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This book is intented for ADULTS ONLY and all characters at over 18 years of age.
 
This is an erotic work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is accidental and damned amazing.
 
There is sex, lots of it. There is wife cheating and all kinds of goings-on.  If that offends you, please don’t read this book. But if you’re looking for a fun, dirty read, this is it. 
 



 
Chapter 1
 
I love being married to Peter. That’s why I have such a hard time explaining what happened. We were so happy together before “it” came up…
At first there was just a hint that Peter wanted something more, something I wasn’t providing. I’d find websites he’d visited—pornographic sites. I couldn’t understand. Why did he need to look at other women when he could look at me as much as he wanted? I never denied him anything.
I’ve always had submissive tendencies. I like my partner to take the lead. I want him to be in charge, to set the pace. When it comes to sex, I like to be dominated by a strong man. I don’t mean tied up or whipped or anything like that, I just like to be with a strong man who knows what he wants from me.
Despite my submissive nature, I tried even harder to please Peter. I began initiating sex. I’d let him get into bed first and then walk into the bedroom naked before crawling under the covers and taking him into my mouth. He always said I gave a great blowjob, but I worked at making it even better. I used the internet first, learning the really sensitive parts on a penis; I talked to my girlfriends to find out what they did; I even learned to swallow his cum (although I wasn’t a fan of the taste).
When he was inside me, I made sure to let him know how much I enjoyed it—and I did enjoy it. I loved it when Peter made love to me. I loved the closeness, the feeling of his bare skin on mine, feeling his love for me. I became more vocal because that seemed to excite him, and after I got over my embarrassment, being vocal excited me too. I even used the words he liked to hear, though I was uncomfortable with some of them and it took a real effort.
But Peter was still watching those dirty videos when I wasn’t home. That’s about all he did when I wasn’t around. It tore me up inside. What was wrong with me? Was it my body? I worked out all the time, but maybe my breasts were the problem. He seemed to like them, but maybe he wanted a woman that was bigger on top. What was it?
Then the books started showing up on our e-reader, books about “hotwives” and “cuckolds.” I read a few of them to better understand him and what he wanted. Did he want me to sleep with other men? Was that his thing?
As a last resort, I went to the websites he visited most often. They were all about cheating wives and hotwives, and cuckolds, too. He was watching the wives of other men as they had sex with strangers! That was what he wanted! I sat in front of the computer crying as I watched a married woman being taken by a large black man in front of her husband.
My tears were falling so hard I couldn’t see the screen; there was just the sound of sex and my sobbing. My husband didn’t love me if he wanted me to let another man do that to me. How could he love me? My heart was breaking as I crawled into bed next to him wearing my flannel nightgown. I didn’t even want to be near him. When he reached to touch me, I swatted his hand away and turned so I was facing away from him. I cried quietly to myself as Peter turned off the light.
As I listened to his breathing, it occurred to me that maybe Peter just wanted an excuse to sleep with other women. Maybe he thought if I took a lover in front of him then he could do the same thing! He wanted an excuse to cheat on me, and I mentally told him off so well that sleep didn’t come for hours.
 
 



 
Chapter 2
 
I was ready for him the next morning. “Honey, we need to talk,” I said after breakfast.
“It’s Saturday, Erica. Can it wait?” (I love my husband, but he can get so whiny it’s like having a child.)
I sat across the table from him, leaned forward, and looked him right in the eye. “Peter, why are you watching all those dirty videos? Aren’t I good enough for you?” There, I’d laid it out. I tried to keep my voice calm, but my heart was pounding.
Peter looked like a trapped animal. I watched him squirm as he tried to figure out what to say. But I didn’t enjoy this any more than he did, and while I worked at staying calm my mind was racing. What if I’d done the wrong thing by asking him? What if he said he watched them because I wasn’t enough for him? Oh God, what had I done? Just as I was preparing to say something like “never mind, it’s okay,” he spoke.
“Erica, honey, I’m sorry. I don’t know what to say, but it’s not about you. I love you. You’re perfect for me, you’re all I need…” But his eyes weren’t on me. He looked shifty. I had been ready to let him off the hook, but not now.
“If I’m all you need, why do you do it? Is it just to watch people having sex? Why are the women all married and why are the husbands watching them? I just don’t understand it, Peter.” I took his hand in mine. As I ran my fingertips over his palm, I said, “I want to understand, Peter. Please help me understand.”
Peter took his hand back and stood to refill his coffee mug. I put my hand back in my lap and looked down at the table, more convinced than ever that something was going on. I felt tears in my eyes but I didn’t want to cry. Maybe my husband didn’t love me anymore, and I needed to know.
“It’s a guy thing, Erica. I love you, but guys are different. Maybe we’re more visual, we like to see naked women, that’s all it is.” His coffee mug was back on the table but he hadn’t taken his seat. What did that mean? He was standing over me and I had to look up at him; I felt like a child.
“What’s a ‘hotwife,’ Peter?” I asked, plunging the dagger in a little deeper. I wasn’t going to let him intimidate me. Acting like that, he was just trying to deflect the conversation. “Peter, I really want to know. Please tell me what a hotwife is? You watch hotwife movies, you buy hotwife books—it must be something that interests you.” I tried not to be judgmental as I looked at him. I arranged my face into what I thought might pass for a look of interest and confusion. 
My stomach had tightened. I didn’t like confrontations but I really did want to know. What was so interesting about hotwives? What were they? Did he want me to be a hotwife? Is that what he was looking for? I’d done everything I could think of in bed, so maybe I wasn’t enough? I could feel my breakfast coming up as I waited for him to answer.
This time Peter sat next to me. “A hotwife is a married woman who…um…who fucks…um…other men. While her husband watches…usually. Sometimes she just…um, you know…tells him about it afterward.”
I’d figured that much out from the videos and the books. “But why, Peter? Why would a husband want to—God—let another man, you know…fuck…his wife? Doesn’t he want her? Is he just giving her away? I don’t understand why a man would do that!” I stuttered.
“Wait a minute,” I continued. “Is this just so the husbands can sleep with another woman and, somehow, ‘offering’ their wives like this makes it okay for them? Is that it, Peter? Do you want to…fuck…another woman? Aren’t I enough for you?” I so rarely said that word I had a hard time getting it out.
Peter stroked my arm. “No…No. You’re the only woman I’ve ever wanted.”
“Then why? What’s in it for the guy? He’s just watching! Please explain it to me, I don’t understand…” I was getting interested despite myself. Why would a man want to watch his wife have sex with someone else? It just didn’t make sense to me. I’d never stand for Peter sleeping with another woman!
“There’s something about it, Erica. It’s a huge turn on to feel the jealousy and hurt while the woman you love is having incredible sex with another man. There’s this risk that she may not come back. You…or he, I mean…can see the sex is so good that he might lose her. It’s just hot. I don’t know what else to say, Erica. When all those emotions are put together, it excites me. I’m really sorry.” Peter was trying to explain it, and he was being as honest with me as he could be.
“I’m trying to understand, honey, I really am. Do you think of me when you’re watching these videos? Is that what you secretly want me to do?” My heart was in my throat. I was terrified of the answer, but I had to know.
“No, honey. That’s not it,” he said, unconvincingly.
“Then I’m completely lost, Peter,” I said, turning away from him. “Do you masturbate while you watch? Be honest with me.”
“Yes, sometimes.” He sounded miserable.
“So…you’re having sex without me while you watch someone else’s naked wife?” My voice sounded flat, even to me.
“Erica, come with me. We’ll watch a video together.” He was nuzzling my neck, rubbing his hand over my breast. I bent my head, exposing more of my neck as his hand slipped inside my robe and began playing with my nipple. My breasts are very sensitive and it feels like the nerves in my nipples run directly to my sex. I love having my neck and throat kissed by him and I could feel a tingle starting between my legs.
“Come on, honey. I’ll try to explain it better as we watch,” he said. Now his hand was rubbing my thigh and trying to convince me to spread my legs.
“Okay, Peter. Bring your laptop to the couch. I want to sit next to you if we’re going to do this.” Part of me was hoping he’d change his mind, but I still wanted to understand this fixation. We hadn’t talked about the books yet.
Soon I was sitting next to Peter on the couch with my legs stretched out to the coffee table. My husband balanced the computer on his lap. The first video showed a pretty blonde woman sitting on a man’s lap, on his erection, while she talked to her husband as he held the camera. He was asking her how it felt and she was telling him how good it was to have another man inside her while he jacked off. She began moving faster and her speech became harder to understand until she gave up completely. As she climaxed, the video ended.
Peter had been caressing my nipple the entire time and now he moved my hand to his lap as he pulled up the next video. I was surprised that my husband was completely hard. “Are these movies that good for you?” I asked, smiling as I stroked him.
“Between watching them and touching you…” He left the sentence unfinished as the next movie started.
A dark-haired woman was on a bed with a large black man. She spoke to her husband as he filmed her playing with her partner’s cock. The camera zoomed in as she took him in her mouth. The scene shifted as the husband continued to film the black man pushing into his wife, her legs raised high in the air. His was by far the largest penis I’d ever seen, but the woman seemed to be able to take it with ease. She moaned as he entered her, and we caught a quick glimpse of the husband’s erection reflected in a mirror behind them. His face was obstructed by the large video camera he was holding. He was apparently very excited to watch his wife giving herself to a large black man.
“The interracial ones are the best,” Peter said, as his finger touched me between my legs.
“Why?”
“Because they tend to have bigger cocks and they last longer. Also, because they seem to know what they’re doing,” he answered.
“Does it excite you to see a bigger…you know?” I looked at him for help.
“Does it excite me to see a wife taking a big, black cock?” he asked. “Hell, yes. Look how excited she gets.”
I was getting excited, too, as my husband stroked me. I was surprised I had become so wet. On the screen, the woman’s hands were on the man’s hips, urging him to move faster, to penetrate her deeper. Despite everything, I found myself becoming turned on. Of course, Peter’s fingers on my vulva weren’t helping.
We watched as the man lay on his back and the dark-haired woman straddled him, and then guided him inside. Peter slid off the couch, leaving the laptop with me as he knelt between my legs. I continued to watch the video as his tongue swirled around my clitoris.
Soon the sensations from his mouth were too much. I found myself moving in unison with the unnamed woman as my husband worked to bring me to orgasm. I cum easily, and the dual stimulation proved to be too much as I trapped my husband’s head between my legs. What had I done? I’d just climaxed watching someone’s wife take a large black man while her husband filmed her! I couldn’t deny the sight excited me, though Peter had a lot to do with it. I moved my legs and turned off the computer. Peter sat next to me, his pants gone and his erection throbbing as I put him into my mouth. 
I love going down on my husband. I love the feeling of power it gives me to make him hard, to make him throb using my tongue. I loved the taste and smell of him as I pumped his erection and sucked on the helmet-shaped head.
“Did you like it, Erica?” he gasped. “Do you understand?” Peter was getting close as I nodded my head yes. I did understand it better: men are visual animals, they get off on looking. I sucked harder.
I couldn’t sleep with a man I didn’t love…except I had. I’d done it when I was single. At least the woman in the video was doing it for the man she loved. I was moving on automatic pilot, my mind somewhere else, when Peter exploded in my mouth. I love when he cums like that, not because of the taste (which I don’t enjoy at all) but because I know I’ve excited and pleased him so much.
I sat back so he could see his sperm on my face. That always excited him, though he never wanted to kiss me immediately afterward. I was confused by that, since I didn’t like the taste either but at least I did it for him. I wished he’d kiss me just to show his gratitude. 
Maybe that was asking too much of him. I just smiled, wiped my face, took a long drink of coffee, and kissed him.
 
 



 
Chapter 3
 
Peter pulled me to my feet and led me to the bedroom. I tried telling him that we had things to do but he wasn’t in the mood to listen. Moments later I was on my back with Peter hovering over me. To my amazement, he was hard again.
“Close your eyes, Erica. Now picture the black guy in the movie. He’s about to fuck you. Are you ready?” I wanted to giggle. The whole thing seemed absurd. It wasn’t the black guy, it was Peter, but I closed my eyes and tried to imagine the guy from the video. “Oh God, Erica. He’s going to fuck you. He’s going to fuck my wife…” Peter was trying to sound like a husband watching his wife in bed with another man.
Okay, I’d play along if it made him happy. “He’s going to…fuck me…honey. Is that what you want?”
“Yes, I do. I want to see his big black cock inside you, fucking you.” As he said that, his dick slid up and down my slit, picking up moisture. I felt him part my lower lips and, as he entered me, he continued: “How does it feel Erica? How does his black cock feel inside you?”
I was getting excited again, mostly because my husband was about to make love to me, but also because I was getting into the fantasy. A large black man was sliding his erection inside me; I’d excited him so much that he had to have me, even if my husband was watching.
“Oh, honey. He’s so big, he’s stretching me,” I murmured, even as I enjoyed the familiar feeling of my husband inside me. “His cock is so big. I’m sorry, honey. It’s so good…” This seemed to drive Peter insane. He started moving faster and deeper than he ever had, and it felt wonderful. He pulled my legs over his shoulders and plunged deeper inside me. My husband was all I ever needed but I began to wonder what it would be like to have a thicker, longer erection. I moved my hips to take as much of him as I could.
Peter exploded inside me before I was ready. I could feel the heat and I hugged him closer, enjoying his orgasm with him. It seemed to go on a long time as my husband shouted in my ear—whatever this fantasy was about, it really excited him. I wish I could have finished with him, but it didn’t really matter if I could bring him pleasure.
We slowly untangled ourselves and I rested in the crook of his arm. I smiled as I thought about what had just happened. I’d played the hotwife (I wondered if I’d ever get used to that term), being taken by a large black man to please my husband. It had pleased him. It pleased him a great deal, and I could feel that throbbing between my legs. But what did that make me? Was I losing myself to this outrageous fantasy? 
That was all it could ever be, fantasy. I’d never do something like it, never. Although, the idea of a larger man had made our love making even more exciting… Stop that! I chided myself. It’s just a fantasy for your husband. Now kiss him and start your weekend projects. 
I was very firm with myself as I kissed Peter and stroked his face. Then I jumped out of bed to take a shower.
 
* * *
 
We worked in the yard all day, raking and bagging leaves, cleaning up the debris of fall. When we stopped for lunch, Peter brought up the subject again. “Did you like the video, Erica?” he asked me.
I turned to look at him. “I liked it because you liked it, honey.”
“I know that, but it did seem to excite you,” he said.
“I guess.” I was really thinking that it excited me because it excited him, but I didn’t think that’s what he wanted to hear. I wasn’t lying, exactly. I had found the video exciting. I found myself replaying the video in my head despite myself. I’d never seen a black man before; his manhood looked so thick, with hard veins and knots. I shivered as I thought about it and remembered the moans of the hotwife.
I replayed the scene where her head was in her husband’s lap as he filmed, the black man moving into her from behind. She was gasping how wonderful it felt, her head a blur as he rhythmically pushed inside her.
I excused myself to go inside to the bathroom, and shocked myself by pulling down my panties to find them wet and sticking to my pussy. At first I thought it was more of Peter’s sperm, but it wasn’t. It was me. I was turned on by my own thoughts. 
I knew Peter was probably done for the day, but I was so excited I touched myself while I replayed that scene in my head—and what I had said to Peter in bed. Soon all I could think about was the tension building in my body and I orgasmed, alone, in the bathroom.
 
 



 
Chapter 4
 
That night I read one of Peter’s hotwife books as we lay in bed. It was particularly well written, and the tension built until the wife gave herself to another man while her husband watched. At the end, she went back to him and they were happily married ever after. I wondered if it ever worked out that way.
But the book was hot. It had been written from the husband’s perspective and I was starting to understand the appeal, at least a little. The book did a good job explaining how the act and the emotional pain all tied together to create a sexual high for the man. Naturally, the wife loved it—her husband giving her permission to enjoy endless orgasms. It seemed like a win-win for the wife, at least the way the novella explained it. Of course it was fantasy, because I couldn’t imagine a real life wife ever enjoying being with another man. I was naïve.
That night I dreamed about the book, only it was me with the black man from the video and Peter watching. I woke remembering the dream, with Peter sleeping peacefully at my side and my vagina once again leaking. This time I did wake my husband. As soon as I touched his penis, he grew an erection. I was amazed at how fast it grew and how hard it became. I was on top of him, guiding him inside me, before he was even fully aware.
“Erica, what…?”
I held my fingers over his mouth as I humped his hips as fast as I could. I needed to finish this time. He felt so good inside me as I rubbed my pubic mound against his, riding him, taking my own pleasure. Peter grabbed my breasts, squeezing them as I moved. It felt good, but I wanted his hands on my hips. I wanted to feel his need for me as I orgasmed.
“Oh Peter, oh Christ…oh!” My orgasm seemed to last for a very long time. Just as I was coming down I felt Peter orgasm too, his hot seed flooding me. I loved that feeling as much as I loved anything. It was primal, erotic, dirty, and I loved it.
We lay cuddled up again, spent from a day and night of love making. “I read one of your books tonight. One of your hotwife books,” I told him.
“And? Did you like it?”
I kissed him and stroked his softened cock. “What do you think?” I said before rolling over. He spooned me, his cock no longer soft as he pushed it between my ass cheeks. This was interesting: just the hint of interest in hotwives and my husband turned into a satyr. I wiggled against him, just to keep him interested, and fell asleep.
The next day Peter started in again. “Let’s try it,” he said.
“I’m not sleeping with another man, Peter,” I said, in no uncertain terms. “Reading a book or watching a video is one thing, but that’s it. I’m not a whore.”
Peter looked shocked. “Of course you’re not a whore. You’re just a beautiful, wonderful woman who happens to be married to me and to love sex. I wasn’t thinking of you actually fucking another man, I was thinking of playing a game.”
“What kind of game, Peter?” I asked. A harmless game could be fun. I liked how the fantasy was making Peter want me more, and I liked how it made him a more enthusiastic lover—but I was not interested in being with another man.
“We go to a bar or a nightclub…” he began.
“No,” I said.
“Why not? You haven’t even heard the idea yet.”
“You’re going to leave me alone and watch to see if some other man tries to pick me up, aren’t you?” I asked.
“Well…”
“Here’s what will happen. Either I’ll have to fend off a whole line of horny, disgusting, married men or, maybe even worse, I’ll be left alone with nobody to talk to or dance with, or whatever. No.”
“Why can’t you talk to a guy without having sex?” he asked.
“Because guys expect something from a woman. You may not know it but if a guy talks to a woman for a while, buys her some drinks, he expects something. At the very least he expects a phone number from her and the promise of a date, otherwise she’d blow him off before he spent money. Do you understand that? Are you willing for me to give out my phone number or to go on a date with another man? Unlike you, Peter, women don’t think about sex all the time. I think about it, but I think about it with you, my husband. Do you understand?” I asked.
Peter was silent as he thought about what I’d said. I didn’t wait for him. I left the room to get busy with my Sunday relaxing while he watched football.
Two days later, Peter handed me an envelope. A million thoughts went through my mind as he kissed me and left for work, leaving me with a folded letter in my hand. Was this it? Was he leaving me? Was this some sort of ultimatum? Why did he need to put whatever it was in writing? I didn’t understand; we’d always been able to talk before. I was hurt and angry as I unfolded the paper with trembling hands.
“My wonderful Erica. I love you with all my heart. I don’t have the words to tell you how much you mean to me and how lucky I feel that you love me too. My life would be empty and meaningless without you.”
So far, he was doing well. My hurt and anger were fading. A feeling of warmth for my husband spread through my body, and I read on…
“I know you don’t understand my fantasy. I don’t really understand it either. I don’t know why the idea of seeing you with another man causes me to feel so much excitement mixed with fear. I don’t know why it gives me such a hard-on while threatening to break my heart. I’m sorry, Erica. I know you don’t want to do anything about my fantasy, and that’s okay. No matter what, I’m so much in love with you that even the fantasy games we’ve played scare me to the core. But they also excite me more than anything else has ever excited me.
“I understand that you don’t want to be abandoned on some dance floor or in some bar for an evening. I understand your objections, and you’re right. So, here’s my compromise: Tonight, I’m taking you out to dinner at the Winchester Hotel. We’re going to celebrate our love with the best food and drink they have. But, would you please arrive in the hotel bar 15 or 20 minutes before I do? If you’re talking to someone, some man, when I come in, I’ll just sit and watch. If you’re alone I’ll join you and explain loudly how I’m sorry to be late, I was held up at the office.
“Would you do that for me Erica? Either way, you still get your best-in-the-city dinner.
“I love you,
“Peter.”
The letter took my breath away. He’d neatly addressed my concerns, except for one tiny detail.
What happens if I’m talking with someone and I don’t want to quit? I text messaged him.
You can talk to him as long as you want, Peter wrote back.
What if I go somewhere else with him? What if I’m really attracted to him? Now I was just testing my husband.
What you do and how long you do it is up to you. I’ll be there. All you have to do is to join me and we’ll go to dinner. But, no matter what happens, you have to tell me everything.
OK. But you’d better show up. I’m leaving after twenty minutes and I may not tell you everything. A lady gets to have some secrets. I could almost feel Peter panting as he read my messages. I love you too, Peter, and I loved the letter. Thank you.
Look in the box on my dresser for your final surprise, he wrote. I knew which box he meant, it was the one where he kept odds and ends like his cufflinks. When I looked in the box I found a Winchester key, with the room number written on the back on a sticky note, along with a three-pack of condoms.
Butterflies were beating their wings in my stomach. Peter wasn’t the only one excited; I was being given permission to flirt with another man, something I hadn’t done in years. Not only flirt, but do it in front of my husband, who would be getting more and more excited the longer I flirted. In the end, I’d get a beautiful dinner and a night at an exclusive hotel. I felt so excited it had to be wrong; I shouldn’t be excited about talking to another man, promising him sexual favors he’d never have. Yet, that’s what my husband wanted more than anything, and I knew how excited it made him, and what I’d get out of it, in the end.
I giggled to myself, “in the end.” That’s where I’d get it, too. I started hoping that some impossibly beautiful businessman would try to pick me up while Peter watched. Maybe my husband would get so excited we wouldn’t even make it to the restaurant, he’d just take me right up to the room.
I started preparing with a long, hot bath. I already knew what I was going to wear: a dress designed to excite my husband. On a whim, I also decided to shave myself. I’d already done my legs and, with the help of a pair of scissors, a small mirror, and a fresh blade, I removed all my pubic hair. I thought I’d look like a little girl but when I gazed in the mirror I saw that my pussy looked very much like a grown woman’s. Not only a grown woman, but a sexually aroused one.
As I dried off, it became obvious how aroused I was. The whole of idea of flirting with some handsome businessman and then making love with my husband got to me. I was physically ready for Peter right then.
I did something I hadn’t done since we married. Rooting around in my bottom drawer, I found my old trusty vibrator. It hadn’t been used in years and I was sure the batteries would be dead, but it sprang to life, and just the feel of those vibrations against my hand brought back memories of secret orgasms I’d enjoyed when I had no other outlet.
After wiping it clean with a wet nap and quickly patting it dry, I ran the machine against my freshly shaven mound. The lack of hair increased my sensitivity in ways I hadn’t foreseen, and the vibrations felt wonderful as they touched my clitoris. I was hoping for some relief; I was hoping the vibrator would “take the edge off,” so to speak. It didn’t. I didn’t orgasm. All I did was excite myself even further, causing a throbbing sensation that would not go away. In fact, it didn’t go away for hours. All that time, I was acutely aware of my own genitals.
I had a dress that I would normally never wear in public, a dress that was far too revealing. As a special surprise to Peter, I decided at the last minute to go without panties. My body was covered in goosebumps as I left the house and got into my car with a small overnight bag. I almost chickened out right then (I’m not ashamed of my body but that doesn’t mean I’m comfortable going to a hotel wearing next to nothing). It was the excitement that kept me going.
 
 



 
Chapter 5
 
The hotel bar was full when I arrived. A few women were scattered around, but most of the crowd consisted of men in suits. I had seen a sign in the lobby for a conference of insurance people at the hotel. There was one bar stool available and I politely asked the man sitting next to it if it was available.
“For you it’s available,” he said. He was a nice-looking man, but a little too old for my taste. “Are you here for the convention?”
“No, I’m supposed to be meeting somebody,” I answered, staying purposely vague.
“Let me buy you a drink?” I tried to stop him, but he was already signaling the bartender. He ordered a dry vodka martini for me.
“How did you know?” I asked. It’s not usually a woman’s drink but it was my favorite when I was out. Even my husband couldn’t remember that from one day to the next.
The older man looked into my eyes…and my opinion started to change. “I thought you looked like a woman who would enjoy a good martini,” he said. “Are you here to meet your husband?”
“What makes you ask that?” He was more perceptive than I first gave him credit for. I was starting to become interested in him, and found myself liking him even as I fought the emotion.
“Your rings. Unless you just don’t want men hitting on you. So, tell me, is he sitting somewhere watching us?” This guy was very perceptive.
“Not yet,” I told him.
“What will he do when he finds you talking to me?” he asked.
“He’ll sit and watch,” I answered.
“Let’s go next door.” I looked at him in shock, but he continued: “He’ll go insane. His gorgeous wife missing, two empty bar stools. Your cell phone will be buzzing.” He was smiling, enjoying himself.
I don’t know why I did it. I certainly didn’t think about it first, I just downed my drink and stood as the alcohol hit my system. “Let’s go,” I said. A few minutes later we were sitting together in a booth at the bar next to the hotel.
By the time I finished my second martini Roger was looking very good to me. I was still in my twenties (just barely) and Roger was probably about forty. A very good-looking, distinguished man, with just a touch of silver in his hair. My phone was already buzzing with a message from Peter.
Where are you?????
Having a drink with a very nice gentleman.
WTF?
I ignored the last message and went back to talking with Roger. He was interesting, in addition to being very good looking. I noticed, after my third martini, that we were sitting closer together, and my dress was exposing too much of me. I tried to think about how that had happened but finally gave it up as too difficult. Besides, I was still throbbing from my “workout.” When I glanced up, Peter was sitting at the bar trying not to look at us.
I leaned closer to Roger and whispered in his ear, “My husband’s watching us.” I was slurring my words! “I think he’s got a…a hard-on—” My laugh was cut off by Roger’s lips touching mine. I didn’t mean to kiss him, I just meant to tease Peter, but, God, his lips were so hot! Our tongues wrestled and, when he put his mouth next to my ear, I almost fainted.
“I want to fuck you, Erica. Do you think your husband would mind?”
My brain was telling me to stop but the alcohol in my system was in league with the throbbing between my legs. All I could do was kiss him again, harder than before. My breasts felt heavy and sensitive; I could feel myself panting with need. That damn Peter! This should have been him—I was ready for him—but Roger got to me first. When his hand slipped under my dress, he quickly discovered I wasn’t wearing panties. I tried to push him away but, after his finger slipped inside me, it was too late. I vaguely saw Peter out of the corner of my eye. His hand was in his pocket and making a bulge over his crotch. My husband was touching himself! 
“I need…I need…send message…you know?” I murmured, as I pecked out an almost incoherent message to Peter: He wants fuck mes 
I couldn’t finish the message. Roger’s fingers were caressing my clitoris when my hand landed in his lap. Roger felt big—much larger than my husband. My fingers felt him through his pants, judging his size, seemingly without direction from me. My phone buzzed, but I was too distracted as Roger kissed me (and I felt his cock). 
“You should see what he has to say,” Roger said. “Maybe he’s okay with it.”
I checked my husband’s text. It read, Do it if you want to, Erica
Damn him. He was supposed to rescue me from myself. I’d lost all willpower. When Roger pulled me to my feet and started walking me back to the hotel, I just went along.
 
 



 
Chapter 6
 
As we stumbled onto the elevator, Peter got on with us. He stood in the corner and watched as Roger freely felt my breast. When he twisted my nipple, I gasped aloud. My husband was watching another man fondle me and I didn’t care. I was drunk and horny. “Do you want to come to the room with us, Peter?” Roger asked.
I looked over at my husband and before he could speak, I slurred, “Peter needs to go to our room. I’ll meet him there later.” I felt shame at what I had done. I wanted to take it back but, among all the other emotions fighting for my attention, was anger. I didn’t want to hurt him, but Roger was kissing me again and pinching my nipple. I could hear myself groaning as if from a distance. Peter seemed shocked, but the elevator dinged and we stepped off first, leaving my husband in an empty car, watching as another man pulled my dress up in back and caressed my bare ass. 
I was shocked to discover that Roger’s room was next to ours. My husband would be right next door! My addled brain couldn’t concentrate on more than one thing at a time. As soon as Roger had his door open, the only thing I could think about was getting his pants off. 
I gazed at him, wondering how big his prick was, as he mixed us drinks from the mini-bar. He even had chilled glasses, as I discovered when he placed another martini in my hand.
Roger guided me to a chair but, before I sat down, he pulled my dress up to my waist, causing me to giggle. Another man was looking at my pussy. Even my husband hadn’t seen me without hair yet.
Just then my phone buzzed: R U ok?
Yes. But drunk should I come h  ome?
No. just tell me everything
K
A familiar, warm sensation was spreading from my pussy, up my spine, and overtaking my brain. I could hear myself moaning again as I looked down to see the top of Roger’s head between my legs. I was confused for a moment—Peter didn’t have a tiny bald spot—and then I remembered, it wasn’t my husband! It was a man I’d just met using his mouth on me, and he was very good at it.
Peter had gone down on me a lot. He claimed it was one of his favorite things to do, but Roger had my husband beat by a mile. His tongue and the way he sucked all my pussy into his mouth was driving me to an overpowering orgasm. For a moment I was concerned that I might offend him; I was very turned on and wet and I couldn’t control how I smelled—but Roger didn’t seem to care. I held the back of his head as I climaxed from the attention he was giving me. For one dizzy moment, as the sensations surged through me, I understood why lesbians don’t need a man. It felt so wonderful.
We kissed again and I licked my own juices from his face. He smiled as he slowly undressed me. When I was standing naked in front of him, I was overcome with doubts again. Would he find my body attractive? Were my breasts too small? Were my hips too wide? What had I done to my husband? It was hard to think with all the alcohol in my system. I had to think slowly, but I was so turned on as I undressed the man that had given me so much pleasure.
Roger already had his shirt off as I unbuckled his pants and pulled his zipper down. Bending as I went, I pulled everything down his legs at the same time. I was just at the right height as his cock sprang free and slapped me on the side of my face.
I looked at it in wonder. His cock wasn’t much longer than Peter’s, but it was so much thicker! It looked like something from one of Peter’s videos. Thick with hard veins and bulges on it, he was leaking a clear fluid from the tip. Without thinking—because I was beyond thinking—I tried to wrap my hand around it. The best I could do was to almost make my fingers meet as I pulled him to my mouth so I could taste that clear liquid. It was suddenly very important to me that I take him in my mouth. Nothing else mattered except to claim that large organ and to make it mine.
I licked up the clear drop and then licked and kissed his entire shaft as he moaned above me. When I glanced up at him, his eyes were closed. I was so happy that I could bring him so much gratification. Nothing was more important to me at that moment than to make Roger feel good. I was giving myself to him for his pleasure—my mouth, my body, anything he wanted, just so he’d look at me with desire…and so I could hear his moans. 
My fingers caressing his large balls, my mouth taking him in, he stopped me when I redoubled my efforts. “Erica, you’ll make me cum if you don’t stop,” he said.
“That’s okay, I want you to cum,” I told him, before taking him in my mouth again.
He moved me, and soon we were both lying on the bed. He kissed me and explored my body. “You’re so beautiful, Erica. So young and firm,” he said. “I’m going to make love to you. I’m going to fuck you. Do you want that, Erica? Do you want me to fuck you?” His hand was between my legs and caressing me, and he kissed me between his words.
“Y-yes…Roger…cum inside me.” I opened my legs as far as I could to invite him in, the condoms completely forgotten. I was inviting a strange man to make love to me in a room next to my husband’s. The wickedness threatened to overcome me; I was on the edge of orgasm as the fat head of Roger’s cock pushed against my engorged labia.
I felt every vein and knob of that wonderful cock as he pushed inside, spreading me open, conquering me, making me his. I wrapped my legs around his waist as he bottomed out inside me. The pleasure was indescribable, and added to the physical sensation was the sense of decadence, as a strange man fucked me. Just thinking that word, “stranger,” caused me to orgasm again. I heard a loud wailing sound, and realized it was coming from me.
I was still in spasm as Roger put me on my knees, my ass high in the air and my head flat on the bed. As he pushed inside me from the rear, I stared at the telephone and savored the different sensations caused by his heavy cock penetrating me from behind.
My husband’s room was next door, I thought again. We were banging the headboard of the bed against the wall between us. He could hear me being fucked! I should have been mortified, and part of me was, but a bigger part of me was aroused by the thought that Peter could hear me with another man. I wanted him to hear me; I wanted him to hear the pleasure I was being given. I moaned louder when the tingle in my pussy grew into a roaring burn. I wanted to orgasm again and, more than that, I wanted to feel Roger’s hot essence flood me, and make me his.
I dialed my husband’s cell phone number. When he answered, I put the phone on the bed and just left it there for Peter to hear. Roger was touching me in ways that no other man had ever done. “Roger! Oh, God, Roger. You’re touching me so deep inside…” I wasn’t faking anything. I could hear moaning emanating from the cell phone. I wanted to feel Roger’s scalding cum inside me—deep inside me. It was mine and I wanted it. “Cum inside me, Roger. Make me yours.”
Roger’s hand slid under my chin and pulled my head up, stretching my neck as he exploded. I smiled as I felt the rhythmic pumping of his oversized cock inside me.
As we collapsed together on the bed, I heard a faint sound from the cell phone. It was so faint that only someone who knew Peter’s voice as well as I did would have made it out. “Oh, Erica…” he sighed.
 
 



 
Chapter 7
 
Roger took me one more time that night. As I lay on my side, he pushed his thick member inside me. I was very wet but so swollen and tender that he took it easy on me. I welcomed him in, and as he slowly moved inside me he kissed my neck and shoulders, telling me all the while how beautiful and wonderful I was. I’d sobered enough that I discounted the words while enjoying the delightful sensations of being stretched around his oversized erection. We were quiet until the end when we both exploded in noisy orgasms. 
I told Roger how much I loved his cock, which was not like me at all, and Roger told me he was in love with my “cunt.” He used the word cunt! But I wasn’t offended; it seemed like just the perfect word to use. Another man loved my cunt! Having him use that word was almost enough to push me over the edge again.
We cuddled until I knew Roger was asleep, then I slipped out of bed to find my dress. I took my shoes and evening bag and snuck out the door.
I knocked as quietly as I could on Peter’s door. When there was no answer, I used the key he had given me. The room was lit by a small light in the bathroom, and I could just make out my husband’s form sitting at the end of the bed. His back was against the wall that separated our room from Roger’s. Both headboards were against the same wall!
I sat down on the bed next to Peter. “I’m sorry, honey. I’m really, really sorry. I never meant for that to happen. Are you going to divorce me?” I had been scared every second since Roger’s soft penis had fallen out of me.
“Erica,” Peter said. “Look at this.” He pulled the sheet down, but I couldn’t see. I turned on the light next to the bed to find that his chest, stomach, thighs, balls, everything, was covered in dried semen. His penis wasn’t entirely soft; it twitched from time to time. “I’ve never been so excited,” Peter said. “Hearing you with him, I lost track of how much I came…” He ran his hand through my hair. “You’re back with me. You didn’t stay with him. I’ve never loved you more, Erica.” 
We were both smiling as we kissed. I guess a girl can have it all, at least once…
After that, he had me strip. Marveling at my lack of pubic hair, he made me lay on the bed so he could examine me. I didn’t understand that at all. Why did he want to look at it? I was swollen and probably looked awful; I had been well used. I just hoped the sight and smell of me wouldn’t disgust him. I was shocked when he bent to kiss me there. “Easy honey,” I told him, which just made him even more enthusiastic. After a few minutes, the soreness faded, replaced with a warmth that grew into a small orgasm. It seemed to give my husband as much pleasure as it gave me. He’d reclaimed me, and now I was his again.
We held each other for a long time before Peter asked, “Are you going to sleep with him again?”
I was shocked by the question. Supporting myself with an elbow, I asked, “Do you want me to sleep with him again?”
“Yes. But only if I can watch.”
It wasn’t yet dawn when I slipped a note under Roger’s door with my telephone number. Peter watched, his erection straining against the hotel robe he wore.
We made love as the alarm sounded in Roger’s room, banging our headboard against his wall to help him remember the night. It was almost too much for my martini hangover but the excitement made up for the momentary pain.
 
 



 
Chapter 8
 
“Tell me everything, Erica,” Peter said. We were sitting at the kitchen table, both dressed in robes. We’d showered at the hotel and arrived home clean but hungry. “I want to know everything that happened, everything he did, everything you did.” He opened his robe and started stroking his erection.
I was suddenly embarrassed again. “I’m not sure I’ve got the words. You saw a lot in the bar and you heard even more, what do you want me to add?”
“The most important part,” he said. “What was it like for you? What were you thinking? How did it feel?”
“You’re asking the impossible, honey. I don’t know what to tell you. It felt good—really good,” I said.
“What did his cock look like?” he asked me.
“I don’t know, it was just a…you know…a cock.” I was lying through my teeth to protect my husband’s ego.
“Was it bigger than mine?” 
Now I was on treacherous ground. “It was about the same length. You know you’re perfect for me, don’t you?” I said.
“You’re evading the question. Was it bigger around?”
Evading was one thing, lying something else. I wouldn’t lie. “He was a little bigger around,” I admitted.
“How much bigger around?” The damn man wouldn’t let it go. What was it with men and the size of their dicks?
“A lot bigger around, Peter. Is that what you want to hear? He had a big, thick cock, and it felt incredible inside me.” I was pissed that he wouldn’t let it go. But Peter’s erection seemed to grow in response. 
“When we made love at the hotel, you seemed stretched. Like maybe you couldn’t feel me as well as before,” he said, pushing things even further.
I looked down at my plate, ashamed.
“You couldn’t feel me as well, could you?” he asked.
“Not as well,” I said, watching his erection throb. “Is that what you want to hear? That his prick was so thick he stretched me, ruined me? Maybe you want to hear that the only cocks that do it for me now are thick, fat ones?”
“Oh God, Erica.” Peter was bent over, his erection throbbing even more.
“My cunt’s all stretched now, Peter,” I said, using that awful word Peter had never heard me say before. As I said it, he exploded without touching himself. What sperm he had left dribbled down the side of his erection.
“Yes, Erica. God, yes.” I had excited him so much that he orgasmed without being touched. Not only did he cum, he’d already cum multiple times during the night. Until then, I’d been only dimly aware of the strength of his fantasy. The idea of being married to a hotwife was so powerful that Peter didn’t need other stimulation.
We held each other after that. I didn’t know what Peter was thinking—probably nothing, but my mind was racing. What did this mean? I’d just done a horrible, despicable thing. I’d cheated on my husband. And I’d not only cheated, I’d enjoyed it. I’d made sure he knew I enjoyed it. Was it cheating if he knew about it? Was it cheating if he approved and wanted it to happen again? As I mulled it over, the memory of what I’d done caused me to become sexually excited. If my husband wanted me to do it again, and it excited him so much that he ejaculated in my hand, maybe being a hotwife really was a win-win. But, what if he changed his mind? 
What if Peter decided he didn’t want me to be a hotwife, and he used it to divorce me? What if it ruined our marriage and he didn’t love me anymore? “Peter, what if we decided to try this lifestyle?” I asked.
“Do you want to?” He sounded so hopeful. His eyes were bright.
“Let’s say we try it and one of us decides that they don’t want to do it anymore. What happens?” I asked.
“We stop,” he answered.
“Just like that? What if you watch and decide you don’t like me anymore. What if you decide you don’t like this slutty woman?”
“I love you, Erica. I heard you last night and I didn’t fall out of love with you,” he said.
“Hearing and seeing aren’t the same. Besides, Roger was unique. We could meet some men who just didn’t do it for me, or who threatened you. What then?” I was getting worked up, overthinking things.
“We have to be completely honest and open with each other. If either one us says…I don’t know…‘Sasquatch,’ then we stop. Immediately,” he said.
“Sasquatch? Really?” I laughed. “That’s the word you want to use?” He’d broken through my anxiety.
“Yeah. Sasquatch. When was the last time you used it in a sentence?” he asked.
“I’ve never used it!” I couldn’t stop laughing. “But I might forget it, so if I say ‘big foot’ it’ll mean the same thing.”
“Okay, either one.”
“What if you can’t see me?”
“I’ll send you a text.”
“Next time I’ll take a picture for you,” I promised.
“You’re making me hard again…”
As I was getting up, Roger called.
“Hi, beautiful. I didn’t hear you leave this morning. I thought you were trying to dump me until I found your note,” he said.
“I wanted to make sure my husband was okay, that’s all.”
“Did you enjoy last night?” he asked.
“Yes.”
“Are you horny right now?”
I was laughing as I answered. “Right now I’m sore. You’re an animal, Roger.” When I looked at him, my husband’s eyes were open wide. He mouthed, Is that him? as he moved closer and tried to listen in on the conversation.
“Is that so? An animal? But are you horny?” he asked.
“Yes.” I held the cell phone away from my ear so Peter could hear what was said. “When will you be back in town?”
“I want to fuck you into another dimension, Erica,” he said.
“Ummm…that sounds good,” I said.
“Touch yourself,” he ordered. “Tell me if you’re wet right now.”
I looked at Peter as I spread my robe apart and pushed my finger between my folds. “I’m very wet,” I said. “And very sore.”
“Will you be able to wait three or four months before seeing me again? You’ll probably find some other guy to take care of your needs, but I’ll share you with him,” he said.
“You’re already sharing me with my husband,” I said, looking directly at Peter’s revived erection.
“Here’s what you’re going to do, Erica. When I’m back in three months we’re going to set up a date.”
“Okay, I’m with you so far.”
“And you’re going to bring your husband with you, so he can watch me fuck you senseless.” Peter was stroking his erection as he listened, stopping only to nod his head emphatically, yes.
“I will, Roger. I’ll be yours, but my husband will watch.” Peter’s hand was moving faster as I spoke. “He’ll have to watch you…um…fuck me.”
Before he hung up, Roger gave me the date of his next visit. We’d meet at the same hotel and I’d bring Peter with me. By the time the call ended I was so excited that I sat on my husband’s lap and forced his renewed erection pat my swollen lips. When I orgasmed, the combined pain and ecstasy caused me to blackout. 
I woke up in my husband’s arms, in our bed.
 
 



 
Chapter 9
 
A month later, while “researching” on the internet, Peter found out about a Bull near us. He was very excited as he ran to find me. “Erica, I found a Bull for us. You won’t believe how good he looks!” My husband was so excited he almost broke his erection as he skidded to a stop and thrust his laptop into my hands.
I had no idea what he was talking about until I looked at the picture on his screen. It showed a large black man posing without a shirt, his muscles standing out in stark relief, his skin shining black, and a large bulge in his jeans. Just looking at him made my mouth water, but I played it cool with my husband. I’d never been with a black man before, I’d never even talked to a black man for more than a couple of minutes. I knew the rumor that they had large penises and knew how to use them, but I dismissed that as urban legend.
When Peter set up a meeting with Tyrell for the two of us, I acted like I wasn’t sure about the whole thing. In truth, I wasn’t sure, but my curiosity was getting the better of me. It was just coffee, after all. What could happen? It wasn’t like we were going to do it in the coffee shop! And I did want to meet him. I wanted to see this man, I wanted to meet a real live Bull.
I had been so happy with Peter. I hadn’t been curious about other men, I hadn’t needed anyone else to satisfy me. Peter was my soul mate, he completed me—it was only his strange hotwife fantasy that opened this forbidden door, damn him! Until Roger, I hadn’t known what I was missing, and I could have gone the rest of my life not knowing and been perfectly happy. But now I knew. I’d taken a bite of the apple and I knew what sex could be like. Now I wanted to meet this man, I wanted to judge the size of that lump in his jeans, I wanted to talk to him.
I was quiet around Peter for the next few days. I was angry with him for putting me in this position, even as I became excited at the prospect of meeting this large black man with so many recommendations. I was surprised at first that women were rating Bulls, but the more I thought about it the more logical it became. How else were we to know? Tyrell’s ratings were off the charts; this was one popular guy.
Peter and Tyrell exchanged a series of emails, and Peter sent him a picture of me in my bathing suit—which made me very unhappy. I didn’t like being gawked at like a piece of meat! 
We finally agreed to meet at a coffee place in town. I made Peter carry my purse so Tyrell could recognize us (it seemed like mild punishment to me but my husband was sweating with discomfort). We were sitting with our coffee when Tyrell approached us. I saw him coming from a long way off.
He was hard to miss. I’d never felt sexual excitement just meeting a man, but I did with Tyrell. He was polite, shaking our hands and offering to get something for us before settling in to talk. Before Peter could ruin things, I asked him, “Are you as good as I’ve heard? Are you really big?” 
Peter turned to stare at me, but I kept my eyes locked on Tyrell’s face. He assured me that he was that big and, further, that he was as good as I’d heard he was. He had a look of quiet confidence, and that made me even more turned on. “I like a man who knows how to prepare a woman, a man who doesn’t just jump right in. Are you that kind of man?” I asked.
Peter was shocked silent, just looking from Tyrell to me and back again.
“A woman needs to enjoy the experience, and it’s my job to give her as much enjoyment as I can. Jumping right in is a selfish thing to do,” Tyrell said.
“Do you like eating pussy?” I asked. The word was uncomfortable for me to say, but I enjoyed the discomfort it caused the men. I was really putting both of them on the spot.
“I love eating pussy,” he said.
I stood up, told Peter to stay where he was, and took Tyrell around to the side of the building. I stood between two stinking dumpsters and told him to kiss me the way he’d kiss my pussy. I felt so brazen, so slutty. If my panties weren’t wet before, they were now. I watched as he leaned into me, his tongue running lightly over my lips and causing me to sigh. He licked the corners of my mouth as though he was licking my clitoris. He had me when he ran a wet fingertip over my lips and sucked my pretend clit into his mouth. When he moved on to kiss my throat, I moaned.
As I pushed him away, I let my hand brush the front of his pants. His erection was already impressive, and he wasn’t even completely hard! If he’d wanted he could have had me right there in that dirty alley. I would have pulled his jeans down, if he’d just asked me to.
When we returned to the table I simply told Peter that he’d do, and left my husband to make the arrangements. 
 
* * *
 
My husband took so long setting things up that I thought he’d changed his mind. “Bigfoot?” I asked.
“No, no Bigfoot. I’ll call him right now.” Peter picked up his cell phone as I left the room, but I could still hear him. My poor husband was so nervous, and simultaneously excited, that I felt pity for him. 
When I heard him end the call, I walked back into the room and knelt between his legs. Peter had a hard lump in his pants, and I stroked it as I looked up into his eyes. “So, what did he say?” I asked. I felt Peter spasm under my hand.
“We’re meeting him at a hotel on Friday,” he said softly.
“Do you still want to do it?” He had to be absolutely sure of what we were about to do. We had too much going for us to jeopardize it for a fling.
“Yes.”
“Do you want to see that big black Bull with your wife?” I asked him, wide-eyed. I didn’t realize at the time that I’d just said the one sentence that guaranteed his interest.
“Oh God, yes. Erica, I want to see him fuck you. I want to see you have the best sex of your life with him.” His cock was fully erect. A stain was forming on his pants near the head.
I fumbled with his belt until his erection popped free. He was so excited that sperm was already leaking from the tiny hole in the mushroom head. I licked it and continued to use my tongue on his shaft before looking up at him. “Are you sure you want to see me under a big black man like that?” I was pushing all his buttons without realizing it. I was trying to make sure he knew what was happening, giving him an opportunity to back out. Instead, I was urging him to orgasm without knowing I was doing it. His cock was throbbing against my lips. “He’ll put his black thingy inside me, Peter. I might never be your same wife after…” 
Peter ejaculated on my face, surprising us both.
After cleaning my face and his cock, I sat next to him and took his hand in mine. “I have a fantasy, too, honey. If we’re going to do this, we’re going to fulfill my fantasy at the same time.”
“Anything you want, Erica,” he said.
“Even if I tied you to a chair and made you watch?” I asked. Even though he’d just orgasmed, Peter’s cock twitched.
“Especially if you tie me to a chair,” he said, breathless, “and do unspeakable things in front of me.”
Well, well. I had a free pass. But I was still uncomfortable with the idea of cheating on my marriage, especially in front of my husband. I spent the afternoon deep in my own mind. What if we were ruining our relationship? What if our marriage never recovered? Why were we both excited about doing this? I understood Peter (he was a man, after all) and my experience was that men didn’t think about sex the same way women did. They always seemed surprised when there were consequences to something that felt so good in the moment. I considered it a woman’s job, if you will, to think about the unintended consequences, maybe because we were the ones who paid the price—in unwanted pregnancies, for instance.
I had been so excited by Tyrell’s kiss, by the promise of sex with him, that the memory of the two of us in that stinking alley sent a shiver down my spine. I was excited to see him again, even though my rational mind was yelling at me to stay away. When I walked into the living room later, Peter looked at me with such eagerness that my doubts were momentarily pushed aside. If he’d been a dog, his tongue would have been hanging out and his tail madly slapping the floor. He wanted this so much that I’d caught him squeezing the crotch of his pants.
“Peter, you have to promise that no matter what happens, you’ll still love me. Can you do that?” I took his hand in mine.
“Of course I’ll still love you, Erica,” he said, stroking my face.
I wasn’t convinced. He could say that now because it was something he thought he wanted. Just because he said it before anything happened didn’t mean he’d feel the same way the next morning. To be fair, the episode with Roger had made Peter a better lover…
I kept my fingers crossed as I prepared for my date with Tyrell.
 
 



 
Chapter 10
 
Peter picked a booth for me in the hotel’s lobby bar, then sat where he could see the door. Due to the location of my booth, I was hidden by a high divider from everyone except my husband. 
For the date, I chose a yellow summer dress and, as a surprise, no underwear. No bra, no panties, just the yellow dress. Peter had no idea what I’d done.
I studied myself in the mirror before leaving the bedroom at home. My breasts were firm enough to fill out the dress and only if there was a strong light shining behind me was it possible to see how naked I was. Peter told me how good I looked and, judging by his evident excitement, he was either telling the truth or just turned on by what was about to happen. I was excited, too. As the old saying goes, I felt like I could do the splits and slide across the floor.
My heart was hammering in my chest when my husband waved to someone behind me and stood up. I’d forgotten how large and handsome Tyrell was until he was sliding into the booth next to me. We made small talk for a few moments before I felt his hand on my thigh. He caressed me from knee to mid-thigh, pulling my yellow dress up so he could touch my bare skin. He left me covered in goosebumps as the sensation added to my excitement. I put my hand on his leg, but his erection was so big I found myself caressing it without meaning to. He was long and thick—much larger than my husband—and I explored the long rod running down the inside of his left thigh. My breathing sped up as my mind emptied of all other thoughts.
Beneath the table, my legs were spread and Tyrell’s hand cupped my pubic mound through the thin fabric of my dress. While he felt me up, he exchanged pleasantries with my husband. They talked as though nothing was happening. It took an act of will not to close my eyes and lose myself to the twin sensations of his hand caressing my pussy and his erection throbbing in my fingers.
I turned to Tyrell and said, “I want to fuck you…and I want you to know that Peter will watch but not interfere.” I bent to kiss him while Peter slid out of the booth with a surprised expression on his face. He moved to the bar to pay the bill.
“I have something I want to do,” I told Tyrell, and gave him our room number and key. “Please wait twenty minutes before coming up.” I was trying to keep my voice normal but I could hear my desire as I put my hand on his and pressed him hard against my breast.
Tyrell moved out of the booth and held his hand out to me. “I’ll just have one more drink before I come up,” he told my husband when he came back. Peter stared at him in confusion.
He tried to pry information from me as we rode the elevator alone, but all I did was smile. In our room, I told Peter what I had planned. It would give him what he wanted, and increase his pleasure, but he had to go along without question. I asked him to leave everything to me. 
I could see he had more questions but, in the end, he nodded and asked what he should do. After having him strip, I pulled the one chair in the room next to the bed and asked him to sit in it. Once Peter was comfortable, his legs spread and his erection at half-mast, I used soft rope from my bag to tie his legs to the chair and his wrists together. If anything went wrong Peter would find that the knots weren’t well tied and he’d be able to free himself—but I didn’t tell him that in advance.
Just as I finished, Tyrell knocked softly on the door. He took one look at my naked husband and ignored him for the remainder of the evening. 
As soon as I saw Tyrell, I started my fantasy. “Oh no! I was just married and my new husband will be back any minute. Are you going to fuck me before he gets here?” I asked, trying to act like a new bride on her wedding day.
Tyrell didn’t even blink. He went along with the fantasy immediately. “I’m going to fuck you blind, white girl. I’m going to ruin you for that white child you married.”
“Please don’t ruin me for my new husband,” I said. While I was still talking, Tyrell got my dress off me and on the floor. I stood in front of him, and my husband, completely naked.
Tyrell pulled off his t-shirt to expose his well-muscled chest. When he pulled off his pants, his large, black penis sprang into view. 
My breath caught in my throat. What I had to say next was the truth. “You’re much larger than my husband. You’ll stretch me. I’ll never be the same.” We could hear Peter groaning behind us; it almost sounded like he was sobbing. He’d seen it, too, and he knew I wasn’t acting.
“I’ve never seen a black one before,” I continued, as I knelt in front of Tyrell. “Please do whatever you’re going to do to me before I’m locked away forever.” My tongue was out, tasting the drop of liquid on the top of his mushroom head. I was amazed the head could be so white while his shaft was so black. I was suddenly aware of just how wet I was. I didn’t need to look to know I had a beaded string of juice hanging from my labia. Peter was clearly sobbing now.
As Tyrell put his hand on the back of my head and encouraged me to suck that oversized penis, my heart pumped in my chest. His cock (I wasn’t used to thinking in terms of cocks and pussies, but Tyrell definitely had a cock) tasted wonderful to me. As I sucked the head and used my hand to move the loose skin of his shaft, the word “cock” reverberated in my head. I was sucking a black cock and my husband was watching! I dared a quick glance at Peter and was rewarded by the sight of him jacking himself—while tears ran down his cheeks.
I wanted Tyrell inside me. I wanted to be fucked. I was greedy for his fat cock and I felt like a horrible slut, and somehow that made me want him even more. Keeping my lips on that wonderful cock, I reached between my legs. For just a second I thought I’d peed, but I was so wet that my natural lubrication had coated my thigh and was dripping to the hotel carpet. When my fingertip touched my clitoris, it sent sensations throughout my body. I began to hump my own finger. Without waiting, I spread out on the bed with my legs wide apart. My husband watched me from my left side as Tyrell bent to lick me.
“Please, Tyrell,” I said, tugging on his head. “Fuck me. I’m ready for you. I need you.” I went back into my fantasy for just a moment. “Your balls are so big. Are you going to pump all that sperm into me before my husband returns?”
“I’m going to fill up your slutty white cunt with my cream. I’m going to give you a black baby,” Tyrell said, playing along.
“Yes, do it,” Peter said. My husband was being driven insane.
It felt so good as he rubbed himself along my slick lips and over my clitoris. I yelped in surprise as he spread me and started to push inside. His cock was so swollen that it was painful when he spread me wide, and he was barely inside! Tyrell knew what he was doing as he held himself still and kissed me, giving me time to adjust before pulling part way out and pushing in further. I could sense Peter’s concern as I kissed Tyrell and felt every ridge of him moving inside me.
Every slow push brought him deeper inside. My kisses became frantic as he leisurely moved. My hands were on his hips, urging him to move faster and deeper as I heard some woman crying from a great distance: “Oh, yes…oh… Oh, God.” I knew I was the woman urging him on but I have no memory of making all that noise. As his movements sped up, the woman grew louder and more urgent, grunting with each stroke. I could feel my climax building, my muscles tightening, and then I was overwhelmed by an orgasm that didn’t seem to end. I became aware that my butt was entirely off the bed and my hips were humping against that wonderful cock. Tyrell held himself still as I did all the work. I didn’t know what was happening to Peter; my awareness was focused on the orgasm that overwhelmed me.
When I could finally open my eyes and look up at him, Tyrell was smiling. His erection was still hard inside me. I felt myself squeezing him as the woman in the distance moaned loudly. I urged him to roll over, to let me be on top, and in one movement he was on the bottom and I was sitting on him, his organ buried in me further than I thought possible. The pain was a distant memory now, and I squeezed his erection as hard as I could. I couldn’t squeeze much; he was so large he filled me completely. 
When Tyrell reached around to touch my rear entrance with his thumb, something nobody had ever done before, I found myself pushing his thumb inside. The feeling was so dirty, so erotic, that I started to climax again. His cock made me feel stuffed full while his thumb was buried in my behind. “I can feel my cock inside you, Erica,” he said, causing me to spasm against him. I wasn’t sure my orgasms would ever end. 
I don’t know how Tyrell kept himself from filling me, but his wonderful cock was still hard as I pulled myself off him and knelt on the bed to take him in my mouth. I knelt so my behind was facing my husband. He couldn’t see what I was doing with my mouth, but he could see what Tyrell had done to me.
Peter groaned loudly, “Oh God, Erica… You’re so stretched. You’re so wet.”
Tyrell tasted wonderful in my mouth, my juices tangy as I licked him clean. We stopped to watch as my husband’s cock exploded, sperm shooting to his chin in ejaculation after ejaculation.
“Please, Tyrell. In my mouth. I want to taste you,” I said, as I returned to the cock in front of me. I used my mouth and my hand to urge him to climax. I wasn’t surprised when he started to throb, and soon my mouth and throat were filled with one blast after the other. I swallowed as rapidly as I could, but there was so much. Sperm dripped from my lips. When I sat up, more of his semen dripped on my breasts.
I was filled with wonder that I could bring this much satisfaction to a man like Tyrell. I’d been able to satisfy a man who probably had hundreds of women ready to throw themselves under him, ready to give themselves to him for his pleasure. I was proud of myself as I turned to look at my husband, another man’s sperm coating my lips, chin, and breasts.
Peter was still holding his slowly deflating penis as he looked at me. For a moment I thought I’d gone too far, but then he smiled. “Kiss me, Erica.”
I felt Tyrell get off the bed behind me as I kissed my husband. The door opened and closed, and we were left alone.
 
 



 
Chapter 11
 
“I’ve made you a cuckold, Peter.” I was stroking his sticky cock, making him hard again. “I tied you up and made you watch a large black man fuck me.” I felt him harden in my hand. “I kissed you with his sperm on my lips.” He was fully hard as I squatted, my back to him, and pushed myself down on his hard shaft. “I wonder if I’ll be able to feel you now?” I asked, as his erection sank inside me. It had suddenly become important to have him take me and reclaim me.
“Christ, Erica. Can you feel me inside you?” he panted.
“No. His big cock stretched me, Peter. I can’t feel you anymore,” I said. My husband cried out and slammed into me. (Of course I felt him, and even had a small orgasm, but I’d never tell him—it would ruin his fantasy.)
That night Peter could not get enough of me. He wouldn’t let me shower until he’d gone down on me, something he never did before unless I was squeaky clean. I complained about being sore, telling him the absolute truth, but it only spurred him on and caused him to push inside me repeatedly. He wanted to look at me, he wanted to see how swollen and wet I was each time. I was embarrassed, but excited too.
Even after we were home, Peter wanted me. He wanted me when he could no longer achieve an erection. It didn’t matter, all he had to do was start talking about the evening and he felt ready again. Somehow, we’d found the magic elixir, but I didn’t want to be a permanent hotwife. What we’d done was enough. If we went further, I wasn’t sure our marriage would survive. 
I was only willing to do this to please my husband, for the sake of our marriage. But I was confused. I wanted to stop what we were doing, stop right now, while at the same time I also wanted to be under Tyrell again. Occasionally, the memory of Tyrell or Roger would intrude on my thoughts and I’d find myself sexually excited, and feeling guilty. I’d betrayed my husband with two different men and, even though I did it for him, it turned out to be for me. I was a slut! A whore! In those unexpected moments I beat myself up mentally and swore I’d never do anything like it again. No matter how much pleasure I’d had, I’d never cheat on my husband again.
As the time for my date with Roger drew close, Peter began pestering me, asking what I was going to wear, what I thought we’d do. Finally, I sat him down to talk.
“I don’t think we should do this,” I said. Peter looked so sad that I almost relented. “We’re taking a gamble with our marriage, honey. What if something goes wrong? We’ve been lucky so far but what if you…you know…fall out of love with me?” I was close to tears. “I love you so much, Peter. I love what we have together. I don’t need another man…” Even as the words left my mouth I knew I was lying. I’d never had sex like I had with Roger and Tyrell. I didn’t need another man…but, Lord, I wanted one!
 
 



 
Chapter 12
 
It was Monday and the date I didn’t intend to have was scheduled for Friday. Roger and I had even talked about being together all weekend, but I hadn’t mentioned any of that to Peter.
“Are you saying Sasquatch, Erica?” Peter asked. “Is it over? We’re not doing this ever again, we’re returning to what we were before, not because anything we’ve done has damaged our love or relationship, but because you’re frightened that, if we continue, we might damage our relationship. Do I have that right? Because I don’t understand. Help me understand your thinking.”
My poor husband was really trying. It was time to come clean. “I think it already has hurt our relationship, Peter. Here’s the problem: I enjoyed it. I did this for you, but I ended up with all the benefits.” I stroked his hand while I looked down. I needed to let him inside. He deserved to know what I was thinking. “I did these things because it was something you wanted, something that would satisfy a need for my husband. I didn’t do it for myself. Yet, I enjoyed it, Peter. I enjoyed it too much. I’ve scared myself, do you understand? We did it for you, not for me, but I got all the pleasure! If we’re doing it for me then I’m nothing but a slut, but if I’m doing it for you then I’m a loving, giving wife. At least in my mind,” I added.
“Hotwife,” Peter said, cutting right to the chase.
“I love you, honey. I’ll do anything for you, but I won’t have sex with other men for me. That just makes me a cheater and I don’t want to be a cheater, I won’t. Do you understand?” I was trying to make my feelings clear to him. It was a hard thing to do, since I didn’t really understand them myself.
“Erica, hold on a second. I want you to enjoy what we’re doing. Do you understand that?” he asked. I nodded my head, but I didn’t really understand it at all. “You have it backward, at least from my perspective,” he went on. “If you don’t enjoy it, if it’s not the best sex you’ve ever had, then I’m not interested. I want you to be the ‘slut,’ as you put it. I want the sex to be so good you lose yourself in it. I’ll know it’s perfect when you come home to me and your mind is still with your lover.”
He wanted me to be a slut? I tried to put myself in his place. “The more I enjoy Roger or Tyrell, the more you enjoy what I’m doing?” I asked. “I’m trying to understand.”
“Yes! That exactly it. If you don’t enjoy it then I don’t want us to continue. But if you are enjoying it, if they’re giving you the best fucking you’ve ever had, with one orgasm following another, then you’re giving me what I want.” His hand was on mine, our eyes boring into each other as he spoke. “Do you understand, Erica? It’s no good for me unless it’s wonderful for you.”
A light bulb went on in my head. I wasn’t cheating on my husband. We were together. It was just another way to make love and to be close to each other. In Peter’s eyes, I wasn’t doing it for myself, I was doing it for him! By having incredible sex I was, in turn, giving him incredible sex and making us closer.
There were so many potential flaws in Peter’s reasoning, so many things that could go wrong, but I could see how stopping now, saying Sasquatch, might do more damage to our relationship than having one more fling with Roger. I could always say “Sasquatch” on Monday.
“Roger wants me to spend the weekend with him. If I go, you might not be able to experience the entire time I’m with him. Do you still want me to have one more weekend with Roger?” I asked.
“Yes. Oh, God, yes, Erica. I’ll be with you Friday night, and if I miss part of the weekend I know you’ll tell me everything,” he said.
“I will, honey. I’ll tell you everything. You won’t miss anything,” I reassured him.
“I have a confession to make,” he said, and my heart sank. What had my husband done now? “I’ve been talking to Tyrell…” he began.
My heart rebounded to my throat. I couldn’t swallow. 
“He wants to see you again, Erica. He wants to be your Bull.”
It was difficult talking with my throat swollen. “What did you tell him?”
“I asked him what he meant, and he said he rather tell you himself.” My husband’s face had grown red. “Please talk to him, Erica. Whatever you decide is fine. It’s how it is. Whatever you tell me to do, I’ll do it.” Peter looked so sincere.
Friday afternoon, as I was laying out my things for the weekend with Roger, I called Tyrell. “My husband tells me you want to be my Bull,” I said.
“Do you know what it means to have me as your Bull, Erica?” he asked. His voice was so low. It seemed to start deep in his chest and rumble past his lips, landing deep inside my vagina.
I took several deep breaths before answering, each one causing my clitoris to vibrate. “No, not exactly,” I answered.
“It means that you would belong to me when you’re not with your husband. Your cunt would be mine, Erica,” he explained. I dropped the dress I was holding, and watched as it made a purple puddle on the floor.
“I don’t understand,” I said, but I did understand. I could feel myself becoming wetter. “What about my husband?”
“He’d still be allowed to make love with you. He’d even be able to sleep with you, when I’m not there.” My heart stopped. As I moved to sit down I could feel the wetness in my panties.
“How’s Peter feel about this?” I asked, though I knew the answer.
“He’s already given you to me, Erica. But the decision is yours to make. I know you have a date this weekend. Why don’t you talk to your husband and call me back?” I found myself sitting on the bed surrounded by clothing, holding a dead phone to my ear.
“Peter. Peter!” I yelled. My husband ran into the bedroom. “Do you know what he wants to do?”
“He wants to take over your love life,” Peter said.
“A little more than that, I think. And you knew about this?” 
Peter moved so that his arm was around me, stroking me. “Yes, I knew.”
“You’re okay with this?” I was shocked, trying to process everything I’d heard, trying to ignore the wild throb of my pussy. I stopped for a moment to concentrate on what was happening to me physically. Oh shit, I thought, oh shit! I started to orgasm without touching myself. Peter held me as I gasped for air. Another man would own me! He’d have ownership of my sex; I’d be spreading my legs for that huge, wonderful cock whenever he wanted me!
“What about Roger?” I asked.
“Go, have fun with Roger,” Peter said.
“What about Sasquatch?”
“It still works, honey. As soon as either of us says the word, Tyrell leaves,” Peter reassured me.
My mind was racing. What if he wouldn’t go? What if I became so addicted to him, not to mention that large appendage, that I couldn’t let go? “Where would you sleep when he’s here, honey? I don’t understand,” I asked. “Why did you agree to this?”
“I’d sleep in the spare room, or on the couch, or maybe on the floor of the bedroom. It would be up to Tyrell and you, I guess,” he said.
I pulled away enough so I could hold my husband’s face in my hands. I looked deep into his eyes. I was surprised by how bright and alert he seemed; it was not what I expected. He was giving away his wife, the woman he loved, and he looked so alive. “Is this what you want?” I asked incredulously.
“Yes. I love you, Erica, with all my being, but I’ve never loved you more than I do right this instant.” He looked so sure, so happy.
My hands trembled as I unfastened his pants and tried to push them down. I was shocked at the size and hardness of his erection—an erection that kept his pants from falling to the ground. Peter moaned as I touched him, trying to move him so his pants would fall. He was too stiff to easily move out of the way. When I finally succeeded, I discovered that the head of his cock was dripping pre-cum. He throbbed in my hand. “Is this what you wanted, Peter?” I asked him in wonder. “Is this what you wanted to happen?”
Peter squeezed his eyes shut. “Yes. Oh, God, yes.”
“You’ve been doing this so I’d become…someone else’s?” I asked. “Aren’t you afraid? Aren’t you…jealous?”
“Yes, to all those emotions and more!” He moved my hand so I could feel his racing heart. “It’s like the end of a scary movie. I want to yell to the girl on the screen not to enter the room, tell her that the madman’s in there, but I want to see her go in. I want to see what happens. Please, Erica, let me see what happens.”
In a very small voice, I asked him, “What if I fall in love with him? What if we fall out of love with each other, Peter?”
“Then maybe you and I weren’t meant to be.” He looked so sad at the thought, even though his cock was jumping and pre-cum running from the tip. This was wrong, I thought, and nothing good could come of this. Everything in me was aghast at the idea.
“Call Tyrell,” I said.
 
 



 
Chapter 13
 
We drove quietly to the hotel where Roger was staying, both of us lost in our own thoughts. Peter had his hand resting on my legs for much of the drive and I wanted him to pull my skirt up. I wanted him to touch me, to claim me, but he didn’t do it. It was as though he’d already surrendered his rights to my body. I knew it excited him, I could see his erection stretching the front of his pants, but it left me confused.
I was excited, too, of course—I was about to have sex with a wonderful, well-endowed lover—but I felt alone, somehow. Even though Peter was with me, and would be with me all evening, I still felt alone, craving a sense of belonging. After Peter parked the car, I turned to him and asked, “Are you sure? We can just go home and make love, honey.”
Peter didn’t answer. He slipped his hand under my skirt and touched my bare pussy. He smiled when I almost buckled from his touch. “You’re really turned on, aren’t you, Erica? I can tell,” he said, as he stroked my clit. I didn’t realize just how excited I was until his mere touch pushed me to the edge. I kissed him passionately as we sat in the car with his fingers pushed inside me. I was working up to an orgasm when Peter suddenly stopped and left me hanging, my sex on fire. “Let’s save it for Roger,” he said, and got out of the car.
I had trouble walking into the hotel lobby. My legs felt like rubber and all I wanted was for my husband to finish what he’d started. We took the elevator to Roger’s room and when he opened the door I felt Peter’s hand on the small of my back, pushing me forward. He didn’t intend for me to fall, but I did—right into Roger’s arms.
The touch of Roger’s lips on my own and the feel of his lengthening erection, combined with the foreplay in the car, caused an electric jolt to travel from my brain to my pussy and back again. My nerves were tingling and I suddenly wanted nothing more than that large cock inside me.
“Is this the one, Roger? The woman you’ve been telling us about?” 
Roger wasn’t alone. Three other men were standing in the large living room, all with drinks in their hands. Suddenly embarrassed, I turned to my husband, who took the opportunity to start unbuttoning my blouse. I realized he was in on it! He knew they’d be here and he was preparing his wife for them. I turned back, but not before Peter could pull my blouse apart and expose my naked breasts. Somehow, standing half undressed in front of a room full of men supercharged the erotic tension that was building inside me. I felt my pussy let go as my wetness ran out of me. I was going to be gangbanged!
The men gathered around me as Peter took a seat and Roger finished the job of stripping my blouse and skirt. I felt hands touching me, squeezing me. I lost the ability to think rationally, as my brain could only process the sensation of multiple hands touching every part of my body. Four men, counting Roger, three of them white businessmen, one a black man who didn’t seem to belong to the group. I didn’t watch them undress; I was too engrossed in Roger. I wanted him now, all my doubts forgotten. When his thick erection came into view I eased him to the edge of the bed and knelt between his legs, trying to take the swollen head of his cock in my mouth. I could feel cool air on my overheated pussy, but it did nothing to cool me down.
As I sucked and licked that magnificent cock, I felt hands on my breasts and, finally, between my legs. I moaned in appreciation, but I needed more. Strong hands lifted me, and I found myself spread out on the bed. A talented tongue spread my lower lips apart and sucked on my clit. A cock was in my mouth, but it wasn’t Roger’s, while another filled my left hand. Men were touching and squeezing my breasts, twisting my nipples and sending shockwaves up the length of my body.
Normally I’m not a fan of having my clit touched directly. I like to be touched on the left side, for some reason. Stroking and licking me on the left side caused the most pleasure, while touching me directly caused a sensation so strong it was almost painful. But not tonight. Tonight, I wanted to be touched, tonight I didn’t want finesse. I had four men (five, counting my husband) and I wanted to be taken by all of them. I wanted to be used any way they wanted to have me. I felt myself let loose again, flooding the mouth of the man between my legs. Any other time I would have been embarrassed, but not tonight. Tonight, I was showing them my need.
Next week I’d have a Bull—my husband had surrendered his rights to my body to a large black man—and tonight I was going to be gangfucked. I was incapable of thinking about anything else. Peter was smiling at me while he stroked his erection. I wondered if he’d want to fuck me, too. I wondered if he should, since he’d given me to other men. Did he still have the right? I wondered if he still loved me.
I came out of my thoughts to find Roger lining up to push inside me. He was smiling down at me as he suspended himself on his hands and knees. I could feel him stretching me as he pushed inside. His penis felt huge, and the walls of my vagina expanded to accommodate him. When I felt his balls swing against my ass, I lost it. I remember wrapping him in my arms and legs, suspending myself as I moved against him. I’m not sure if he was fucking me or if I was fucking him. Either way, it was amazing.
As I orgasmed the second time, I felt Roger swelling inside me, then the rhythmic throbbing as he shot his seed. I thought I could feel the hot splashes against my uterus, but that was probably my imagination. What I do know is that I screamed for him to fuck me, to cum inside me as my husband watched and urged Roger to fuck me even harder.
My next strong memory is of my husband kneeling between my legs. “Peter, what are you doing?” I gasped. I tried to close my legs and get out of bed, but he stopped me.
“I just want to look. Erica, you look wonderful,” he said.
“No, I’m dirty. Let me take a shower.” I held my hand over myself so he couldn’t see what a disgusting mess I was. I could feel how engorged I was, and my hand was instantly soaked. 
Peter was staring at me, his erection throbbing as he looked. “I want to taste you,” he insisted.
“No, that’s disgusting!” But even as I said it the thought of him licking my filthy pussy excited me. I knew that each of the men had used me, each had filled me with their…with their cum. I felt disgusting, humiliated, used, and excited, all at the same time. I opened my legs for my husband.
 
 



Chapter 14
 
We didn’t spend the weekend, one night was enough. I insisted that we go home, and Roger was gracious about it. 
Peter and I talked for hours the next week. I loved my husband, I was unsure about what we were doing. I wasn’t comfortable, but still I wanted to please him. I wanted to give him what he wanted, I just didn’t want to betray myself at the same time. For every hour we talked, I talked to myself for another day. I debated with myself, my need to please my husband argued with my desire to give myself to just one man, and both argued with the side of me that enjoyed what we were doing.
I had to be honest with myself, I loved the sex. I loved it too much argued my prudent side, you’re losing yourself, becoming a slut. You’re letting your pussy do your thinking, not your brain. But my dirty side argued that I loved it, I’d never been so sexually fulfilled, nobody was getting hurt, not really, Peter was acting like he was more in love with me than ever before, although he wouldn’t make love with me. He said I belonged to someone else now and he’d need permission. Just saying that to me made him hard.
I spent a lot of time on the internet looking up hotwife and cuckold, I knew what they meant. I even found a site selling cock cages, which upset me at first. They looked so medieval, like torture devices, until I watched videos of men wearing them as they watched their wives with other men.
I was getting a sense where Peter was going but I didn’t want to make that trip. At least a part of me didn’t want to, a part of me just wanted to be a normal wife with a loving husband who would make love with her. Another part of me, the slut, loved the idea of making my husband my cuckold … God, I was so confused.
Peter spied on me, he wanted to see me naked and I made it easy without seeming to. I left the door open when I showered and accidently let the towel slip to find my husband playing with his erection.
“Stop that,” I ordered. “That cock belongs to me now.” Peter instantly let his hands drop to his sides.
I spread my legs and started playing with myself, letting him see me masturbate. I’d never let him see me do that before, but the sight of his erection throbbing as he watched, unable to touch himself, was almost enough to push me over the edge.
“Lay on the bed, on your back,” I ordered.
Peter almost ran to the bed, laying on his back, his erection throbbing, his hands at his side. He had a silly grin on his face as I straddled him. I used my hands to spread myself wide and settled my pussy over his nose and mouth.
“Eat her, Peter,” I felt his mouth and tongue frantically licking and sucking me. He was so good, but I wanted to make him even better.
“Tyrell will be here soon, he’ll put his fat cock in me and I’ll love it. You might not even be able to watch,” Peter was going crazy, his erection was leaking, filling his belly button with his juices.
“I’ll have to do anything he says, so will you,” Peter was sucking so hard it felt like he was trying to suck an orgasm out of me.
“I may even have to put you in a cock cage,” I said. With a muffled cry Peter’s cock erupted, come landed on my back as I climaxed with him.
I was an emotional mess. My husband was turning into a cuckold, his urges had control of him. He loved me, I know he did and he was now dependent on me.
When Tyrell walked in the front door the next week, I was shocked into silence just looking at him. This incredibly handsome man, tall and strong, and so black his skin shone as though oiled. I’d been having second thoughts, but the sight of him made it impossible to remember what my doubts had been.
Peter greeted him submissively. “We’ve agreed, my wife and I, we want you to be her Bull,” he said. “Please be my wife’s Bull Tyrell, use her, make her your slut. She’ll do anything you ask.”
At first, I was so shocked I didn’t know what to say when Tyrell turned to me, a gentle smile on his lips as he bent to kiss me. The first touch of his mouth on mine, so like our first kiss in the alley behind the coffee shop, sent a jolt down my spine and between my legs. Without warning my tongue was tasting his lips, my mouth open to accept him inside. I don’t know how long we kissed, it might have been a minute or an hour, time lost all meaning as he took me.
His mouth almost touching mine, he asked, “Is it true, do you accept me as your Bull?”
“Yes,” anything if it meant his lips would touch me again.
“Do you accept that I have full rights to your body in every way?” I thought that meant he could have me whenever he wished, and my husband no longer could.
“Yes. You have full rights,” I didn’t wait, my wet finger traced his full lips.
He took me by the hand and led me toward the bedroom, he seemed to know where he was going without asking. “Peter, you can move some of your things out later,” he said. I caught a glimpse of my husband’s face in the hall mirror, he looked overcome with lust and wanting, he wanted this to happen! I didn’t understand it, but I was too into the moment to think about what was happening. I just went along.
Inside the bedroom we both heard Peter’s body as he slid down the length of the door and sat on the floor outside.
“Strip me, Erica. I need you to claim me,” Tyrell said. “Tell Peter what’s happening while you’re doing it.”
At first my mouth was too dry to talk, I choked on the first few words. “I’m unbuttoning his shirt, my hands are shaking, it’s hard to concentrate,” I said.
“His shirt is open, oh God honey. His chest is so hard, I can see his muscles shining. His skin is so black,” I was talking to Peter but also to myself. I wanted to remember every second.
“Honey, I’m sorry. I’m so excited,” I said.
“Don’t be sorry, Erica,” Tyrell said in a deep, soft voice. “Unless you are. Are you sorry, Erica? Are you sorry that you’re so excited?”
“No, I’m not sorry at all,” I said.
I unfastened Tyrell’s belt and loosened his pants before slowly pushing them down.
“I’m pushing his pants off, I’m going to see his beautiful black cock again,” we could both hear Peter lowering his own zipper outside the door.
“Am I making your cock hard, Peter?” I asked.
A strangled cry from the other side of the door, “Yes.”
“He’s so much bigger than you are Peter.” My hand was wrapped around Tyrell’s fat black cock. “He’s not even hard yet and he’s so much larger than you are. He’s going to stretch me, honey,” I said.
Peter could be heard sobbing on the far side of the door. “Do you want me to stop?” I asked the closed door. I was stroking Tyrell’s cock and I wasn’t sure I could stop.
“No, Erica, don’t stop. What are you doing now?” Peter asked, his voice sounded soaked with tears.
“I’m going to lick him. I’m going to try to put his fat cock in my mouth but he’s so big, I’m not sure …” I said as I began licking him like an ice cream cone. My mouth sounded loud in the tiny entryway to our bedroom. Without thought I slid the large mushroom head between my lips, my tongue swirled the head of his cock.
“Your wife is sucking my cock, Peter,” Tyrell said. We both heard a strangled sob from the other side of the door. “Do you want her to stop?” He asked.
“No, please don’t stop Erica,” he choked out.
I redoubled my efforts, enjoying the taste of his pre-come as it flooded my mouth, I heard myself moan. Outside the room I could hear my husband groaning and crying along with me, “Erica, oh God.”
Tyrell pulled me to my feet and had me stand, my legs wide apart, with my hands flat on the door. “Tell him what we’re doing,” Tyrell directed.
“My hands are on the door, honey. My legs are spread wide,” I said. “His fingers are in my … my pussy … his cock is … oh honey … his ccccock is … rubbing … oh honey,” I couldn’t talk anymore, my mind was too focused on his cock rubbing against me, spreading my moisture.
Tyrell pulled my hips up and back, spreading me open. “Oh … honey … he’s pushing … oh,” my head was hanging between my arms, all I could do was concentrate on the sensations.
“I’m inside her now … my cock is inside your beautiful wife, Peter … how are you feeling?” Tyrell asked.
“Oh honey … is he fucking you?” Peter sounded as though he was choking.
“Yes,” I don’t know how I got it out. “I’m sorry … I’m so sorry,” and I was sorry. I was cheating on my husband and he was being forced to listen. It wasn’t right, it wasn’t right at all. My mind stopped working as the first orgasm washed over me.
“Tell your husband what just happened,” Tyrell ordered.
“I … I came … I’m so sorry,” I said.
“What are you sorry for, Erica?” Tyrell asked loudly as he pounded into me.
“I’m sorry Peter … Peter had to hear that,” I was breathing too hard, I didn’t sound right.
“Peter?” Tyrell asked. “Are you sorry?”
“Oh … God. Erica, don’t stop. I’m so close,” my husband was gasping, and the sound of his excitement sent me off again. I was unable to stop as another orgasm surged through me to the sound of Peter exploding in the hall outside the door.
“He’s coming inside me!” I almost never used the word ‘coming’ for orgasm, it felt so dirty on my tongue, it felt even dirtier as Peter matched me.
“He’s coming inside you Erica. He’s coming inside my wife! His black balls are emptying inside you!” Peter was having another orgasm as he shouted.
 
****
 
I was laying on the bed, my legs spread, when Tyrell opened the door for Peter to come into the room. I didn’t have the strength to move, all I could do was lie still as I felt the mattress dip and my husband sat looking up at me from between my legs.
“How does it look to you, Peter?” Tyrell asked.
“She looks wonderful, Tyrell,” my husband answered.
“Is this what you wanted? Did you want to see your wife freshly fucked by another man?” Tyrell was rewarded by the sound of my husband groaning.
“Yes,” he said.
They left the room and I slept. Sometime later the door opened and again I felt the weight of someone sitting on the bed. “Tyrell is going to move his things in,” my husband said. “I’m putting my things in the spare room.”
I opened my eyes and peered at Peter. “I don’t want you to go. I love you Peter,” I told him.
“Are you saying the word?” he asked.
“Do you want me to say it?” It seemed important to me that he wanted me to say, ‘bigfoot’.
“No. We just had an incredible experience. I want to know what more we can have,” he said. I didn’t necessarily want to know, even as ‘she’ throbbed at the idea, I just wanted to make my husband happy.
“Does this make you happy, Peter?” I asked.
“Yes,” he answered.
“Okay,” and I closed my eyes and drifted off once more.
 



 
Chapter 15
 
It seemed like hours before I could work up the energy to shower and dress. I was confused at first by the changes in the bathroom. My husband’s shaving lotion and razor were gone, replaced by the unfamiliar. Much of my husband’s clothing was gone from the closet, this time replaced by articles much too large for him.
Tyrell was sitting at the dining room table with an empty place beside him. He smiled at me as I walked past him and into the kitchen…and stopped short when I saw my husband sitting alone at the table by the stove. “What are you doing in here, Peter? Why aren’t you sitting with Tyrell?” 
“Nobody sits with the Bull except his woman, and you’re his woman,” Peter answered.
I stared at him. “What did you say?” Then I felt Tyrell’s arm around me.
“Erica, come out and join me in the dining room. Peter’s happy to eat here. Aren’t you, Peter?” Tyrell wasn’t being threatening. He spoke as though he was just stating a fact. “Peter will bring your dinner to you.”
Peter smiled at both of us. “I’m very happy, Erica. Tyrell has promised me a special treat tonight or tomorrow.”
I didn’t want it to happen. I clenched my thighs together tightly to stop it. I frowned and tried to get angry, but I couldn’t, no matter what I did I could feel myself throbbing. The more I tried to control myself, the more I tightened my muscles to make the throbbing stop, the stronger they became. What had I done? I’d traded in a loving husband, a man who cared deeply for me, for a large cock! What was I thinking and why couldn’t I stop the feeling of anticipation coming from between my legs? It was a feeling far beyond a “tickle.” My pelvic muscles were in rhythmic spasm. Each squeeze sent a message to my brain. All I could think about for more than a second or two was the urge to rip my robe off and attack the tall black man next to me.
When Tyrell pulled me in and pushed his lips to mine in front of my husband, I moaned and wrapped myself around him. I didn’t want to, but my willpower deserted me. “Unless you say the word, Erica, you’re going to beg me to fuck you in front of your husband,” Tyrell said. “That’s the treat I promised your husband. He’d not only get to watch me fuck you, but hear you beg for my cock.” All I could do was moan.
“Tell me, honey.” Peter was sitting sideways in his chair wearing only a pair of boxers. His erection was sticking through the slit in the front, throbbing in front of me. “Tell him what you want more than anything.”
I opened my mouth to say “my husband,” but the words that came out were, “Please fuck me, Tyrell.” 
I tried to slap my hand over my mouth, but it was too late. My Bull’s head was in the way. I was ashamed and aroused at the same time—and mentally questioned my sanity. What had I done? I loved my husband. I only wanted him! But I was wrapping my body around Tyrell’s, and moaning into his mouth. “Oh, no. What…what—” 
I was trying to say, “What have I done?” Tyrell stripped off my robe and crushed my breast in his mammoth hand. His thigh pushed between my legs and against my pussy, spreading my lower lips as my robe fell to the floor. I moaned as my hips moved of their own accord, rubbing my clitoris against the hard muscles of his leg. Tyrell moved me so my back was pressed against his hard chest. His hand slid down to caress her. My loving husband was jacking himself, his eyes wide and his mouth hanging open as he watched me standing with my legs spread wide and another man’s hand touching the part of me that was meant for him alone. It was so dirty, all I could do was groan with need.
“Tell him what you want, Erica,” Tyrell whispered in my ear. “Tell him. Tell your husband. You’re humping my hand. We all know what you need, so tell him.”
“Forgive me, honey. I’m so sorry. I want you to fuck me, Tyrell!”
 
 



 
Chapter 16
 
I was on my hands and knees on the bed. My husband had pulled a chair so that he was looking at my right shoulder from about five or six feet away. It was later that I noticed his phone pointed at us. He was making a video of my debauchery, recording my shame.
I groaned as Tyrell touched my over-stimulated clitoris with the fat head of his cock. Each touch sent an electric pulse to my brain, and soon the only thing that mattered to me was the sensations he created. As he pushed inside me, the sensations changed. I wanted him inside, and without thought I was using my muscles to pull him further inside me. I wasn’t making a sound, I was just working my pelvic muscles as he stretched me—almost more than I could stand.
I was already swollen and, as he pushed further inside, my mouth opened in a long, loud groan of need. I wasn’t aware I’d done it at the time, I wasn’t aware of anything but that cock invading me, penetrating me, filling me. It was only when I watched Peter’s video much later that I heard myself. My eyes had rolled back in my head and Tyrell was pulling my head up by my hair. All I knew at the time was a sensation I’d never felt before, deep inside. I was being touched where I’d never been touched, and feeling that giant cock moving in and out of me set up small orgasms with each movement. Each small orgasm paved the way for something gigantic, a release I’d never felt before. When it struck, when that orgasm swept through me, I looked at my husband in time to see his cock explode. His white seed ejaculated high in the air.
I was bucking back at Tyrell, watching Peter explode, yelling my release, when I felt that wonderful cock begin to swell and pulse deep inside me. It wasn’t thrusting now; Tyrell held still as each powerful throb sent a warm flood inside my cunt. That disgusting word was in my head, but I was being disgusting, I was doing the unthinkable, so why shouldn’t I use that word?
My orgasm peaked as my body collapsed on the bed and my vision went black. I know from the video that my hips continued moving after I lost all awareness. Moments later, when I came to, Tyrell was still buried deep inside and I was still fucking him back.
Peter was covered in his own seed, his eyes wide and his mouth hanging open. He stared at me in amazement as he slowly stood and left the room, closing the door behind him. I wanted to run after him, I wanted to make it right somehow, but Tyrell held me down. “You’re mine now, Erica,” he whispered in my ear. “Don’t worry about Peter. He got what he wanted, and he’ll be back when he wants more.”
I walked on unsteady legs to the shower. The water had barely warmed when Tyrell pushed me inside and took me again. I wanted him, I wanted to taste him and I did—but I wanted my husband too.
When we were both clean I left Tyrell resting on the bed, his large black cock draped over his thigh, and made my way to the guest bedroom. Peter was sitting on the bed, his pupils wide and staring in shock. I held him in my arms as he began to shake. “I never…I didn’t think…” he began. He looked at me, his eyes wide. “You’ll never want me again. Not after that. I’ve lost you. I love you so much, Erica, and I’ve lost you. What have I done?”
“Sasquatch,” was all I said. I rose off the bed and gathered my robe around me. 
An hour later, Tyrell left. He was understanding about it and kissed me chastely. He even offered to come over again if I changed my mind. I thanked him and assured him that we wouldn’t be changing our minds—as wonderful as the experience had been.
 
 



 
Chapter 17
 
Peter was a changed man after that experience: a better lover and a more attentive husband. I was changed, too. I still wanted my husband to be happy, but I would no longer give up part of myself.
A year later, we ran into Roger while out for dinner. He joined us for dessert and I had to control myself. My pussy wanted to take him upstairs and I could feel her using all her tricks on me as my labia swelled (I became so wet I thought I’d had an accident). We talked and laughed and had far too many martinis before Roger looked at his watch and invited us up to his suite for “nightcaps.” 
Warning bells went off in my head, but Peter slid his arm around me and soon we were riding the elevator to the penthouse floor. When we walked into the spacious suite, there was a girl using the hot tub. She was a young woman, I mean—blonde, completely naked, and with massive boobs. 
I turned to my husband. I thought it was time to go, but instead I agreed to sit next to Roger on an elegant sofa while my husband sat across from us. The conversation continued as I held a fresh drink, feeling the effects with every sip. It didn’t surprise me when Roger turned my head and kissed me. His lips were so strong and wonderful, and his hand found its way under my top to play with my sensitive nipple. It all felt so good—his kiss, his finger, the smile on my husband’s face—that I didn’t protest when Roger gently pried my legs apart. 
Roger had always been good, but he’d gotten even better. His touch was electric. He was stroking my nipple (somehow my bra had come undone) and he was stroking my pussy while he held my head.
Wait a fucking minute, I thought. Roger didn’t have three hands! I pulled my lips away from his in shock and looked down. The blonde girl from the hot tub was between my thighs, smiling at me as she slid her fingers over my clitoris and into my hole. I looked at her in shock before turning to my husband. The room was swimming, but I could clearly see Peter’s face and his hand moving on his erection. This was exciting him, but he knew that I had no interest in other women. I’d never even been curious. I groaned in angry frustration; she knew what to touch as she used her tongue.
Roger was kissing me again as her tongue touched my pussy, licking my clit as a finger pushed inside me. She knew exactly what to do. Instinctually, my hips pushed my pussy into her face, and my brain screamed at me. I was breathing hard, looking into Roger’s eyes as the girl brought me to climax. I came faster than I ever had, flooding her mouth and screaming as my body released the tension I’d been holding in.
It seemed like no time passed before I was on my hands and knees on the huge penthouse bed and Roger was pushing his thick cock inside me. I love my husband, his cock is perfect for me, but I’d missed Roger. I’d missed his thickness, the way he stretched me, and I missed the excitement it gave Peter and the way he wanted me for weeks after.
Roger pulled my head up by my hair and I suddenly felt the same thrill I’d felt just minutes before. A talented tongue was working on my clit while Roger’s fat cock spread me wide. My neck was bent back by Roger’s fist in my hair, so I couldn’t see until my head was pushed down between soft, feminine thighs. My open mouth was touching another woman! I couldn’t help it—my mouth was open and my tongue was already out. I was licking her before I even knew what I was doing. 
My concentration had been focused on what Roger was doing to me, allowing for no thinking at all. Now I was licking another woman’s clitoris! She tasted clean, just slightly salty, and I felt the vibration of her moan as I licked her. I licked her again, her clit hard against the side of my tongue, and felt her do the same to me. It was like I was going down on myself! I was going down on myself as Roger fucked me! I started eating her with purpose, and everything I did she mirrored on me. I became wildly enthusiastic because I was the first woman in history to eat herself! 
I’d never felt sensations like these. Roger was pounding into me, my husband was sobbing just feet away (and, I presumed, jacked his own cock), and I was licking and sucking my own clitoris. I exploded in orgasm. I knew what a multiple orgasm was, but I’d never experienced it until that night. I don’t know how many times I peaked, and then peaked again, when Roger pushed a wet thumb in my ass.
I think the girl came along with me, but she was just a means to give myself pleasure by then. I was completely selfish, even as Peter splashed my hair and the girl’s thighs. We both felt Roger pumping his seed inside me. After he withdrew, leaving emptiness behind, somehow I knew that the girl was sucking him. This was so erotic, so dirty, that I buried my face in her pussy. I licked her juices as she licked Roger’s, and what dripped out of me.
We both orgasmed again, together. The men left the room, leaving us holding each other on the massive bed. She was so soft, and her breasts were so huge. It was so different from being with a man. I think we both felt comfortable, though the experience left me even more confused. Was I becoming a lesbian? I’d done it with another woman, I’d licked her and made her orgasm.
We wandered into the other room together and without a word climbed into the hot tub. Sometimes we held hands, sometimes we just enjoyed the soothing water.
“I’ll be back in about six months,” Roger said. “Linda usually travels with me.” 
Linda just smiled at him and nuzzled up to me in the hot tub. Peter smiled at all three of us.
 



 
Epilogue
 
Two Months Later
 
We were sitting in Dr. O’Malley’s office, we’d been referred to marriage counseling and Dr. O’Malley seemed to be an understanding, empathetic woman. Her manner put me at ease and I thought she could help us.
She turned her blue eyes to us and asked, “Thank you for coming, but your doctor didn’t give me much information. Would one of you please help me understand why he thinks you need my help?”
I turned to Peter, but he was studying her walls as though he was reading her degrees. It was up to me to begin.
“I love being married to Peter, that’s why I have such a hard time explaining what happened. We were so happy together before ‘it’ came up,” I began.
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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? 
 
 
Katie’s Awakening
 
Mack is an athletic, high-powered attorney with only one drawback: His penis is tiny. Very tiny. Women are drawn to him because he's a nice guy who never tries anything. Little do they know he's terrified to expose his weakness. Until Katie. She loves him despite his small size. Everything is going perfectly for the happy couple when fate throws a wrench in their wedding plans. Mack promised Katie that she had a free pass to sleep with her favorite actor, Brad Peterson, if she ever got the chance. When a chance meeting brings Brad and Katie together, Mack doesn't know what to do. After spending the night with Brad (and then several more) will Katie ever be satisfied with Mack again?
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Now married to Mack, Katie is still obsessed with actor Brad Peterson. She simply can't resist him. She had him once—Mack even watched them make love—but now she needs Brad again. She wants to be subservient to the dominating actor, to humiliate herself for him, and Mack, to his own humiliation, enjoys being turned into a cuckold! What will happen to his marriage once Brad is done with Katie this time? Can the husband become the dominant man that Katie craves?
 
 
I Bet My Hotwife…And Lost!
 
William committed professional suicide when he took his dead-end job. Overworked, underpaid, and forced to put up with his a-hole boss, all he could look forward to was drinking himself into oblivion. That was until he met Kristen. Bubbly and beautiful, she became the light in his darkness. No more lonely nights spent in dive bars and hooking up with strangers, he knew he'd found the one. She even shared his fetish for hotwifing. But as this loving couple give in to their darkest desires, can their marriage survive its ultimate test? Will's big black boss wants Kristen all to himself...and she won't say no!
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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!
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After a laboratory meltdown, Ryan is forced to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his wife Carrie, a woman just discovering her sexuality, four months is an eternity. Watching as they pleasure themselves through glass just isn’t enough! Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who gives her a professional Brazilian and an ace of spades tattoo, and Ryan discovers how much he loves to watch—and then participate!
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