pussy.”

		My wife picked out the wrap, a sarong style skirt that fell below the knee on one side. The skirt tied high on the other, creating a slit. It allowed her to cover up while showing some leg.

		I did use my pussy privileges to make sure Isabella was in the proper frame of mind before we arrived, we practiced edging for almost an hour.

		“I’m going to drip and ruin everything,” she complained.

		“All in a good cause,” I said.

		“You’re impossible, I didn’t say you should stop.”

		We arrived fashionably late. I didn’t really expect my wife to do anything, we still had church to attend that weekend, and as much as she flirted, I didn’t for a minute expect her to share her body with another man.

		“Isabella, you look good enough to eat,” Brad greeted her. My wife winked at me over his shoulder, a gesture Nancy picked up on.

		“What have you two been doing?” she managed to drag her pointy breasts over my arm. They weren’t much as breasts go, but I appreciated the effort.

		“Just some appetizers before the party,” I answered.

		“Oh, Isabella. Trevor’s already here,” Nancy sounded excited. It was hard to see her eyes behind her thick glasses, but they were probably excited too. “He asked if you were going to come.”

		“Trevor gives me a girl boner,” my wife said to me. Nancy looked confused, but Brad laughed.

		As Brad and Isabella moved off together, Nancy pulled me aside.

		“You can fuck me anytime, anyplace,” she whispered, her non-existent boobs were pressed against me again. Her plump lips made the invitation seem worth accepting. She was wearing a plain black swimsuit; that did nothing to enhance her figure.

		“I’ll keep that in mind, I really will. Thank you, Nancy,” I whispered, before kissing her ear. Her body shivered against me. Damn, she gave me a hard-on.

		For the next two hours guests mingled and talked, while some were taking turns in the hot tub or the pool. One of the pool house bedrooms had been designated for the men to change, the other for the women. Nobody had been invited to tour the upstairs rooms in the main house.

		Periodically I caught sight of my wife. For a time, Brad openly flirted with her as the party circulated between the pool house, the water, and the ground floor the main house.

		“I love your swimsuit,” I overheard Brad telling her.

		“Anthony picked it out for me.” Did Isabella just rub her boob on his arm?

		“Maybe I should check it out,” Brad offered.

		“Maybe you should, but later,” Isabella rubbed against his cock with her hip. My wife was laying it on thick.

		“What about Trevor? Are you going in the hot tub with him?” Brad was trying not to sound jealous.

		“Why, do you think I’d like to fuck him?” my wife asked.

		“He’d like to fuck you, but then, so would I,” Brad said. Maybe he’d answered one of my questions about them.

		I was feeling angry and protective. Brad, whom we considered a friend, had told my wife he wanted to fuck her. I would have broken it up, I might have made a scene, but I also had a hard-on. It’s impossible to act jealous when your pants are bulging. Besides, I kinda wanted to watch Isabella and see where this was all going.

		“It doesn’t look like it would be easy to get out of quickly,” Brad continued. His hand was on my wife’s bare back, his fingers pushing under the side of the string holding her bikini top and trying to caress her breast. Isabella’s nipples created hard points in her top.

		I knew how turned on she’d been when the party started. From the look on her face and the way she was panting, she was even more excited now. My wife was letting another man’s hand get close to her boob.

		Isabella had had several drinks as she’d talked to the other guests, and Nancy distracted Brad with some project in the kitchen, and he left her alone.

		My wife wandered out onto the patio to see Trevor in the hot tub by himself. I saw them exchange a few words, before she took off her skirt/wrap and slid into the tub opposite him. The two smiled at each other and began talking. Trevor and his muscular arms were half out of the water, resting on the side of the tub. It looked like my wife’s white suit became semi-transparent when wet.

		Nancy, now that she had Brad busy, wouldn’t leave me alone. I was trying to watch my wife in the hot tub with Trevor, and Nancy was trying to get me upstairs and into one of the empty bedrooms.

		“I’ll meet you upstairs in an hour,” I told her. Her eyes brightened and she smiled.

		“You can do anything you want to me. Brad won’t mind, he likes me to be with other men,” she said. I was immediately interested. Nancy was a hotwife.

		“Nancy,” I had an arm around her, my mouth was inches from her ear. “Are you a hotwife?”

		“I am,” she said, humping my leg. I had a million questions for her, but I started with the easy one.

		“Is Brad allowed to fuck anyone, or is he just for you?”

		Nancy was smiling up at me, she thought she had her man. “He has to keep it in his pants, that’s the deal, so I’m all yours.”

		“What do you mean, ‘keep it in his pants?’ With other women?” I asked.

		“No, silly. All he can do is watch, his cock is useless,” she had a mischievous grin on her face. “You could say he’s… fixed.”

		I caught sight of Brad flirting with another young woman, this time I watched his crotch with a different kind of interest. It looked like there was something in there, he had a decent sized lump, I guess I didn’t understand the term ‘fixed.’

		There was an interesting vibe between Isabella and Trevor. A lot of joking and flirting, but some serious conversation also as they sat in their suits in the hot tub. They were a decent distance apart drinking heavily from their own bottles.

		I was in one of the downstairs bedrooms by now, in the main house, with the lights off, watching them through a sliding glass door to the patio. If nobody came in, I was safe from discovery.

		Another couple soon joined them in the hot tub. An overly made up blonde and her paunchy, pale husband. He appeared drunk; the blonde was plastered.

		The husband was wearing an extremely loose bathing suit that hung to his knees. The lump in his crotch looked funny to me. Not funny in a laughing sort of way, but funny in the way it stuck out. With his suit wet, it looked like his dick was made of plastic. Could I be seeing my first cock cage? Was this what Brad was wearing?

		“What’s y’all talkin’ ‘bout? How come you not naked. It’s a party,” the Lemon Tart said stripping off her red one piece. She didn’t have a bad body; she was waxed so I never knew if she was a natural blonde. But I doubted it.

		“Come on you guys. It’s a party,” she was making herself another drink. Trevor excused himself to go to the restroom. When he climbed out from underneath the churning water his sleek jammer style formfitting suit was exposed. It was blue and fit him like a second skin, starting at the very top of his pubic bone and ending at the top of his thighs. His long thick cock was stuffed horizontally. There wasn’t enough room for him to either be hanging down or facing up. Both women watched him until he was out of sight.

		“Holy crap,” the blonde said. “Did you see that? I’d love to be under him.”

		Isabella’s face was slightly red. I couldn’t tell if it was from the heat or from Trevor. My wife sat on the edge of the tub, as if to cool off. Her breasts looked even larger suspended in her nearly clear swimsuit.

		The blonde’s husband returned, and sat beside his wife, the strange bulge in his suit hadn’t changed. She wasn’t asking him to get naked.

		Two other couples joined them before Trevor returned. There was no longer enough room for everybody so Trevor, ever the gentleman, invited my wife to sit on his lap. The blonde gave Isabella hateful stares.

		The group drank, joked, and my wife shifted on Trevor’s lap as though trying to get comfortable. She soon had both arms around his neck, her eyes half closed when he moved her, so she was sitting between his legs facing the water. At first, she looked disappointed with the new arrangement, blinking her eyes as if coming back to consciousness, and then her top came off.

		“Whoops, I shouldn’t have pulled that string,” Trevor said with a grin.

		Isabella made a move to cover her boobs, but Trevor was shaking his legs and she hung onto his knees for support instead.

		Because of the bubbles, everything below her belly button was hidden from view. I might’ve been the only one really watching my wife’s face, as her eyes closed, and she made little squeals that were hard to hear above the noise around her. Was he fucking her? It was almost impossible to tell.

		When the hot tub party broke up, I lost track of my wife. I wandered through the house, joining one group or another for brief conversations before moving on. I didn’t see Brad, or Trevor. Nancy was probably still waiting for me upstairs.

		An hour, possibly more, past before I saw Isabella walking carefully down the stairs, obviously drunk and hanging on to the handrail. Trevor was right behind her.

		“Anthony,” she said louder than necessary. “Trevor, have you met my husband?”

		It could have been innocent. She could have been loud because of the drinking she’d been doing. She could have been warning him about her husband.

		I was in a strange agitated emotional state. Suspicion and hurt battled with arousal for my attention. Had my wife been upstairs fucking a good-looking black man? I so wanted it to be true, at the same time I wanted it to be not true. I wanted to have seen it. I hoped it hadn’t happened.

		I’d brought my wife to a drunken party in a swimsuit that showed way too much of her body. I’d repeatedly driven her to the edge of losing control. She’d arrived turned on and dripping wet. If anything had happened, it was my fault as much or more than it was hers.

		What did it feel like to watch your own wife, her legs spread, as a man like Trevor took her? In a different lifetime I could have asked Brad. As I excused myself and went up the stairs, I could feel my wife’s eyes on my back.

		The bed in the master bedroom was messed, it smelled of sex, and sweaty bodies, is this where he took her? I felt the sheet, trying to find the wet spot, when the door to the bathroom opened and Nancy walked out.

		“Oh, Anthony,” she said. “I tried to wait, please don’t be mad at me.”

		She staggered toward me, one high heel on and one lost somewhere. “It’s not too late.” The words had barely left her mouth when the door to the hall opened and my wife staggered in.

		“Am I interrupting?” She slurred.

		“We were just waiting for you,” Nancy improvised. I laughed as though she were making a joke. “I heard a rumor that Anthony owns your pussy this month. That you can’t refuse him. Is that true?”

		Isabella slurred, “Tis right.”

		Nancy turned to me, “I want her, I want you to let me have her.”

		“What would you do with her?” I said, holding an elbow in the palm of my hand and appraising my wife, as if I was giving the idea serious consideration.

		“Anthony!” My wife said.

		“Eat her pussy, I’d eat her sweet pussy,” Nancy said while looking at my wife as if she were a puppy. “I’d make love to her Anthony, please let me.”

		Isabella looked suddenly sober with Nancy only inches away. My wife had her cover-up draped loosely over her bare chest, and Nancy reached out a trembling hand to stroke my wife’s breast.

		“It’s time to go home,” I said, but nobody moved.

		“I’d do you so good, you wouldn’t have to do anything but enjoy it, wouldn’t you like that?” Nancy said to my wife as she stroked an erect nipple. “You’d have somebody who knew what they were doing, down there, and you’d just have to lay back and enjoy it.”

		My wife was licking her lips, staring at Nancy’s. “We really have to leave, maybe I’ll lend you my wife another day, and you can tell us the secret about Brad.”

		Isabella turned to look at me, Nancy was still stroking her nipple, “what secret?”

		“Not before Nancy’s between your thighs,” I said, turning to leave.

		Isabella stopped halfway down the stairs and turned to me. “Were you checking up on me? You want to touch my twat? Maybe there’s cum in it.”

		“I’ll bet you’re wet,” I said.

		“No bet. If I hadn’t been wet before, Nancy did it to me,” Isabella sighed.

		“Just tell me the truth, I won’t be angry, did you fuck Trevor?” I asked.

		“If I did fuck him, you would be angry. And if I didn’t, you’d be disappointed. I’m really drunk, better if you take me home,” Isabella was unsteady, and close to falling by the time I got her in the car.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		I looked at the clock, a loud noise had woken me up. 2:08. I was almost certain, still in the fog of my last dream, someone had broken into the house. Except Isabella wasn’t lying on her side of the bed.

		I probably should have just gone back to sleep. Most likely, Isabella was in the bathroom, or getting something from the kitchen. Maybe she just couldn’t sleep.

		I told myself I was just going to see if she was okay. I can’t explain why I was so careful not to make a sound… sure, that was it, I was just making sure she was okay, very quietly.

		The first place I looked was the girl’s room, they were sleeping peacefully. I crept downstairs, not sure what I’d find. When I got to the office I stayed in the dark, my back against the far wall and slowly crept up until the room came into view.

		I was in darkness, and there was enough light in the office to make me invisible standing in the hallway. I’ve been sleeping in just a pair of boxer shorts, and I had grown an erection that was poking out the front slit.

		Isabella was sitting naked at the desk, the computer to her left, the door to her right, giving me a perfect view of her. She had on a wireless headset so I couldn’t hear what she was watching, but I could see it reflected in the full-length mirror behind her. My wife was watching a hotwife video clip I recognized; the guy looked suspiciously like Trevor.

		Isabella was using both hands. She had fingers from her left hand probing the depths of her vagina, while two fingers of her right hand rapidly stroked her clitoris. My wife was staring at the computer screen, oblivious to anything except the action and the sensations caused by her fingers.

		I’d never watched my wife masturbate when she thought no one was watching. She had a look of concentration, her entire being seemed wrapped up in the sensations she was giving herself.

		The black actor turned toward the camera, so he could mount the hotwife from the rear. He looked almost exactly like Trevor. His dick was enormous, thick and long, Isabella’s hands flew even faster, and I could hear her grunting.

		“Oh god… do her… oh geez,” she said. I probably could have walked into the room without her even noticing.

		Isabella removed the hand from her pussy to pinch her nipple and squeeze her breast. She looked wildly around the desk until she spotted a snap style paper clip, one designed to hold papers too thick for a staple. She didn’t hesitate, she snapped it onto her aroused nipple and returned to fucking herself.

		We were both wildly aroused. I’d never seen my wife like this. But then, I’d never seen her masturbate in private before, either. If I wasn’t careful, I was going to erupt, and probably make too much noise. As difficult as it was, I took my hand off my cock and edged away from the doorway.

		I stopped suddenly when the husband came into view. He was stroking his small erection using only two fingers and his thumb. This supercharged Isabella, I thought she’d been stroking herself fast before, but watching the husband looking on as the black man fucked his wife, had an immediate effect on her.

		“Oh god… he’s watching… fuck me, fuck me now,” Isabella began to orgasm just as the woman on the screen began to climax. The Trevor looking actor pulled his long black cock out and sent ropes of cum shooting up the wife’s body. I don’t know what happened to the husband, but seeing her lover erupt on her body sent the wife into another hard orgasm.

		Isabella’s legs were spread wide and her feet were flat on the floor. My wife bent from the waist to bring her face inches from the monitor, while she used her wet fingers to reach for the mouse. I took that as my cue to slide back towards the bedroom. Her moans followed me down the hall.

		When Isabella slipped into bed, I was laying on my back pretending to sleep, my erection making a tent in the sheet. I felt her warm body lying next to me, and I hoped she’d reach for me. After a few minutes I heard her snoring softly.

		

		“Have you ever thought about doing it, seriously?” I was sitting in the computer chair, in the office. Isabella had come in looking for something on the bookshelves.

		Without turning around, she answered, “doing what seriously?”

		“Hotwife,” I said. That got her attention, her body stayed where it was facing the bookcase, but her head turned so she could look at me from the side of her eye.

		“Are you serious?”

		“I might be, have you ever thought about doing it? I mean, in real life,” I said.

		Isabella turned all the way around, her search forgotten. She was wearing a pair of cutoff shorts, and a white T-shirt without a bra. Her nipples were hard.

		“Anthony, I could never do that, it’s a fun fantasy, but,” she looked like she had more to say.

		“You’re worried about complications, aren’t you?” I said.

		“Aren’t you? What if I met someone I really liked, what if I formed a relationship with some other guy? What if you couldn’t handle it?” She said. “Too many things can go wrong, so, yes I’ve thought about it, but I’d never do it,” she said. “Now what was I looking for?”

		“I’d like to talk about it,” I said. “Maybe we could even play with the idea some more. Like you did with Trevor in the hot tub.”

		Isidore’s cheeks turned pink. “I watched him touch you, I saw you sitting on his log of a cock, and you want to know what happened to me?”

		“You were watching?”

		“I was standing behind the sliding glass door, I had a perfect view of everything,” I said.

		“Why didn’t you stop it?” Isabella was standing in front of the desk, looking like a student who had been called to the principal’s office.

		“Because I had a hard-on,” I said. “It’s hard to be indignant when you’ve been jacking off.”

		“It excited you?” She asked.

		“I was hoping you’d fuck him, there, I said it,” I stood up, the bulge in my pants was obvious.

		Isabella moved around the desk so she could put her hand on my cock and squeezed. “I’ll agree to talk some more about this, but that’s all I’m comfortable with,” she said. “Flirting is one thing, even the little touchy-feely, but I’m not sure I’m ready for sex with another man.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		A week later I came home from work to find my wife and Trevor sitting in our living room, talking. They both had their clothes on and there was no indication anything had been happening, but I still felt jealous and aroused, just by the sight of them together.

		“Trevor came by to borrow some sport thing you talked about at the party,” Isabella said.

		I racked my brain, finding it impossible to concentrate on anything but the two of them, here, alone, before it came to me. “The putter. Don’t get up Trevor. Isabella could you help me look for it?”

		I knew exactly where the putter could be found, but I needed to talk to her.

		“What’s going on with Trevor?” I pulled my wife against me and worked my hand into the gap between her flat stomach and the waistband of her jeans. I could feel the heat from her pussy before I even had my fingertips near her slit.

		“Anthony,” Isabella laid her face against my chest. “What I was thinking was wrong. I don’t know what would’ve happened. I’m not thinking straight.”

		I was upset as well as scared and nervous, but I was also throbbing erect. “I’m giving you permission,” I said.

		Isabella looked up at me with surprise mixed with hope on her face. “Permission? What does that mean?”

		“You can have an hour or two alone with him, and I own your pussy because of our bet, so whatever happens, you have my permission,” I said.

		“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” Isabella asked.

		“I am,” I said breathlessly. “You can fuck him, if you want, it’s okay with me. I’ll still love you. Hell, I’ll love you more.”

		Our lips met, not in a normal kiss, not even in a normal deep kiss. Something important had changed between us and we exchanged the emotion through our lips.

		“Trevor, stay a while, Isabella needs company and I need to run some errands,” I said, as if I were asking him for a favor. “Would you do that for me? Do you have some time?”

		Trevor looked relieved. “Sure, man, do what you gotta do. I’ll just hang with Isabella.”

		The next two hours were agony for me. I went to a nearby mall, but there was nothing to hold my interest. I finally settled down on a barstool. There was a game on the television above my head, but all I could think about was Isabella and Trevor.

		I imagined him stripping my wife’s clothes off, kissing her skin, until he was between her thighs. I could hear Isabella moaning in my mind. At the one-hour mark I imagined his thick black cock pushing inside her pussy. The first man to have her, except me of course, in 17 years.

		I arrived home early and parked a block away, before making my way to our backyard. I didn’t have a plan, I hoped I could get inside through the back door and then through the laundry room. I didn’t know what I’d do once I was inside.

		I turned the handle hoping that we hadn’t locked it, but of course we had. I inserted my key as slowly as I could and turned it hoping the lock wouldn’t click, it didn’t. I was inside, winter coats hung on one side of me, and our washing machine and dryer were on the other.

		I held my ear to the door separating the laundry room from the kitchen, but I could hear no sounds. I slowly turned the handle and slipped into an empty kitchen. A wineglass was overturned on the center island, and an almost empty bottle of wine had been placed next to it along with an empty can of beer.

		On the kitchen side of the swinging door into our dining room, there were a pair of women’s shoes. One looked like it had been stepped out of and kicked to the side.

		I use my fingertips to open the door toward me, on the other side were men’s jogging shoes, the laces still tied. I could hear faint sounds now, but I was too far away to make them out.

		I stepped through the door leaving the shoes where they were. No one was in the living room, but a woman’s blouse was on the floor between our couch and the bedroom. A bra had been tossed carelessly onto the beige chair.

		The bedroom door was open and as I got closer, I saw a pair of men’s jeans lying in the doorway, and boxer shorts just beyond them.

		I was startled by the sound of Isabella’s voice. “Trevor… dear god, Trevor… you’re breaking me.”

		I didn’t know what I would do if they came out, there was really no place to hide except the small closet by the front door. As quietly as I could, I opened the closet door, so I was set to hide if I had to. I wanted to peek into our bedroom. Isabella’s voice was getting louder, and the suspense was killing me.

		Isabella had a full-length mirror, and it helped some. Our bedroom was so narrow the mirror allowed me to see almost everything. My wife was on her back, her legs spread obscenely wide, she was holding an ankle in each hand. All I could see of Isabella were her legs, arms, and face, Trevor’s body covered the rest of her. His ass was pounding her as she screamed and urged him on.

		My wife was being fucked by a large, strong black man. “Should I come inside you, are you protected?”

		My heart broke a little, they were fucking bareback, and my wife was unprotected. At the same time my cock leaked a little.

		“Yes, Trevor, come inside me! Deep inside me,” Isabella yelled.

		There was no question they came together. Trevor yelled, Isabella groaned loudly. I came without touching myself, messing the inside of my shorts.

		I stayed where I was long enough to watch them smile at each other, and kiss passionately. When Trevor pulled out of her, he was still hard. I was amazed at the size of his cock. How had my wife taken it all?

		“How long will your husband be gone?” Trevor asked.

		“You better go, he’ll be back soon. Don’t forget the putter, and Trevor, when will I see you again?”

		Trevor bent to kiss my wife, “as soon as we can.”

		When he moved toward his pants, I backed into the closet amongst the heavy coats, and eased the door almost shut. My wife walked Trevor out, dressed in a flimsy robe.

		“I’m serious about seeing you again,” she kissed him, holding his head in her hands. “I don’t want this to be a onetime thing.”

		Trevor had his hand inside her robe fondling her breast. “It won’t be.”

		

		Isabella shrieked a little when I opened the closet door. “Oh shit, you scared me. How much did you see?”

		“Only the last 15 minutes or so. What did I miss?” I asked.

		“Black guys really do have big cocks,” she said.

		“Are we okay?” I’ve never seen Isabella looked this nervous. “I went too far, didn’t I? I couldn’t help myself. He filled my hand; it was so warm and so alive.”

		I thought my wife was going to cry, she held the robe around herself tightly and flopped down on the couch, bending at the waist before putting her head in her hands.

		I sat down beside her and pulled her close, she didn’t resist me. I kissed the back of her head, and said, “I’m still hard.”

		Isabella stiffened momentarily, before relaxing and running a hand over the lump in my pants. “What do you want me to do?”

		I thought if I demanded anything, I be treating her like a whore, ‘you took care of him, now you can take care of me.’ I didn’t want to do that. I used my one free hand to unbuckle my belt and push my pants down, freeing my erection.

		I stroked myself as I held her. “Tell me he was bigger than I am.”

		Isabella looked at me sharply, “You want me to tell you he has a bigger cock?”

		“I want you to tell me the truth. Is his cock bigger than mine?” I asked.

		“Yes.”

		“Is he a better lover than I am?” I was breathing sharply. I was sure Isabella could hear my heart pounding.

		“I love you, Anthony,” she said. “I love making love with you.”

		“I love you too, but is he a better lover than I am?” I don’t know why it was important to me. The intense jealousy and envy I was feeling just made my cock harder. He’d fucked my wife and I wanted him to be a better lover than I was. It was a weird, sick emotion, but the thought of my wife’s legs spread for a man who pleased her more than I could, sent a rush down my spine to the sensitive nerves at the tip of my erection.

		“Please don’t make me say it,” Isabella begged. Her begging just increased my urgency. I needed to hear her say it.

		“I gave you permission to fuck another man, and you did it. Tell me if he was a better lover,” I insisted.

		“Yes, he was bigger than you, and he fucked me better than you ever have,” Isabella said softly. My heart broke.

		“I want you to go on a date with him,” I had no control over what I was saying.

		“What would we do on our date?” My wife asked.

		“I don’t care, but when you come home, you’re going to tell me everything. How many times he fucked you, what position you were in, and how many times you came,” I said.

		“No.”

		“You won’t go on a date with him or you won’t tell me about it?” I asked.

		“I won’t promise to tell you about it.” It was the perfect thing to say. My cock was jumping without either of us touching it.

		“I want you to blow me,” I said.

		“No.” Isabella stood up and walked back into the bedroom and closed the door. It was the perfect thing to do to me.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		Friday night Isabella dressed to go out. She looked spectacular wearing an outfit that left little to the imagination.

		“You said I should have a date with Trevor, and he asked me to go out with him tonight. Please tell me it’s okay. I’ll cancel if you want me to,” she looked anxious. “I’m going to call and cancel.”

		“No, don’t cancel,” I said. I wasn’t sure if she’d been bluffing; it can be hard to tell with Isabella.

		“If I go, I’m not sure when I’ll be home.” She brightened, “I’m wearing my rings.”

		“Good, because you’re my wife. I don’t want anything to ever change that,” I said holding her.

		“Don’t mess my makeup,” Isabella said. “You’re hard, I can feel you pressing against me, you’re going to jackoff while I’m gone, aren’t you?”

		“I might,” I said. I was so horny I couldn’t stand still. I reached for the hem of my wife’s dress and pulled it up. Isabella tried to fight me, giggling as she pushed down on her dress, but I got it high enough to see. My wife wasn’t wearing panties.

		“I thought it would save time,” she said grinning at me and gathering her things to walk out the door.

		“How about a kiss?”

		“It’ll just mess up my lipstick,” and she was gone. I sat down hard and listen to the sound of her car backing out of the driveway.

		A little later I fixed dinner for myself but didn’t eat it. I turned on the television, and then turned it off. I even stood in the closet, with the door partially open, and replayed what I’d seen in our bedroom.

		I woke with a jerk, still sitting in the chair in the living room. It was still dark; Isabella had been gone for hours.

		I called my wife’s phone, but there was no answer. I tried Trevor’s number next, with the same result. I pictured them in bed, laughing as first one phone then the other rang. I tried the ‘find my phone’ feature for my wife, but her phone must’ve been turned off.

		I decided to take a drive. I had few ideas as to where they’d be, but at least it was something to do. I knew Trevor had a favorite hangout, I hesitated to go but, in the end, I decided to give it a try.

		Neither car was in the parking lot, but by that time I was both thirsty and in need of the restroom. The noise was deafening inside. I was late, near closing for them.

		I wandered through checking faces on my way to the restrooms but had no luck. The bartender looked at me funny when I ordered a soft drink to go. The woman next to me didn’t.

		“You’re not leaving, are you?” She was pretty in a conventional sort of way. “You’re the first good-looking guy I’ve seen tonight.”

		She was full of shit, of course. “You’re full of shit.”

		“I know, but I was hoping to get lucky and I noticed your hard-on,” she said rubbing up against me. What a time to be looking for my wife. I put my arm around her as she rubbed. “We could just go into the parking lot.”

		“You can’t imagine how much I’d like to fuck you in the parking lot, but I’ve really got to go,” I said.

		She was running her fingers along the bottom hem of her T-shirt. “Will this change your mind?” She quickly raised her shirt and flashed her smallish breasts at me. “You can do anything you want.”

		“I’m sorry, I’ve really got to go,” I said just as a bouncer reached us.

		“Is she with you?” he asked.

		We both answered at the same time, only she said ‘yes.’

		“I was just leaving,” I said.

		“I don’t care if you’re together or not, she’s leaving with you,” he said.

		I found myself outside, with the woman beside me. “I don’t have a ride,” she said, “please don’t leave me here.”

		Despite my better judgment I ended up in my car with the drunk redhead sitting next to me. “Where do I drop you?”

		“Take me with you, I promise to make it worth your while,” her eyes were already glazed. “Do you mind if I smoke?”

		I did mind, but it didn’t stop her from pulling out a joint, soon the car was filled with the smell of pot, and I had to roll down the windows. It was then I remembered another place that Trevor liked to go.

		“Do you want to go for a long ride?” I asked her.

		“I’m Jill,” she said. “I’ll go wherever the car goes.”

		Jill was slender with red hair, a pretty face, and long smooth legs. I already knew that she didn’t have much for tits.

		We talked as I drove. Jill was a graduate student and had gone to the bar with a bunch of her friends who had deserted her.

		“I’m looking for my wife,” I said.

		“Is she missing?” Jill asked.

		I decided on the direct approach. “She’s on a date.”

		“This is good. Are you still married?”

		“Yes, I gave her permission,” I said.

		“You gave your wife permission to date another guy?” Jill asked. She adjusted herself on the seat so she was facing me, fascinated. “Did you give her permission to fuck him?”

		“Yes, I did,” I said.

		“That’s so hot, how can I find a husband like you?” Jill asked. “I could be married to a great guy, and still go on dates. What’s the guy look like?”

		I briefly describe Trevor. “Holy shit, she’s on a date with a hung black guy? Aren’t you worried?”

		“I am now.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		The last spot was the bar in a rundown motel far out in the country. Jill was out of the car before I was, headed toward the door.

		“You can’t come in with me, you gotta stay in the car,” I told her.

		“Bullshit,” she said.

		Music was playing, but no one was dancing. The center of the space was filled by a large square bar with stools on each side, a few empty tables were scattered around. Four or five guys, last call drinkers, sat on isolated stools and two bartenders and a waitress were on duty, but there wasn’t much for them to do.

		The three men sitting at the bar had turned to face the door when Jill walked in. I don’t know what they were expecting, but they were slow to turn back to their drinks.

		One of the bartenders positioned himself near two open stools, prepared to serve us.

		“This place is dead,” Jill said turning to leave.

		“I want to check with the guy, and get a drink,” I said. I took a seat at one of the stools, and a reluctant Jill sat down beside me. The bartender first checked her ID, and then got us the beers we ordered.

		“I’m looking for a person who might’ve been here tonight, actually two people,” I said. “A tall black guy, and a beautiful woman with dark brown hair.”

		“I saw the woman I think, but the guy she was with wasn’t exactly tall or black,” he said. “She’s a real stunner, but he looked like a thug, they got a room on the ground floor, somewhere.”

		I doubt that was information he was supposed to be giving. I paid, plus a tip, and headed toward the door with Jill in tow. “Please, either wait here or in the car. It’s probably not her.”

		“No way, I’m not missing this,” Jill said.

		I had to shush her several times as I made my way around the first level of the motel, from one patio to the next, stopping at each sliding glass door to listen.

		Halfway around the backside of the motel, I stopped at a door that was open about 6 inches and heard the telltale sound of Isabella.

		“Oh god… oh god,” Isabella was yelling.

		Jill grabbed me from behind, her small breasts pressed against my back, I could hear her sharp breathing.

		“Your cock’s so big, feels so good, I’ve never felt this good.”

		“Is that your wife?” Jill hissed in my ear. I nodded ‘yes.’

		“I gotta see,” and before I could stop her, Jill was using a stick to push the curtain aside enough to be able to see through the crack in the door.

		There was no doubt it was Isabella, but the guy definitely wasn’t Trevor. In addition to being white, he had a shaved head, and was strong, muscles bulged everywhere. He was covered in tattoos, some of them were cruder, as if he’d gotten them in prison.

		Jill was breathing through her mouth, she looked at me with her eyes wide, and backed away from the door, pulling me with her. “You’ve got to fuck me, if you don’t, I’m going in there.”

		She was trying to get my pants off me.

		“You’re a slut,” we heard from the room. “Trevor told me you like black cock. Let’s see how you do with my meat.”

		“I love it, I really do,” my wife said to some guy I’d never met.

		“Does your husband know what a whore you are?”

		“He only knows about Trevor,” Isabella said. Jill had my cock freed and in her mouth. Hearing my wife confess and feeling Jill’s soft wet mouth at the same time, was already taking me close to orgasm.

		“How many black guys you been with?” he asked.

		“What difference does it make, Kenny?” My wife sounded frantic.

		“Get on your hands and knees bitch,” he ordered.

		Jill was on her hands and knees in front of me, her cutoffs had disappeared, and she was trying to get me to fuck her so we could both watch at the same time. Her pussy had been waxed and her labia were pink and wet. It would have been so easy.

		“I won’t fuck you, Jill,” I whispered to her. She whimpered.

		I looked up in time to watch Kenny taking a double handful of my wife’s hair in his hand from behind. Isabella’s eyes rolled up, showing only the whites, as his large cock penetrated her from the rear.

		Just as Isabella groaned in appreciation, there was a knock. “What the fuck!” Kenny yelled as he ran naked to the door, his thick cock dripping with my wife’s lubrication.

		He flung the door open, prepared to do battle with whomever had interrupted his fun, only to be greeted by a naked Jill. “I want to join you two, I’m really horny and you can have me anyway you want me.”

		I looked around, already knowing Jill was gone.

		“I swing both ways, please,” Jill said. Kenny stood aside to let her into the room.

		My wife had covered herself with the sheet, but she shook Jill’s hand with a bemused expression on her face. “This might help the party,” Jill said, handing Kenny a small bag of white powder. “Have you ever had your clit sucked by someone who knows what she’s doing, while a huge cock is shoved up your twat?”

		Isabella looked concerned for the first time. Kenny handed her a mirror with powder on it, and a rolled-up bill. I’d never seen my wife do drugs and it was apparent she didn’t know what she was doing.

		Strange as it seems, I was feeling uneasy about spying on my wife without her knowledge. Yet I was so turned on, it was difficult to leave.

		When Jill lay on her back, under my wife, and Kenny again fucked her from the rear, I decided it was time. Isabella was just starting to eat her first pussy when I turned my back to the window. The faint sound of my wife’s moans followed me back to my car.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		It was a good thing the girls were away at summer camp for the next two weeks. By the time I got home my emotions were pinging between murderous rage and the desire to fuck my wife until she was unconscious. I hated her. I loved her more than I could possibly imagine I ever could. I’d never seen anything to match the sight of my wife fucked by that thick throbbing prick.

		How had she taken at all? He was so big. Who was that guy?

		It took me a long time to fall asleep, the images of the night were too fresh, and my cock was too hard. I edged; I don’t know how I stopped beating off. I know I was groaning as pre-come made the sheet underneath me almost transparent.

		I was in bed, the sun was rising, casting a faint glow on the bedroom wall, when Isabella tried to sneak in.

		“Hi,” I said.

		Isabella stopped, her shoes were in her hand and her dress looked wrinkled and stained, even in the dim early morning light. “I was hoping you’d be asleep.”

		“We’re going to talk,” I said. “What were you doing?”

		“Do I have to tell?” Isabella sat on the edge of the bed.

		“That’s the deal, right?” I said.

		She sighed. “It was supposed to be a date with Trevor, but he couldn’t make it,” she began.

		“Then who did you fuck?” I asked.

		“Who say’s I fucked anybody,” Isabella was playing coy again, she was going to try to tough it out.

		I pulled her close, my nose buried in her hair, but all I smelled was cheap motel shampoo and soap. I spread her legs, she was wet, but there was no hint of what she’d been doing. I licked her clit, and she jumped.

		“You’re tender,” I said. “Tell me what happened, who was he?”

		Isabella pulled my head closer to her pussy, encouraging me to lick and suck on her, even though her folds were an angry purple color. Instead I sat up and looked down at her.

		“I know you did it, I can tell, start at the beginning.”

		“Trevor had to cancel,” Isabella said, still trying to tell me as little as possible. “I didn’t want to sit there like a fool; besides I was all dressed up and ready to have some fun. So, I called Kenny, the tattooed guy from the club.”

		I pushed a finger into her wet pussy and stroked her clit. I was throbbing hard against the sheets, I knew what should be coming, I wanted to know if my wife would tell me the truth.

		“He came running for you?” I asked.

		“Yes, we sat and had drinks together,” I eased up on her clit. “I’ll tell you, I’m just embarrassed, you’ll think less of me. You might even tell me to pack my bags.”

		“Does it help if I tell you I know Jill?” I asked.

		Isabella looked at me in surprise. “How do you know Jill?”

		“She tried to pick me up in a bar, she wanted me to fuck her. She even flashed her tits at me. I like her, but I’d never sleep with her,” I said.

		“So, here’s the thing. I already know some of what happened last night and I’d never tell you to pack your bags,” I took the sheet off revealing my erection. “But I do need to know how much coke you did.”

		Isabella started to cry, not big sobs, that wouldn’t be her style. Her eyes were open looking at me, while tears ran down her cheeks. She got up to get some tissues and sat back down.

		“Kenny just got out of prison. I would never have gone with a guy like that but I was so… I was ready for Trevor. Can you understand?”

		I got her a glass of water and helped her to sit by me on the bed. “We had a few drinks, we danced, he was rough and demanding. He scared me; I’d never been with a guy like that before.”

		“Did he threaten you?” I asked.

		“No, he just told me to do things, and I did them,” my wife looked up at me hoping for understanding. “He told me to suck his cock in the car, I didn’t want him there. I was going to come home, instead I sucked his cock.”

		Isabella had her leg over mine and my hand was rubbing her pussy, she was wet, much wetter than I could remember.

		“His cock was really thick, bigger than Trevor’s, I couldn’t get the head in my mouth, I was feeling desperate for it,” Isabella was humping my hand. “That was the first time he gave me drugs. I’d never done them before, he had to show me how to do it.”

		“I was floating, it was wonderful, I was on a bed and he was eating my pussy,” she said. “It felt like the nerves were on fire, I can’t describe it except to say it was ten times more sensitive than ever before. I was desperate for cock; I wanted his big fat dick. He made me tell him how much I liked what he was doing to my cunt. He made me say the word cunt. It turned me on to say it. He made me beg to be fucked, I would have done it anyway, I was desperate.”

		“He had tattoos, some of them from prison. He hadn’t been with a woman in a long time, and when he fucked me the first time it was incredible,” Isabella was kissing the side of my head, and chest, and sucking my cock all the way into her throat. “When he came, there was so much it ran out of me and made the sheet wet. His fat cock throbbed so hard when he came, I could feel the heat of his cum inside me. He made me…”

		I had her stop; it was too much. I held her as her body seemed to vibrate in my arms. “Tell me more, tell me about Jill.”

		“She knocked on the door, she didn’t have anything on, Kenny made her eat me while he fucked me, I can’t explain the sensation, especially when one of them stuck their finger in my ass. I screamed when I came,” my wife said.

		“You ate her pussy,” it wasn’t a question.

		“I did, I did a lot of things, I want to do them again,” my wife straddled my hips, she felt loose when I was pushed inside. “But you own my pussy, do you want me to do them again?”

		I did, I really did want them to do my wife again.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		“How do you know Jill?” Isabella asked.

		“I never had sex with that woman,” I shook my index finger at her.

		“Good to know, Mr. President,” Isabella laughed. “Seriously.”

		“I went out for a drink while you were on your date, hoping to see you. I couldn’t reach you or Trevor and I overreacted,” I explained.

		“Okay, I’m with you so far,” Isabella said. “What did you think had happened to me?”

		“I don’t know. I didn’t think it through,” I sounded weak.

		“No, you didn’t. Go on,” she said.

		“Jill latched on to me and wouldn’t let go, somehow I ended up as her only ride home,” I said. “It sounds hard to believe, but it’s the truth.”

		Isabella just looked at me. “I decided to check one last place and the bartender remembered a woman who looked like you, but she was with a different guy.”

		“You were questioning bartenders about me? Did you show him a picture or something cool like that?” she asked.

		“No, nothing cool. I wanted Jill to wait in the car, but she refused, and we ended up seeing you and Kenny. Jill tried to get me to, you know,” I looked hopelessly at my wife. “But I wouldn’t, so she went knocking on your door. That’s when I left.”

		“How much did you see?” Isabella asked.

		“I saw him fuck you, I saw you doing drugs, I saw you eating Jill’s pussy. I wasn’t there very long.”

		“Did it turn you on?”

		“Yes, except the drug part.”

		

		“Did you like watching your church going wife acting like a whore?” It was later and Isabella was sitting on the edge of our pool wearing a barely-there bikini. “Do you like what I’ve turned into?”

		Her feet churned the water into a white foam. “I’m going to spend next weekend with Kenny and Trevor,” she paused to take a deep breath while she studied the shocked look on my face. “I don’t know what we’ll be doing, although I can guess.”

		“You don’t have to do this,” I might have sounded like I was pleading.

		“It’s what you want me to do, though, Isn’t it?”

		I had to stop and think; did I want the mother of my children to go away for a weekend with two well-endowed men? No, it was a horrible idea, there was so many things that could go wrong, it was impossible to list them.

		“Yes, it is,” I said.

		“I thought so, I’ll try to call or send you texts,” Isabella said.

		“Is it what you want to do?” I asked.

		“I don’t want to have a say,” Isabella told me. “I want someone to tell me what to do, and I’ll do it.”

		“What if I told you to cancel?” I asked.

		Isabella collected her towel and her empty plastic drink glass. “I’d know you were lying,” she said kissing me on the cheek.

		She turned back before going into the house, “Jill will be there too. I promised to go down on her. How do you feel about that?”

		I felt fine about Jill. It was the rest of it I was struggling with. I wanted Isabella to go, I wanted to feel the cuckold angst of knowing my wife was having sex with two men and a woman. While I sat home alone with nothing but an erection to keep me company.

		The tension and apprehension built throughout the week. Isabella teased me to keep me excited, but we didn’t fuck. In fact, she wouldn’t let me touch her.

		“I want to be perfect for them, and you’ll help,” she told me.

		

		We were in our bedroom; Isabella would be leaving in five hours for the weekend with Kevin and Trevor. “How do I help?”

		“You’re going to help me look perfect. The first thing you’re going to do, is bathe me. So, get to it,” Isabella was smiling at me. “Oh, and don’t bother putting anything on. You’ll probably get a little wet.”

		I got the hint and after taking off my clothes, I ran the bath. I decided to get into the act of preparing my wife. I was already excited. I gathered every candle we had, and placed them around the bathtub, before finding the biggest, fluffiest towels we owned. I set out my wife’s favorite soap, shampoo, and other things she liked. I even set out her razor with a fresh blade.

		When the bath was ready, I lit all the candles and called her to come up. I met her in the bedroom, and ritually stripped her of all her clothing. Isabella had goosebumps covering her exposed flesh, when I let her into the bathroom.

		It looked like a movie set. Steaming bathtub, dozens of candles, and the scent of the fragrances mixed in with the bathwater.

		“Oh crap,” Isabella said looking at me in awe.

		I had her lay in the tub so I could wash her hair, taking my time to make sure it was clean and conditioned, before running a comb through it to remove any tangles.

		When I was satisfied with her hair, I had her stand so I could run a soft sponge over her body, using a fragrant soft soap to make sure she was clean. I washed her breasts, between her legs, her ass, noting how excited her sex seemed.

		Isabella’s eyes were tightly closed, and she moaned as I washed and rinsed her. The whole time, I was adding fresh steaming water for her to soak in.

		My erection was constant. As I washed her, I throbbed with excitement. I was preparing my woman for other men. For the first time I didn’t want her for myself, I wanted to make her perfect for someone else.

		At one point, Isabella held my cock and stroked me as I cleaned her. “What are you thinking, Anthony?”

		“I’m thinking about how I’m making my wife ready for other men,” I answered.

		“You’re excited.”

		“Yes.”

		“It’s more than just sex, you know,” Isabella said as I washed her. “The sex is great, but I really like Trevor. He’s a great guy, he makes me laugh, he takes care of me, too.

		“I think you’ve washed that tit enough, it’s all squeaky clean.” I washed the right one, my hard-on was bumping against her.

		“I’m thinking of introducing him to our daughters, I think they’d really like him,” I moaned. I could feel the cum making its way up my shaft.

		“What do you think I should tell them about him?” she asked.

		She was going to bring Trevor into our real lives. She was going to introduce the man she was fucking to my children. “Are you planning on leaving me for him? Is that why you want him to meet the girls?”

		My wife was having contractions, pushing even more of her lubrication out.

		“Maybe, we’ll have to see how it goes,” perverse as it sounds, the humiliation almost made me cum. What the hell was wrong with me?

		“Where does Kevin fit in,” I croaked.

		“He’s got a huge cock and he’s a wonderful fuck, but I’d never settle down with him. I love fucking Jill, too. I can understand why men like pussy so much.”

		“Don’t leave me, Isabella,” I was on my knees next to the bathtub. Isabella towered above me like a naked female god. “Stay with me, I love you. Fuck Kenny and Trevor and Jill, but don’t leave me.”

		I was every bit as pathetic as it sounds.

		“Are you in love with pain, Anthony?” my wife asked. “It must hurt a lot making your wife ready for other men. If I come home with a cunt full of sperm, you’re going to eat my creampie.”

		“When did you start saying words like: ‘cunt,’ and ‘creampie?’” I asked.

		“They sound dirty. You like when I sound dirty, don’t you?” she teased me. “Spread my labia a little more with that sponge, it feels good. Make sure my clitty is clean.”

		Isabella pushed her hips forward, giving me better access to her pussy. “Kenny said he was going to spank my cunt, he said it would make my clit extra sensitive. Spank it for me.”

		Isabella turned around in the bathtub and bent over, spreading her legs. “Spank it, I want to know.”

		I spanked my wife’s pussy. “Harder, do it harder,” she moaned. “Oh, shit honey. That’s really good. No, don’t do it again. I don’t want to overdo it.”

		I dried her with the fluffiest softest towels I could find and left her to attend to her makeup. When she was done, my wife was spectacular looking. She had taken her time and done it right.

		I dressed her in the bedroom. First having her step into a gown that showed a lot of her leg through a kick-slit and was scooped to expose the tops of her breasts. Jewelry consisted only of a watch and a brilliant necklace. There was no reason to put on more, since she’d only be taking it off and then trying to find it all again.

		Her shoes were high heel pumps, they complemented the dress. Her small purse held only enough money to get home, if needed, her ID, a credit card, and her fully charge cell phone.

		I could see the vein in her throat pounding, her chest was pink with excitement. I put small dabs of perfume on her neck, breasts, wrists, and between her legs, noting how wet and red her pussy was.

		“You need to take me to the Old Alehouse, and drop me off,” she said. “Then drive away without looking back.”

		I didn’t like it, but that’s exactly what we did. I pulled up in front and Isabella said, “Don’t forget to take the girls to church, I won’t be home, just tell them I’m staying with friends. I’ll try to call or send you texts.” My wife got out of the car, and I drove away.

		Back home, I laid naked on my side on the bedroom floor surrounded by her scent, and played with my cock, thinking about the weekend to come. It slowly dawned on me that the girls wouldn’t be home from camp until the following weekend. Was there a message in her comment about taking them to church?

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		Nothing happened for hours. I’d fallen asleep in my recliner and had been dreaming about my Isabella being fucked by a room, no, a house, full of men. My smartphone played the theme from Mission Impossible and woke me.

		

		[Isabella] Anthony, Anthony. Wake up.

		

		[Anthony] I’m awake, Isabella, what’s happening?

		

		[Isabella] you won’t believe it; you won’t believe the evening I’ve had.

		

		[Anthony] what did they do. What did they do to you?

		

		[Isabella] Trevor took me to the opera.

		

		[Anthony] I don’t understand. Is that code?

		

		[Isabella laughing] no, he took me to the actual opera. Everybody was all dressed up. It was a big deal. All the big shots where there. I even met the mayor.

		

		[Anthony] you met the mayor while you are on a date with Trevor?

		

		[Isabella] yes, everyone thought I was on a date with Trevor. They thought I was his woman, his white woman. I got a lot of strange looks. During the singing, well, it’s all singing, Trevor pulled my gown up and played with my pussy.

		

		[Anthony] did anyone see?

		

		[Isabella] yes, but that’s not the best part. During the intermission he got me alone, and he pulled my gown all the way up and made me spread my legs.

		

		[Anthony] was he going to fuck you right there?

		

		[Isabella] I’m not sure, the mayor came by, and stopped to talk with Trevor. He didn’t stop fingering me, it felt so good, I was moaning.

		

		[Anthony] what did the mayor do?

		

		[Isabella] he talked with Trevor and pretended nothing was happening. But he was watching my pussy the whole time. Before he left, he wrote his personal cell number on the back of a business card and gave it to me. I was really close.

		

		[Anthony] oh god, Isabella.

		

		[Isabella] are you hard? Because if you’re not, wait to you hear the best part. Brad stopped to talk.

		

		[Anthony] oh no.

		

		[Isabella] oh yes, he said hi to Trevor and then he asked me how you were.

		

		[Anthony] what did you say?

		

		[Isabella] I told him you were at home thinking about what Trevor was doing to me. Brad asked Trevor if he could have a feel. So, Trevor had me pull down the front of my gown so Brett could play with my boobs. They both had hard-ons. Then a security guy came, he was wearing a black suit, a white shirt, and a black tie. He even had an earpiece with a curly cord. He looked like a government guy.

		

		[Anthony] I’ve been hard since you left.

		

		[Isabella] good. The guard guy told us to get a room. I took my time getting dressed, I let him get a good look. He got really close to me and asked me if I only fucked black guys. Trevor just watched, smiling. Then Trevor asked him if he wanted a blowjob.

		

		[Anthony] oh Isabella.

		

		[Isabella] am I going to make you come?

		

		[Anthony- breathing hard] you might.

		

		[Isabella] the guard looked around, to make sure nobody could see us, then he took out his tiny white dick and I knelt and blew him. Right there in front of Brad and Trevor.

		

		[Anthony] I don’t know what to say.

		

		[Isabella] I swallowed cum. Anthony, I’m such a whore. I was dripping wet. I need you now. But I’ve got to go. Bye.

		

		A moment later my phone buzzed with an incoming picture. My wife was on her knees, her boobs out, sucking the cock of a guy in a black suit and white shirt.

		I sent her a picture of my hard cock dripping pre-cum.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		It was several hours later that my phone rang again.

		

		[Isabella] are you having a good time?

		

		[Anthony] you sound out of breath.

		

		[Isabella] he’s fucking me, can you hear it? It feels so good; I love his fat cock. Oh god…

		

		Squishy sounds of a wet pussy.

		

		[Anthony] where are you?

		

		[Jill] hi…

		

		[Anthony] Jill, where are you?

		

		[Jill] right there, like right there, oh… She’s being fucked next to a dumpster in an alley. There is trash everywhere, and a couple of homeless guys are watching her. Don’t you think that’s funny? Does anyone know who that other guy is?

		

		I could hear Isabella’s loud groans in the background. Then nothing, the call simply ended.

		I thought I’d heard the sound of an engine, but I couldn’t be sure. A glob of off-white pre-come ran down the length of my erection and disappeared into my pubic hair.

		I felt helpless. The phone call had shocked me, but I didn’t see what I could possibly do. I tried to call back, but there was no answer and the find my phone feature showed them to be in a small town in the next state.

		By the time I was in my car and ready to leave, they were driving into a huge metropolitan area. The feature might show my wife’s phone to be on a given block, but the block could house hundreds of people.

		I turned the motor off and went back inside, to lay on my side and cradle my cock with my wife’s panties. It sounds sick, and maybe it was. I was grief stricken. I didn’t expect my wife to return, and if she did, I didn’t expect her to be the same woman. I wonder what would’ve happened if the girls had been home?

		I didn’t cry, I beat off. I’m not too proud to admit it, but I didn’t cry.

		

		[Jill] hold for Miss Isabella.

		

		[Isabella] Jill’s eating my pussy, she is making me all clean so they can fuck me again. Kevin wants to fuck my ass. What do you think?

		

		[Anthony] he’s too big. He’ll hurt you.

		

		[Isabella] oh… oh shit… Jill’s really good. I think… It would be fun… to be fucked in my ass.

		

		[Jill] I like it in the ass. I’m going to stick my finger… right here.

		

		I could hear Isabella moaning.

		

		[Jill] I think she liked it.

		

		My phone buzzed with a picture of my wife, laying on her stomach, her legs spread, and Jill’s finger deep in her ass.

		I was conflicted. My wife was falling in love and I knew what would happen. Hormones were being released and they were making her crazy. All she could think about was Trevor, and yet she was fucking Kenny and Jill too. She’d do anything he asked her to do.

		Later, another message came through, this one a video taken inside a busy club. At first, I had a hard time making it out, the picture scanned across bodies dancing until it zoomed in on my wife in a deep kiss with Trevor. He had her dress pulled up in the back so he could caress her naked ass. I heard Jill’s voice in the background:

		

		[Jill] fuck her Trevor. Look at that, he’s fingering her cuntie.

		

		The phone jostled and finally settled on a view of Jill sucking Trevor’s finger, while my wife continued to kiss him.

		Sometime later my phone buzzed again with another incoming video. This one showed my wife sitting in a booth, her eyes were half closed and she appeared to be stoned or drunk. She gave the camera a goofy grin and pointed down toward her lap. The camera scrolled down her body to show her widespread thighs and dripping pussy.

		

		[Isabella] Kenny did that to me.

		

		The video swung wildly again, and finally focused on Jill.

		

		[Jill] we’re having a great time. Have fun jacking off.

		

		The video closed to laughter.

		I was just an afterthought, a guy she used to know, a guy who was willing to bathe her and take care of her, but that was all. God, I loved her so much.

		I kept myself busy doing things around the house, I worked out, I swam a little. My erection never fully softened. All I had to do was think of her and what they were doing to her and I was hard.

		I was in dread when the phone buzzed again, this time with an incoming call. I didn’t say anything, I just answered.

		

		[Isabella] oh shit… oh god… you’re stretching me, you’re so big.

		

		[Kenny] I’m going to fuck you girl. I’m going to get this whole thing inside you.

		

		[Isabella] … Give it to me… Holy shit…arg

		

		a long groan growing louder. The sound of Kenny’s panting.

		

		[Isabella] oh yes… Break that pussy… Oh baby… Yes… Yes!

		

		[Kenny] here it is… Here it is.

		

		[Trevor] my turn dude.

		

		The sound of my wife’s sobbing followed by the dial tone.

		I felt like I was being tortured, my heart was breaking. Why were they doing this to me? Why was she doing this to me? There were easier ways to end the marriage.

		And yet I had climaxed. Hot wet cum stained my underwear. I truly loved my wife, and I missed her. There was nothing I could do until either she came home, or our girls did, and I left with them.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		[Isabella] He wants me again, he’s pushing his… big cock… inside your wife’s cunt again…do you like when I say cunt? He does too. I’m going to cum again, oooh.

		

		When Isabella came in, I was still sitting in the recliner. At some point I’d put towels beneath me. I was naked, my red cock was coated in dried cum.

		I must have slept, at some point. Mostly, I’d simply sat in the chair and jacked off, waiting for her, and feeling cuckold angst.

		My wife was with another man. My heart was breaking, at the same time I loved her more than I ever had before. What was that all about?

		I had experienced almost every emotion. I felt submissive to her. I felt shame that my wife was seeking satisfaction outside our marriage. I regretted letting her go out with Trevor. I was jealous, and humiliated that my wife had been seen by someone like Brad. I felt guilty that I’d failed her and fear that I was going to lose her. But over it all, I felt arousal.

		Even my fear of losing her turned me on. When I thought of her telling me she was moving in with Trevor, or even worse, Kenny, I’d jack myself even harder. It felt so good.

		Trevor followed her in, carrying her gown, which he threw on the stairs before sitting on the sofa across from me. Isabella was wearing a man’s shirt, the perfect makeup was gone, leaving her looking tired and blotchy. Her normally puffy lips looked swollen. She sat, without touching him, next to Trevor.

		I pulled a towel over my sperm crusted manhood. Just the sight of her had caused my worn-out cock to stir. “Are we waiting for Kenny?”

		“Kenny’s gone, dude,” Trevor said.

		Isabella looked sad, “He just left.”

		I looked from one to the other in confusion. “That’s how those guys are,” Trevor said. “Some of ‘em, they’ve been in lock-up so long, once they’re free and they’ve had some ass, they take off. He’s probably in the old neighborhood trying to get in trouble again.”

		“I was just ‘ass’ to him,” Isabella said.

		Trevor held her close and said, “You’re a lot more than a piece of ass to me.”

		My wife was being comforted by another man, I felt shamed. My shame turned to something else when Isabella turned the comforting hug into a soft comforting kiss.

		Before long, her hand was working to get at Trevor’s cock. It was hard for me to remember how large Kenny’s had been when confronted by the snake in my wife’s hand. He was truly enormous.

		My cock stirred and became fully erect when Isabella swung a leg over Trevor’s lap and slid his cock inside her. There had been no need for foreplay, my wife was already well lubricated and stretched open.

		They kissed and murmured to each other as my wife bounced slowly on Trevor’s lap. She paused with him buried all the way inside her pussy and held his face with both her hands while they whispered. I couldn’t make out every word, I was jacking my red, sore cock. But I heard, ‘anytime, of course it’s yours.’

		

		“It got out of hand,” Isabella said almost too softly to be heard. She’d been hungry when she woke late in the afternoon. Trevor was still asleep as I made us breakfast.

		I’d had a shower and gotten some sleep in the guest room. All my clothing was in the main bedroom with them, so I was wearing an old robe. My wife was dressed only in the extra-large men’s shirt she had on the night before.

		“It was fun,” she continued. “I was getting all the sex I’d ever wanted, and you were happy. Were you happy?”

		“I want you back,” I said. “Under any circumstances, I can’t live without you.”

		“They did things to me,” my wife said. “Do you want to know how much bigger their cocks are than yours is, or how many times they made me cum?

		“You can talk to me, but you don’t have to tell me what they did,” I said.

		“He spanked my pussy; Kenny spanked my cunt.” I felt my cock thicken and levitate. “I liked it, I liked it a lot. I liked it when he choked me with his belt,” my wife pulled the shirt away for me to see the red mark around her throat. “Do you still love me? Do you still want me to stay, even if I fuck Trevor on the side?”

		“Yes… yes, anything,” I was standing without even knowing how I got there. I knelt next to her chair and took her hand.

		“He fucked me in the ass, Anthony,” she said looking in my eyes.

		“You don’t have to tell me,” I said.

		Isabella continued talking as if she hadn’t heard. “I was on top of Trevor, he was fucking me, and Kenny was suddenly pushing against my asshole. I didn’t realize how much lube he put on me. I had two fat cocks inside me, fucking me.”

		I was afraid I might come. My cock was throbbing wildly.

		“I went insane, I could hear myself screaming, I’ve never felt anything so good in my life,” my wife had her hand wrapped around my cock. “Anthony, I like being fucked in the ass.”

		

		“What are we going to do about Jill?” I asked.

		“I have some ideas,” my wife smiled.

		

		Somehow, we were kissing and moving toward the bedroom. Trevor watched us from the bed, his cock already erect.

		“I want you to make love to me,” my wife said to Trevor. “While my husband fucks my ass.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		“Brad took me on a client visit this afternoon,” Isabella told me when we were alone in the bedroom. “He asked me for a blowjob.”

		I stood still, watching her. My wife was spending every other night with Trevor. I was fearful and I wanted to protect her, but I still found it electrifying. Brad was another story.

		“What did you do?”

		“He reminded me of the security guard, but here’s the funny part, Nancy makes him wear a cock cage,” Isabella had a wide-eyed look. “All I could do was fit the cage in my mouth and touch him with my tongue through the openings.

		“He moaned, and worked his cock in my mouth, trying to cum. But he couldn’t. Even when I played with his shrunken balls,” Isabella continued. “He told me he’d been caged for almost two years. His cock was only about an inch long, he said he’d been much larger to begin with, but he’d shrunk, and Nancy had put him in progressively smaller cages. Isn’t that wild?”

		“Why?” I had to sit on the bed.

		“He likes it, he likes Nancy being a hotwife while he’s unable to do anything. He said she could take the cage off, it wouldn’t matter. He can’t get hard anymore.”

		Big, tall, athletic Brad had a one-inch cock and couldn’t get an erection because he liked watching anorexic Nancy with other men. I struggled to comprehend the new reality. I’d once been afraid my wife was having an affair with him.

		“When I got to Trevor’s, Nancy was there,” she continued. “Trevor tied her up and I took pictures of him fucking her to send to Brad. He likes that she’s so submissive to a black man.”

		“Were there any pictures of you?” I was suddenly concerned.

		“Not of my face. Nancy does anything Trevor tells her to do.”

		“We can never go that far,” I said. “There’s more to marriage than fucking. I love you; I always have, and I always will. Even more than that, I like you, and I love our family. But I don’t know where we are anymore.

		“It’s hard covering for you with the girls, they know something’s… different. Most mornings you aren’t here, they’re starting to act up. Tell me where you see us going.”

		Isabella was silent for a long time. “Trevor wants me to move in with him.”

		I collapsed on the bed; the wind knocked out of me. I fought to catch my breath. I felt suddenly hot and sweaty.

		“You have an erection, Anthony. Does that mean you agree?”

		“No,” I almost shouted.

		Isabella just smiled her mysterious smile and said, “do you remember the ‘anything goes’ resort?”

		“Yes, I think so,” I said.

		Isabella sat beside me and stroked my hard cock. “I don’t want a divorce; I love you too and I know we have to fix things.”

		“How?”

		“Trevor has become too demanding,” she said. “He’s hinted that if I don’t move in with him, he’ll breakup with me. He says he needs someone fulltime. So, I broke up with him last night.”

		I was a mess of conflicting emotions. Isabella had sucked my cock into her mouth, I had my wife back. But why did I feel a sadness?

		My wife smiled at me and ran her tongue over the head of my erection. “What I’m thinking is we take a vacation to the Hotwife Resort and you can watch me get it out of my… our, systems.

		“When we return, we’ll go back to being our old selves,” she said. “Except now I know about Nancy.”

		

		Please, leave a brief review and a rating. Like all writers, I value what you think of my books above all else.

		

	
		

		Other Hotwife Books by Thomas Roberts

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost!

		Book 1 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

		William committed professional suicide when he took his dead-end job. Overworked, underpaid, and forced to put up with his a-hole boss, all he could look forward to was drinking himself into oblivion. That was until he met Kristen. Bubbly and beautiful, she became the light in his darkness. No more lonely nights spent in dive bars and hooking up with strangers, he knew he'd found the one. She even shared his fetish for hotwifing. But as this loving couple give in to their darkest desires, can their marriage survive its ultimate test? Will's big black boss wants Kristen all to himself... and she won't say no!

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost Again!

		Book 2 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

		Will and Kristen finally take the honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since their last hotwife adventure and neither is sure where to go from this point. Once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon isn’t always just for two. Larry, Will's big black boss, is on the island as well, and he won't be satisfied until he's cuckolded Will again. It turns out paradise can be found or lost... depending on who you’re with!

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Finally Won!

		Book 3 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

		Kristen and Justine explore their hot new lesbian relationship. Things get out of hand when they attend a Ladies’ Only strip club, and Kristen finds herself living out her favorite fantasy—being held captive by a gang of horny black men while she satisfies their every perverse need. Will is aroused beyond belief by the sight. Can he find a way to win her back before it’s too late?

		

		Katie’s Hotwife Awakening

		Book 1 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

		

		Katie loves Mack even though he’s very small “down there.” She only has one stipulation when they get married: if she ever meets her favorite actor, she can have a wild no-holds-barred affair with him. Mack agrees, then is stunned when a gorgeous lookalike enters their lives. Can he keep his marriage intact when he learns that Katie’s wild fling won’t be just a one-night stand?

		

		Katie’s Hotwife Reawakening

		Book 2 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

		

		Katie absolutely loved banging her sexy movie star, Brad Peterson! Now she’s so desperate to experience more explosive climaxes, not even pregnancy can stop her from experimenting with huge sex toys and wild public orgies. Then Brad returns, and poor Mack must helplessly watch as his sexy wife gleefully cuckolds him again!

		

		Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story

		

		When Carlo, a mob fix-it man, finds out his wife has been kidnapped, he assumes it’s payback for a job. Little does he know, the gang of black men who took his wife has no interest in retaliation. Their interests lie strictly in pleasure. Specifically, the pleasure that comes from reprogramming captive white wives and turning them into insatiable sex slaves! When Carlo is taken by the same group of men, he’s forced to watch his wife degrade herself for her captors. Will Carlo lose her completely to her newfound fetish and lifestyle, or is their marriage beyond saving?

		

		A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal

		

		After a laboratory meltdown, Ryan is forced to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his wife Carrie, a woman just discovering her sexuality, four months is an eternity. Watching as they pleasure themselves through glass just isn’t enough! Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who gives her a professional Brazilian and an ace of spades tattoo, and Ryan discovers how much he loves to watch—and then participate!

		

		Brianna's Hotwife Offering

		

		Brianna's stunning beauty is captivating, but no one can shatter her ice-queen reserve until she falls in love with Connor during an unexpected cross-country trip. But Brianna will never be satisfied with just one man. Can Connor accept her voracious hotwife lusts as she seduces both men and women right in front of him?

		

		Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife

		

		Jimmy and Annette grew up together, so it seemed only natural for them to marry. They were the perfect couple... until the stress of Jimmy's police work made him impotent. When Jimmy discovers a video of his wife having sex with a black man, he's shocked and hurt. Even more shockingly, he becomes aroused! With newfound confidence (and an eagerness to explore his new fetish), Jimmy sets out to win his wife back.

		

		Sex Addict Hotwife

		

		Linda has a problem. She's always turned on! Despite being in love with her husband, Linda's constant arousal compels her to have sex with other people—sometimes even in front of him! When she's introduced to Roger, her husband's billionaire client, the man is eager to make a deal. He's just the lover to satisfy Linda's carnal appetites and he wants her all to himself for a week. When it's over, can Linda return to her loving husband? If she does, will she stay?

		

		A BBC Bull’s Tale

		

		By day, Darryl is a floor manager in a manufacturing plant. By night, he’s a Bull: a seriously buff black stud who lives to service married white women. It’s amazing how many of their cuckold husbands want to watch! As word spreads about his talent, Darryl finds himself in increasing demand… and then he falls in love! How far will this Bull go to satisfy his own needs and desires?

		

		My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures

		

		Erica can’t understand why her husband looks at erotic websites. Why does he ogle other naked women when he can look at her? He’s particularly fascinated with hotwife movies, and he won’t stop pushing until he can watch her having screaming hot sex with a massive BBC bull! Will she give in to his perverse desires? Does she really have any choice?

		

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the Challenge

		Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

		When Hunter and Lexi’s relationship gets stale, he suggests spicing things up with a Dare Bucket. Half the dares are intensely sexual. Once a week, they draw a random card… and the racy hotwife excitement begins! Can Lexi handle a thrilling affair with a stunning dark lesbian while she’s being roughly used by a sexy black bull?

		

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge

		Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

		The Dare Bucket Challenge continues! Willie, Lexi’s gorgeous BBC lover, takes her bareback in a crowded bar, and shares her with another man. Then she discovers an antique trunk filled with old bondage gear, and the Challenges veers into new directions. Can she survive being gangbanged by Willie and his big black--and very horny--friends?

		

		Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker Gangbang

		Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

		Hotwife Lexi is at it again when her sexy BBC lover takes her in exciting new ways that leave her dazzled with raw passion. But her eager cuckold husband wants to give her even more excitement and arranges for her favorite rock band to gangbang her backstage! Lexi even seduces a young lesbian virgin into her erotic lifestyle. How much lusty sex can even horny Lexi handle?

		

		My Smutty Hotwife Confessions

		

		Brooke is an innocent when she marries one of her college instructors, but James wants a sexy, exciting hotwife: a woman who will call the shots and let him watch her on video chat as she has affairs with other men--and other women. Brooke is taken by a virile roughneck and a horny English lady before finally succumbing to her exciting alpha male black boss.

		

		My Illicit Hotwife Gangbang

		

		Beverly tells us how her husband seems more interested in his smartphone than in her and how she flirted outrageously with a black man in the bar. Soon she's in his room having raunchy sex while her shocked and excited husband watches. Now hooked on BBC, she tells us how it feels to be driven to repeated orgasms by them. Her fun continues with a group of young black men and a visit to a dirty country bar where she becomes the guest of honor at another special party.

		

		Naughty BBC Hotwife Adventures #1

		

		These three sexy hotwives have one thing in common: a craving for BBC, sometimes with more than one black man at a time! Their shocked husbands watch in erotic ecstasy as their marital relationships are threatened—and their horny wives fulfill their overpowering desires. Three of my favorite books available at one time.

		

		Hotwife Voyeur Resort

		Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

		When Bill and Mary discover that one of their close friends loves watching his wife having sex with other men, their erotic imaginations go wild. Soon they’re fantasizing about Mary having sex with total strangers. Then Bill discovers a resort that caters to hotwives and voyeuristic husbands! Will their marriage survive when their most exciting erotic fantasies start to come true?

		

		The Sybian Explosion

		Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

		The Hotwife Resort was the most exciting place in the world! “No holds barred” took on a whole new meaning when Mary enjoyed explosive sex with hot black studs while her husband eagerly watched. Now she can’t forget those intensely erotic memories. In desperation, she finds satisfaction on a Sybian machine, and encourages her girlfriends to take a ride on the wild side while her husband watches!

		

		Billionaire’s Reluctant Hotwife

		Book 1 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

		When Tania’s first husband tried to coerce her into being a hotwife, she wanted nothing to do with the lifestyle. But over time, the idea of being roughly taken by sexy well-hung black men began to intrigue her. When she mentioned it to her new husband, he was enthralled. Now Tania’s about to get more than she bargained for when her devious ex-husband promises her to a vicious outlaw gang!

		

		Billionaire’s Captive Hotwife

		Book 2 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

		Gorgeous Tania has just discovered the delights of being a devoted husband’s hotwife when her treacherous ex-husband pledges her to the BaMa, a ruthless gang of thugs, as collateral for his gambling debts. They don’t care that she’s Tim’s wife now; she belongs to them. After they have their own fun, they’ll sell her to the highest bidder! Can Tania escape before she’s ravished by all of them?

		

		Billionaire’s Defiant Hotwife

		Book 3 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

		When sexy hotwife Tania is captured by the ruthless BaMa gang, she her lover, Sarah, are thrown into a dank jail cell. Then she’s taken and violently used by Bear, their powerful and grotesque leader. Can her devoted husband’s team of hand-picked mercenaries rescue her in time? Or…now that she’s finally experienced ultimate fulfillment…will she even want to be rescued?

		

		The Hotwife Hooker: A Hotwife Fairytale

		

		An innocent fantasy becomes so much more! Jennifer has no idea how her life will change when she discovers some racy hotwife movies and books. Suddenly she’s obsessed with becoming a hotwife! But things get way out of control when her husband uneasily suggests she pretend to be a hooker and he’ll be her eager john. Instead of meeting him as planned, why has she taken off with three huge black men?

		

		Truth or Dare

		Book 3 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

		The no-holds-barred Hotwife Resort caters to men yearning to watch their wives having sex with other men…and women. Amanda and Josh think they know what they’re getting into—until they play Extremely Erotic Truth and Dare with two other couples and one well-endowed black man. But when Amanda falls hard for her sexy bull, it breaks Josh’s heart. Can he find a way to win her back?

		

		Hotwife Karina: Shared

		

		Michael’s new job just has one catch: He has to share his wife with the boss! Knowing Karina’s having mind-blowing sex leaves him hurt, jealous, and unbearably aroused…especially since he’s not even allowed to watch as his gorgeous wife is gradually stolen from him. When Marshall shows her off as his date, he knows he can never be her public husband again. How can he manage to win her back again? 

		

		Seduced by Her Husband’s Bullying Boss

		

		I can’t help myself around my husband’s bullying boss…whatever he wants from me, he takes. Then he demanded I take off my wet panties in the middle of a crowded dance floor when my husband was only a few feet away. I didn’t expect him to show them to Todd and brag about what he planned to do to me! Why does the possibility of getting caught excite me so much?

		

		Corrupting The Innocent Bride

		

		Emily’s bachelorette party gets a whole lot wilder than anyone expected, especially her fiancé! Sure, they'd shared their mutual fantasies about her being taken hard and unprotected by multiple men while he watched. But they never really expected it to happen…did they? Then the sexy Las Vegas strippers arrive, and all hell breaks loose! Will their love survive?

		

		Please visit my blog for even more fun at https://thomasrobertsauthor.com

		Don’t forget to leave a review!
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