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	THIS BOOK IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION.  Any resemblance to persons living or deal is accidental and pretty damned amazing. THIS WORK IS NOT MEANT FOR ANY PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18, OR OLDER DEPENDING ON YOUR STATE OR COUNTRY.

	 

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

	 

	CONSIDER THIS A TRIGGER WARNING: There is sex in this book, lots of it. If reading about people having sex with individuals to whom they are not married offends you, please don’t read any further. If lesbian sex is repugnant to you, please do not buy this book.

	 

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

	 


Chapter 1

	 

	Melanie was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen, and it was hard to believe we’d been married for as long as we had. After all this time, I loved her more than I had the day we’d married.

	We all have to play the hand we’re dealt in life. I was pretty much just an average guy, nothing special except I’ve been told I have a pleasant smile and an easy, comfortable way about me.

	But Melanie had been dealt a great hand, and I wasn’t always sure she knew it. My wife had the intelligence, the beauty, the charm, and the perfect body most women could only dream of having. To extend my metaphor, she’d been dealt a Royal Flush but somehow believed she was merely a pair of queens at best.

	Maybe it was because I’m addicted to porn. There. I’ve said it—specifically videos. I have hundreds of them saved on my computer, which is far more than I could possibly watch while jerking off. I even have them categorized to find the subject I want quickly. I’ve discovered I only like three or four videos in each category, which means I’m more interested in collecting videos and clips than I am in watching them. It’s as though I’m terrified of missing something outstanding, and while I’m keeping an eye out for that one video, I see others I want to have. It’s not unusual for me to find I have several copies of the same thing.

	That’s how I recognized Britany Kitty.

	Most people saw a good-looking woman with dark blonde hair pushing a grocery cart and carefully examining labels. What I saw was the finest porn actress of her generation.

	New Britany movies were becoming rare, and social media was full of rumors, especially when it leaked that she was only twenty-two. The logically minded thought she’d simply tired of the grind and retired or gotten married. The conspiracy-minded claimed she’d been kidnapped and was now a whore for some third-world prince. Each rumor was more scandalous than the last.

	Now I knew the truth. Britany was pushing a cart in my local grocery store. So, I did the only logical thing. I introduced myself.

	I mentioned my smile. It’s dangerous if the heat is turned up too high, so I approached her as a slightly befuddled, harmless, but good-looking guy. “Can you help me? I sound so stupid. I’m sorry for interrupting you,” I began.

	Britany looked up in surprise, a touch of fear on her face. When she saw me smiling but looking around the store as if lost, she took pity on me.

	“What do you need help finding?” God, her voice. It sounded even dirtier and full of promise in real life. It was as though she were saying, “Please fuck me, right now. I need you.”

	“I’ve been looking for those eggs. You know, not the regular eggs but the ones that are already boiled,” I paused and looked suitably stupid. “I can’t even boil my own eggs. Pretty pathetic, aren’t I?”

	Britany smiled and held perfect fingers over her mouth. It was the same ringless fingers I’d seen wrapped around enormous cocks, and now they were shielding her perfect lips. I’d seen those lips parted by hard cocks as she swallowed their cum. Her brilliant blue eyes seemed to smile at me, and I almost came when she offered me the same hand to shake.

	“My name’s Paul,” I said, cranking up the wattage on my smile and reluctantly releasing her hand. “I’m sorry to have bothered you.”

	“It’s fine,” she said. “This store is enormous, but I love shopping here.”

	I was afraid my erection would show.

	“I thought I saw a coffee place near the front,” I said.

	“Melanie,” she said introducing herself, and the rest is history.

	We dated without sex, and not from a lack of trying on my part. I wasn’t sure if Melanie wanted to take things further. I was beginning to think she could be secretly gay.

	Then one night, everything changed. We’d been in her apartment, kissing and fooling around for hours. I’d reached under Melanie’s light sweater and unsnapped her bra, an action that should have resulted in a warning from her. She’d usually whisper in my ear that tonight wasn’t the right time while she’d reattach her bra after letting me have a brief feel.

	Oh my God. Touching Melanie’s large, firm breasts would go straight from my hand to my cock. Lodging in my memory along the way.

	One night it was all different. As soon as I had Melanie’s bra unhooked, she drew back and looked at me with half-mast eyes, and large soft, bee-stung-looking lips. Her lips were wet, and her mouth hung open. I could see her tongue as she panted; my cock was so hard it made a visible tube in my pants.

	Finally, Melanie put her knees on the old couch and threw her body on me, leading with her lips and tongue. Her face was red and felt feverish to the touch. I gazed into her eyes for a very long time while I held her ridiculously perfect tit and played with her long, hard nipple. Her nipple grew even longer and harder between my fingers. I thought tonight was the night and reached under her stomach to unfasten her pants and pull down the zipper.

	Melanie moaned in my mouth, and her kisses came even faster. I slid my hand down the soft skin of her body, feeling the hard muscle of her stomach and onto her boiling pussy. Melanie touched my cock through my pants. It was almost too much, but I managed not to cum.

	Then she sat back and pulled my hand out of her panties, my fingers coated in her fabulous juices. She was panting harder, and her complexion was now blotchy from need.

	“I want you to fuck me,” she said, “I need you.” Her words nearly made me pass out.

	“Melanie. I think I love you,” I said, moving toward her. She stopped me with an outstretched hand.

	“But, I have to tell you something important.” I couldn’t imagine what would be more critical than getting naked. Melanie let me kiss her, but she held her earlier passion in check before gently pushing me away again.

	She took off her sweater and bra as I fixated on her breasts. They’d been in every dream since I’d first seen her act, and here they were. More perfect than I could have thought possible. She put every other woman on every website to shame.

	“Paul, you have to look at me,” Melanie said, laughing. “Up here, where my eyes are.”

	I looked at Melanie’s eyes and felt as though I could fall into them. Her iris were a brilliant shade of blue with tiny gold sparkles.

	“I made pornographic movies,” she said. Her words made no sense to me at first; all I could see were her perfect teardrop breasts and breathtaking blue eyes, and then all at once, it sunk in, and I had to be careful.

	“Did you just say you acted in porn?” I said.

	“Yes, and I know you’ve watched some of them. I thought you recognized me in the grocery store even though my hair wasn’t blonde,” Melanie said. Tension was making her voice shake, and I could tell she was scared. “My porn name is Britany Kitty. I’m sorry I didn’t confess sooner. I thought you knew, and then you didn’t say anything ... Look, I’m trying to put my life in order, and I don’t know what any of this means for us. You can leave if you want, although I really hope you don’t …”

	Melanie got no further before I was on her again. We kissed with all the passion and love I knew I felt for her.

	“You’re interested in me, right, Paul? This isn’t because you want to sleep with a porn actress, is it?”

	“I love you, Melanie,” I said truthfully. “I want to be with you always.”

	I was proposing marriage without knowing it. But, a week later, I did it again with a ring in hand.

	Melanie pulled my pants from my body and took my bobbing hard-on in her mouth. My future bride knew how to give a blow-job. As soon as her jeans were off, I returned the favor, plunging my face into her steaming wet pussy. When I finally penetrated her, the feeling was beyond words.

	By the time we were married, Melanie knew all about my hobby of collecting videos and clips. At first, she wanted to watch with me and was interested in my filing system.

	“Which category has the most?” Melanie asked me.

	“Well, I can only file what I can find,” I said, trying to evade the question.

	My wife smiled at me before saying, “Let me help you figure this out.” She took over my keyboard, and I watched helplessly as she counted the number of videos in each category.

	We’d been watching in bed, so as my naked wife sat hunched over, staring at the screen full of porn, I continued playing with her full, dangling breasts. Melanie smiled and occasionally closed her eyes to enjoy the sensations I was giving her, but mainly she focused on the screen.

	Then she sat up straight, stretched her back, and announced the results. “You have a lot of categories with just a few videos in each, such as this amateur woman wearing a mask being fucked wonderfully by a black man while her caged husband filmed. I want to watch it when I have more time. Anyway, it’s one of several smaller categories.”

	“However,” she went on to say. “There are a few categories with serious numbers.” I held my breath. “’Oldies,’ the category we usually watch together. You have many ‘Women Masturbating.’ You must really enjoy watching women getting themselves off.”

	My wife took a break to suck my cock into her mouth for a few moments before leaving my bobbing wet member to complete her report.

	“I put ‘cheating wives,’ ‘hotwife,’ ‘BBC,’ and ‘cuckolds’ together in one ‘hotwife’ category,” she said. I crawled between Melanie’s thighs, too turned on to wait for her to finish. Her pussy was as wet as I’d ever felt it. “Oh God, Paul. Wait, we need to talk about this.”

	“You like watching wives fucking other men in front of their husbands, and you have several videos or clips of me. You like watching video of your wife being fucked by some stud,” Melanie smiled at me as though she now knew my secret and kissed my cock lightly on the very tip. “Would you like to watch me masturbate in front of you? I’ll do it.” Melanie was silent for a long while, just playing with my erection before she looked back at me. “Paul, I’ll do anything for you; all he’d have to do is ask.”

	By this time, we were a typical American family living in the suburbs with two cars, one a tan-colored mini-van. We even had two children, twins—one of each sex. But my wife never got over her fear of being rejected or abandoned.

	Melanie had worked hard to keep in shape during her pregnancy and after the twins were born. She’d become such a fitness fanatic her stomach was tighter than it had ever been. Melanie was as slim now as she’d been when we’d married and looked even more desirable.

	Of course, Melanie had always been open about sex and willing to try anything I could think of doing. If I ran out of ideas, I could always count on her. It was just one of the reasons I loved her as much as I did.

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	“Would you wear a blonde wig and be Britany Kitty for me?” I asked.

	Melanie ran her hard nipples over my chest and licked my earlobe, “Yes.”

	“Would you wear your wig and pretend for other men … well.” I continued after gathering my nerve, “Pretend we aren’t together?”

	“What do you think the other man will be doing?” Melanie said, sitting on my cock. My breath caught as I felt the slick heat of her body surrounding me.

	“He’ll be trying to get you into bed with him. Hell, he may try to screw you right there in public,” I answered.

	Britany was gasping for breath. Then enunciating each word clearly, she said, “Paul … that … is …  so … hot.”

	“Hotwives and cuckolds have always turned me on,” I ran out of breath.

	“Did you know …” Melanie was having just as hard a time speaking as I was. “It’s my fantasy, too?”

	“Cheating on your husband?” I asked.

	Melanie stopped moving on my cock and looked at me. Her panting caused her breasts to wobble enchantingly. “It’s not cheating if my husband approves, is it?”

	“No, it’s not,” I started to fuck her from below. “When will your husband be home?”

	“Don’t worry about him; he’ll just watch,” Melanie fucked me even harder. “If I even let him. Sometimes he stands in the hall and jacks off.”

	“He’s sitting in the chair,” I said. “He wants to play with himself, but he’s wearing a cock cage. Will the cage hurt when his cock tries to grow?”

	“Yes,” I felt a flood of Melanie’s lubrication on my balls. “He’ll beg me to unlock him, and he’ll promise to do anything I say. Last time I made him eat me and suck another man’s cum out of my cunt.”

	I rolled Melanie on her back and held her legs over my shoulders so I could fuck her as deeply as possible. “Do you ever let him fuck you?”

	“No, but still, I love him with everything I have,” she was looking deep into my eyes. “But, my cunt’s reserved for men with big cocks. Real men who take what they want from me.”

	I groaned long and hard. I’d never heard a woman refer to her pussy as her cunt. The sound rattled around in my brain. “I love you, Melanie. I’ll wear a cock cage for you, and you can fuck any guy you want.”

	Melanie held me tight. “Oh, honey … I’m cumming … Oh God ...”  I could feel her pussy rhythmically contracting intensely, and then she was fucking me even harder. “Say it again … make me cum again.”

	She had three long hard orgasms before we were done. An hour later, she was ready to go again after making me promise to love her, wear a cage and let her fuck any guy she wanted.

	“Honey?” Melanie came out of the bathroom naked and sat down beside me in bed. We’d been married long enough that the sight of my wife without clothing no longer left me speechless, but still, I felt my cock thickening.

	“I’ve been thinking, and now would be a bad time to make jokes about women thinking.”

	I bit my tongue.

	“Porn isn’t exactly what you think it is,” she began. “For one thing, it’s damn hard work for me to maneuver into those positions and look like I’m having fun. I had to exercise like crazy and do yoga stretches, otherwise I’d have pulled something.”

	Melanie paused, thinking. “What you see as one continuous scene is almost always made up of shorter, individual scenes. So, just as we’d get going, we’d stop to reposition the cameras or something. There were ‘fluffers’ for guys who weren’t on viagra, although I think most use vibrators now. The fluffers were women who sucked cocks between shots to make sure they stayed hard. We used a ridiculous amount of lubrication. What looked like excitement usually came out of a bottle.”

	“If the guys had someone to suck their dicks, what did the women have?” I was interested now.

	“Some of the women just relied on lube and their acting ability. Some used their fingers or one of the vibrators that were lying around. A few used each other,” she looked at me out of the corner of her eye when she said they used each other.

	I rubbed my hard cock against her thigh. “What did you use?”

	“I’ve used them all, dearest.” She smiled at me. “Even the other actresses. I like pussy, don’t you?”

	I sucked her clitoris into my mouth, moaning at the taste of her aroused pussy. “But, what I miss is having all those cocks available. I love you, baby, but you said you’d get off watching another guy fuck me, and I miss giving it out to two or three guys a day.”

	“Only two or three?”

	“In the morning,” she said flatly. “I think we should play some games to make things more interesting.”

	“Are you proposing that I should act like a guy you’re fucking in front of your husband? Maybe even the husband who is forced to watch his beautiful wife fucked by a man with a monster cock?” I said, panting at the idea.

	I wasn’t the only breathless person. Melanie was rubbing her clitoris in hard circles. “Maybe we could even go out and play like I’m picking out the guy I want to fuck.”

	“I could point out guys for you, too.” Melanie looked excited at the idea.

	The package wasn’t much to look at on the outside, but inside was a sturdy steel cock cage. I hardened just looking at it as my wife smiled at me. “Happy Anniversary,” she said, tiny worry lines appearing on her forehead.

	“Can we try it now?” I asked as I examined it. After making sure my cock was flaccid, it took only a minute for an experienced Melanie to cage me. The tiny worry lines disappeared from her forehead.

	“Is it suppose to be this tight?” I asked.

	“Let me tell you about cock cages,” Melanie began. “We’re just going to play around with it for fun, but if you were wearing it permanently, things would happen to your cock. Things you might not want to hear about.”

	“Things such as what?”

	“You might lose the ability to have a full erection, even when the cage is removed. Also, if this were permanent, I’d put you into progressively smaller cages.”

	“Why?” I was playing with the cage as my cock tried in vain to get hard.

	“Your cock would shrink to fit the new cage. Do you want to know what you’d be wearing after a year or two?”

	Being caged was exciting to me. Talk of permanently changing my dick caused it to swell to the limits of the cage. I bent in half from the pressure when Melanie slipped out of her clothes and stroked her clitoris. At the same time, she showed me an ad for a tiny, one-inch cage.

	“I could never fit into something so small,” I said as Melanie held the vibrating ball of her Hitachi to the end of my cage.

	“Oh shit, Melanie. Not fair.”

	My wife simply smiled at me and slipped the key to the cage’s lock onto a chain hung around her neck. “You have to earn your way out of the cage,” she said. “By eating my cunt until I cum.”

	A fine thing, I thought and ate her as well as I ever had. I loved the feel of her soft flesh on my face and the flavor of her pussy when she came. Somehow knowing I wouldn’t be fucking her made me slow down and enjoy more what I was doing for her.

	“Well,” she joked after calming down. “You’ll get better.”

	Melanie was wearing her blonde wig and holding the cock cage in her right hand when I came home from work on Friday. “Have you met Britany?” she asked.

	She looked completely different with the expensive wig in place. The pitch of her voice had risen from her usual mezzo-soprano to a true soprano. She wasn’t even aware of the change. It was as though I were married to two different women.

	“Husbands don’t get laid, but wives do,” she said, pushing her breasts against my starched shirt. My wife’s brilliant blue eyes were fixed on mine as she unfastened my belt.

	Britany looked at my erection in disgust. “You can’t think this would be enough cock for me.”

	I felt my cock leak pre-cum from the humiliation.

	Watching my wife, the woman I loved with all my soul, transform into Britany Kitty was by turns erotic and frightening. I was already resenting the men she’d meet. 

	“Remember, we can’t look like we’re together,” Britany said on the drive deeper into the city. Her skirt ended midway between her knees and her pussy, and she’d pulled it higher.

	“How about if we sit together, but I’m your useless husband?” I asked.

	“With the cage on, you are useless,” she teased me by pulling her skirt up enough for me to see her bald slit.

	“How about him?” I said, nodding toward a tall white guy.

	“What about him?” My wife asked. She was in full-on Britany mode.

	“I’ll make a deal with you,” I said. “I’ll give you something valuable for every man you get hard.”

	“Valuable?”

	“I’ll come up with something good,” I said.

	“What do I get if I make them cum?” Britany was looking away from me toward the crowd as if we didn’t even know each other.

	“Just about anything.”

	“What if he makes me cum?” Britany was smiling broadly, and a moment later I saw why as a tall, good-looking black man took her hand and pulled her into the mass of humanity.

	I tried to look bored while peering into the mob, hoping to see her. I thought I saw her blonde head a few times, but the lights were dim, and there were many blonde women.

	I jumped when a hand landed heavily on my shoulder. “I’ve got to have something to drink,” Britany said. “Feel my knee, no the inside.”

	My hand came away wet.

	“Lick it, cuckold,” she ordered, unsmiling.

	I could smell my wife’s pussy before my tongue touched my palm. I smiled up at her and tried to go back for more.

	“You owe me for three hard-ons, two male orgasms, and of course, for my cum.” Britany pushed her pussy into my shoulder and rocked as though moving to the music. When the tall black man came back for her, my shirt was soaked through where she’d been touching it.

	“He has a really nice cock, doesn’t he, honey?” Britany asked me as though we were girlfriends. “I think I’d like to fuck him.”

	Britany was rubbing my cage and exchanging looks with him in the crowd. Jealousy flared into anger while my cock throbbed in its cage. “Don’t worry, babe. After a while, your cock won’t even try to get hard. Tell me the truth, would you like to see him pound your little wife’s pink wet cunt?”

	They danced again, this time where I could see them acting like a couple on a date. Britany and Randy talked, flirted, laughed together, and came close to fucking without taking their clothes off.

	“Don’t worry about him,” my wife said when he joined her in our booth. She pointed directly at me. “My husband can only watch me with other guys.”

	Then turning to Randy, my wife made sure I could see her rubbing the lump in his pants. “You’re cock is so big. Do you have a condom?” She had to lean close to his mouth to hear his answer before saying. “He can’t even if he wanted to, and I’d like to see you again.”

	By the time we were home, Britany’s pussy was a mushy turned-on mess. She added up the number of erections she’d caused, as well as the two men who came in their pants while rubbing against her body. Only Randy had fingered her pussy, but she’d orgasmed twice with him.

	I thought my cock would spring to life as soon as the cage was off, but it didn’t. My wife smiled knowingly and stroked my semi-hard little prick. “Imagine what you’d be like after a year or two. Maybe you’d still want to fuck me, but your cock would be tiny and useless.”

	I couldn’t think of anything better. Then I got hard.

	 


Chapter 3

	 

	Turning thirty counts as a major life event, as does any birthday ending in zero. To celebrate, I’d given Melanie diamond earrings and taken her to eat at the premier restaurant in town.

	The Roasted Pig was much better than its name implies. I’d made the reservation almost a year in advance and still had been placed on the wait-list. When my name reached the top only a week before Melanie’s birthday, she was ecstatic. Nobody she knew had eaten at the world-famous and very expensive, Pig.

	“You must really love me,” she almost shouted, her arms around my neck and her Melanie hair in my face. “You are getting so lucky on my birthday.” She paused for a moment before saying, “Unless someone else gets to me first.”

	She was teasing, but the effect on me was immediate. “I’m saved up, my balls are blue, and my cock is aching hard for you.

	“In that case, I’m going to give you a special present,” Melanie had a kinkier mind than I did.

	“Are you going to surprise me?” I asked, already feeling a thickening in my cock.

	“Have you ever had anal sex, baby?”

	“You’re killing me here,” I said. “Am I going out with Melanie or Britany?”

	My wife had laughed me off and went to tell her friends about reservations at the Pig.

	Dinner with Britany was fabulous. She’d chosen a short white skirt to wear. A skirt so thin and tight the line of her slit was visible. Combined with a purple low-cut top and her blonde wig, she looked fantastic.

	We ate and drank for more than three hours. Our meal consisted of seven courses which meant seven different types of wine; because a new wine had been selected to complement each course. We talked and flirted over our meal in the darkened restaurant, each of us knowing what would follow.

	Since we’d eaten at the Pig, we were invited to stop for one more drink at the Open Door Dance Club next to the restaurant. Inside, we were escorted directly to a tiny table. Nothing was too good for the patrons of the Pig.

	“Paul, I’m so wet I think I can smell my pussy,” the musicians were on a break as Britany spoke, so the noise level was tolerable. “I don’t want you to take what I’m about to say the wrong way.”

	“Now I’m curious,” I slurred half in the bag.

	“If you take it the wrong way, you might divorce me,” Melanie looked concerned and drunk.

	“I haven’t been with,” she began. “Oh shit, I’ll just say it, and you can leave me if you want.”

	I held her close in the tiny booth. I could feel her hot breath on my throat.

	“I haven’t been with another man for a very long time. Paul, I’ve never gone this long with just one …” Britany looked around as if to make sure no other person could overhear her shout in a loud whisper. “Cock to fuck me.”

	My wife held a drunken finger over her lips as if telling me not to be so loud before she continued. “I love you, but I’m really, extra horny, and I want someone new to do me. Not to take your place or even for me to get to know. I’m just ready to fuck someone new.”

	The barmaid stopped to say, “You and me both, sister.”

	I put my hand on Britany’s thigh, and she spread her legs until I touched her soaked, open pussy, and she moaned loudly. “Were you serious about letting me fuck another guy?” Her hot breath on my throat caused all my muscles to tighten in anticipation. It was as if her fingers were wrapped around my shaft, and her tongue was teasing the head of my prick. Britany’s voice always sounded near orgasmic, but now her words promised pleasure beyond imagining.

	“Do you have someone picked out?” I asked. My throat felt tight, and my voice sounded squeaky with tension—perspiration covered my face.

	“Remember Randy, the guy who finger fucked me in public?” I’d thought of little else but the sight of Randy’s thick black fingers teasing my wife’s clitoris.

	“Yes,” I said. Even more drunk than sober, I’d guessed what would come next.

	“He’s here,” Britany paused a beat before adding, “With some friends.”

	I was sitting still, trying not to see double, as my wife disappeared with Randy into a dark corner. I saw them well enough to know they held each other tight and rubbed their bodies together regardless of the music. I’d had several more drinks by the time Britany came back. She was looking dazed as if she didn’t know me.

	“I made Randy hard, baby.” Her face was flushed red, and she hadn’t fully recovered from being with him. “I undid his pants and played with his thick cock while we danced. It’s so big and black.”

	“Did he finger fuck you again?” I might have asked. Drunk as I was, I still felt the pain of jealousy and the joy that goes with an erection watching Randy leave the bar without my wife.

	“He made me almost cum. Paul, I told him I’d go with him. You’re not mad, are you?” Without letting me speak, she continued. “He’s a cop, did you know? He’s in charge of these other guys. Oh, right, you didn’t meet them. I asked him to arrest me, even put me in handcuffs and take me to his jail.”

	I might as well have been sitting alone. My wife stared toward the front door, hoping he’d come back for her. Her white dress was so damp and transparent I could clearly see her nipples.

	“I have to pee,” she announced and was gone again. On her way back, while walking past the bar and looking much improved, a loudmouth shouted, “Hey guys, it’s Britany Kitty.”

	Melanie did a classic double-take. Too late, she thought to look around as though the guys weren’t talking about her. By then, the loudmouth was in front of her. “Hey, Britany. How about an autograph?”

	“How about you show us your tits? They looked outstanding in the video clips with ‘The Hammer,’” his friend added.

	“Yeah, you took him everywhere, and his cock was huge,” the first guy said loud enough to be heard on the street.

	I tried to get between them and my wife, but they elbowed me aside. “Out of the way, old man.”

	Melanie’s face was bright red when she said, “Please leave my husband alone, guys. Just let us get out of here, and I’ll give you some autographs.”

	“No deal,” a big guy said. Why is it always the big guy? “We want to see your tits, too. We saw you with the ‘The Mighty Hammer’; it was like you loved what he did to you and wanted more. You weren’t just acting turned on—you were turned on. We could see cream running down your thighs while you were swallowing his entire dick.”

	“I heard Hammer’s dick was like a foot long.”

	“Did you see how thick he was? And our girl took him.”

	Britany agreed to sign a small stack of bar napkins as they blocked the door. But autographs weren't enough; they wanted to see my wife’s breasts. She asked me to reach under her top from the back and hold her steady. Then smiling at the guys, she slowly pulled up her top and allowed her heavy breasts to drop into view.

	The guys went crazy, and the air of menace grew thicker. I wouldn’t have been surprised if they’d put my wife on the top of the bar and took turns fucking her. I wasn’t scared exactly, but I was sobering quickly, and my cock was throbbing as I pictured what could happen.

	Britany started walking toward the door, brushing past guys even as they ran their hands over her body. I followed her, and to my amazement, they let us go. It wasn’t until we were through the crowd that I saw why. Randy, along with three other plainclothes cops, were pushing guys out of the way for us. 

	Britany’s top had been tugged on by so many guys it was pulled out of shape, and her tits hung out. Randy put his arm around her, and my wife molded herself to him as the other cops blocked me and everybody else from following.

	“I’m her husband,” I protested.

	“We don’t give a shit,” was the answer. “Go wait in your car.”

	I sat quietly in the driver’s seat. I hadn’t wanted to wait in the car; I wanted to see what would happen. Eventually, I was escorted out and threatened with arrest for creating the incident in the bar and driving while drunk.

	My wife opened the passenger side door and got in more than an hour later, without looking at me. She sat in a small ball, hugging the car door, and refused to talk on the way home. Nor would she talk after climbing into bed wearing an unseasonably long nightgown covering her entire body.

	Too much had happened, and I couldn’t sleep. In my head, I replayed the scene in the bar. Now, I’d seen my wife naked almost every day, but seeing her flash those guys made me realize just how sexy and appealing my wife actually was.

	They’d loved looking at her tits. The same tits I’d seen every day, and my cock had been so hard it felt like a steel rod. My wife had looked ready to be fucked, just as she looked in her movies.

	Despite having seen her in movies and clips, and all our years living together, it finally hit me that Britany Kitty was my wife. The realization struck me hard. I’d already seen my wife fuck by other men, and although I knew she’d been an actor, and she’d only been acting as though she loved being fucked.

	Britany had been a lot more vocal on screen than she’d ever been with me. My dick was fully erect again, and I rolled away from my wife to stroke myself thinking about what had happened when she’d gone with Randy.

	I watched two Britany Kitty videos before Melanie was up the following day, despite my blinding hangover. I knew my wife had been a pornstar, but, strangely it took the incident in the bar for me to really see that Melanie and Britany were the same woman. The second clip was still playing when I heard her come up behind me.

	“I feel terrible, honey,” she sniffled. My wife may have just turned thirty, but she still looked like a hot babysitter with the libido of a randy hooker.

	I needed to handle this carefully. Melanie was still wearing her long nightgown, and it was apparent she’d been crying. Her handkerchief was soaked through, and her face was red and blotchy.

	“Honey, if it’s about my collection on the computer … “ I began.

	“It’s not; I don’t care about your collection,” Melanie sniffled. “Although, I guess I do care about a couple of them.”

	“I’ll delete them,” I had my arms around her, and her head rested on my chest.

	“No, you won’t delete them,” she said. “I’m in them.”

	I held her closer and said something useless like, “Don’t worry, it’ll be okay,” or “There, there.” I wished I’d thought to take pictures the night before.

	As I held her, my mind wandered. I was married to a real-life pornstar, and I’d been satisfying her for years. We even had children together.

	In a small voice she said, “Honey? I was in a lot of movies. I was fucked by a lot of men.”

	I examined Melanie’s face, but she looked the same as she always had, like my wife. But my wife was a well-known pornstar.

	We moved back to the bedroom, and Melanie finally stopped crying as I held her. “I’ll tell you how I’m feeling,” Melanie sat up and hugged her knees while she looked at the picture on the wall at the foot of our bed. “I think our relationship has changed, maybe forever,” she sniffled. “I watched your face while I flashed those guys in the bar. I saw the shock in your eyes, and then this morning, you were watching me in those movies. You were watching scenes of me being fucked, like you didn’t recognize them as work. All you saw was your wife with her legs spread, cumming for other men.”

	Melanie sat up straighter and laid her legs flat on the bed, stretched out in front of her. She caressed her thighs for a minute before turning to me.

	“I feel as though you’re rejecting me, Paul.” She sniffled, and her eyes grew red with tears. “You’re just now realizing your wife fucked for money.”

	 


Chapter 4

	 

	Melanie slid out of bed without a word and almost ran into our walk-in closet. I quickly followed her.

	“I’m not rejecting you,” I said, perhaps a little too loudly. “I would never do that.”

	“Paul, I don’t need this shit,” my usually even-tempered wife was so angry she was spitting as she talked. “I can go anywhere and be … and be. Oh, fuck, I don’t know … scorned. I don’t need it from my fucking husband.”

	I couldn’t help smiling.

	“Don’t fucking smile at me, you bastard.” Which just made me snicker.

	“What is wrong with you?” Melanie had removed her gown and stood naked with her fists on her hips, her legs parted.

	I broke into a full-throated laugh. At first, Melanie glared at me as though she were preparing to attack, which just made me laugh even harder. Melanie’s glare softened; she tried to stay angry, but soon she was laughing along with me.

	“Why are we laughing?” she finally managed to ask.

	“We’re laughing because I love you so much, and watching you fucked on those videos made my cock harder than I thought possible,” I lowered my pajama bottoms for her to see my erection pointing at her. “I love watching Britany Kitty.”

	Melanie had turned serious again. “Why?” she asked, testing me. I guess she was afraid I’d start treating her like a pornstar. “Tell me why you love watching Britany Kitty?”

	I knew what to say. “I love Britany because she’s part of my wife. She’s the part who's willing to fuck other men and wants me to watch. But, unlike every other actress, she’s my wife, and she comes home to me.”

	“Don’t you feel jealous watching those movies? How about last night? You had to feel something when I flashed those guys.”

	“You bet, I was jealous as hell, especially when you came so hard with the Hammer your entire body shook. I’ll never be able to give you so much pleasure by myself, but I want it for you. Because you are my wife, and you love me,” I tried to explain. “Last night was such a surprise, but I want to see you do it again.”

	My wife looked confused but no longer angry as I followed her to the kitchen for coffee. “Let me get this straight,” she began. “Watching Britany fuck other guys gave you an erection because she’s your wife, and it made you jealous?

	“Yes. Don’t forget the second and third erections.”

	“Did watching me make you cum?” Melanie asked.

	“Yes, but here’s the amazing part—I stayed hard after I came,” I took my wife in my arms, and my hard-on pressed against her stomach. “At first, I did feel as though you’d betrayed me.”

	“I’ve been afraid,” Melanie said while caressing my cock. “I’ve been afraid my past would drive you away.”

	My wife pushed me back into a chair and took my cock in her mouth. She ran her tongue over the crown after asking, “Where do we go from here?”

	“I have some ideas,” I gasped.

	“Are you going to cum in my mouth?” Melanie asked.

	“Maybe I want to cum in Britany’s mouth,” I said, and my wife changed in front of my eyes. Her movements became more extensive, dirtier, and sluttier. A dirty porn actress was sucking me off and loving it. Britany ran my wet, throbbing erection over her face and eyes, moaning the entire time.

	“I want you to cum on my face. I want you to treat me like a slut. Will you do that for me? Will you cum on my slutty face?”

	When she put it that way, I felt as though I had no choice.

	When Britany was done collecting my cum and sucking it into her mouth, she had me lay on my back so she could spread her pussy wide and sit on my face. Her soft, wet folds surrounded me; I licked and sucked her for all I was worth—while my wife groaned and pulled her nipples. When she came, my face was flooded with her essence.

	“Where you Melanie or Britany, when you came?” I asked her.

	“A little of both,” Melanie lay on my stomach. “What are we going to do now?”

	“Britany is going to fuck other guys,” I said.

	“Are you serious?” Melanie was looking down at me, her nipples just touching my chest.

	“I think I am. You saw the effect it had on me.”

	Melanie sat beside me, once again hugging her knees. “Would you want to watch?”

	“Maybe not every time. You could tell me about it if I couldn’t be there,” I answered; my heart was pounding so loudly I was certain Melanie could hear it.

	“What about where you work?” she asked.

	“They must never know,” I said.

	“Shit, I had my eye on one of the interns.”

	“Really? Maybe something could be worked out,” I said, thinking hard.

	“I could make another movie,” Melanie said. “One of the directors would love to have me back because I made his life easy.”

	“Really? How did you make his life easy?”

	“Do you want to hear about the video they finally just released?” Melanie asked, pushing me back on our bed and pulling off my pajama bottoms. My cock was hard again, and my erection was almost long enough to touch my belly button.

	“More than anything.”

	“How about if I tell you the true story,” Melanie was lightly stroking my cock, and driving me crazy.

	“Is it a story I’ll like?” I asked, not caring as long as she continued to stroke my dick.

	She surprised me by saying the name of a relatively well-known black actor. “Have you heard of him?”

	I looked at her. “Yeah, The ‘Black Hammer’ is known for having an eleven-inch cock. I’ve seen videos, it’s long enough to reach from the pussy to the boobs of a lot of women, and it’s as big around as my fist.”

	“His cock is bigger than that,” Melanie said, sounding serious.

	“Don’t tell me ….”

	“You don’t want to hear my story?” Melanie teased me. My cock was painfully hard, but my wife never went past the point of no return. “I had heard of him, too. He was known for breaking in new actresses, and not in a good way. But I thought I’d know if he was around. I had a small part in a movie, and the producer was a real sleaze. The director though, was a pretty decent guy. At least as decent as he could be, and he knew I was terrified of Hammer’s dick.”

	Melanie paused to lick the head of my cock. Her wet tongue caused me to groan, making her smile. “I came in one day, all happy and carefree, and there he was—this huge black guy with a shaved head, smiling at me. All he wore were grey flannel pants without shoes. His feet looked enormous, and he wore this big gold watch and a gold ring the size of a frosted donut. Not a tiny donuts, a big one—his fingers were much larger than yours are.”

	I shivered at the image. Melanie took her hands away from my cock, but it continued to throb. She wrapped a finger and thumb around the base and talked to my prick. “You like this, don’t you, baby? Yes, you do, mama can tell.”

	“Then what happened?” I asked.

	“I went screaming to the director, and he held me. No shit, I was trembling, so he patiently talked to me and walked me over to meet the Hammer. The guy was terrific. He had a soft voice and a gentle manner, not pushy or anything. I liked him almost immediately.”

	“I would never have suspected,” I said. Melanie licked my cock while looking me in the eye. It wouldn’t have taken much to get me off, and she seemed to know it—always stopping at just the right time.

	“He was very complimentary, and as I got to know him, I became curious. Curiosity killed the cat,” she said.

	“But, satisfaction brought him back,” I added.

	“There’s plenty of satisfaction, but don’t jump ahead,” Melanie had my cock wet enough for her hand to slide over it without friction. “He was complimenting me and being really sweet to me. The director had us sit close to each other and kiss while he took some stills and prepared the set.”

	Melanie looked seriously at me when she said, “He was a great kisser. I mean, like ‘Wow, this guy can kiss.’ I was turned on, and I could see movement in those grey pants like a big snake twitching awake. I knew what was happening, he was getting an erection, and I should have been scared.”

	I blurted, “You weren’t scared?”

	“No, I was turned on. I wanted to see his big cock. I don’t know; maybe I thought I could kiss it for a while, and that would be enough. I don’t know, but here’s the thing—I touched it.” Melanie’s eyes were bright as she told me the story. “I squeezed it through the flannel of his pants first, and it wasn’t really hard, but it more than filled my hand. Hammer groaned some and told me how good it felt to be touched. So I kept stroking him through his pants. I didn’t know the camera was rolling the entire time.”

	“Then what happened?” I asked as she slowly stroked my erection.

	“He pulled my top over my head. One minute I was fully clothed, and the next minute my boobs were hanging out. He was good,” she stopped to pop my cock back into her mouth. I was torn between wanting her to continue blowing me or finishing the story.

	“He played with my nipples, for having such big hands he was very gentle. I felt his touch in my pussy, and I knew I was getting seriously wet down there. His cock kept getting bigger until I pulled down his pants.”

	Melanie kept her eyes closed and groaned as she sucked my cock into her wet, inviting mouth. Her tongue worked beneath the head where the bundle of nerves are so close to the surface.

	I moaned in appreciation, but I had to ask, “Then what happened?”

	My wife looked up at me, and her eyes seemed to focus as she returned from the past. “His cock was like the business end of a softball bat. It was enormous and very black. Blacker even than the rest of him. I’m sorry, babe. I know it must hurt you finding out your wife was in porn and fucked a huge black guy.”

	My cock throbbed so hard it spanked against her chin leaving a smear of pre-cum. Melanie looked at my jerking cock before smiling. “Maybe not so hurt after all.”

	“Please tell me the rest and then fuck me,” I said in a begging tone made worse when I repeated. “Please.”

	“I went crazy on that black cock, honey,” and Melanie went crazy on me. She licked and sucked my dick before rubbing it on her face and tits. She kissed it fondly whenever it was near her mouth. My wife’s moans were more like sobs of need. They were the sounds of want and desire from deep inside her. Without warning, she swung a leg over my hip, so she was facing me, then stood high enough for an eleven-inch cock to touch her pussy before opening her eyes. She was back with me.

	Melanie chuckled, “I had a hard time getting him inside. He stretched my pussy, but I worked with it.” My wife ran the head of my cock along her slit, making me even wetter. Much wetter. Then with her hand holding my cock she lowered her body and forced me inside. It was my cock disappearing quickly inside Melanie’s pussy, but what I was saw was a monster black dick being forced into Britany Kitty's white cunt.

	 


Chapter 5

	 

	Melanie woke from wherever her memory had taken her when my pubic hair touched her shaved mound. My cock was completely inside for just an instant before she let herself fall off me and onto the bed.

	“Please don’t stop, Melanie.” But it was too late. My wife sat on the bed with her legs pressed tightly together and stretched out, facing me.

	“I think that’s enough for today,” she said with a sad-looking half-smile.

	“But, I was so close, and I could see it all in my head,” I whined.

	Melanie took a deep breath. “I know, and that’s why we need to talk. Honey, you weren’t making love with your wife; you were fucking a retired porn actress. You were even about to cum, leaving me hanging.”

	My head drooped; she was right. I had been fucking Britany, and I had been close to cumming without regard for the woman I’d married. “But,” I stammered, trying to save the moment, “Weren’t you close, too?”

	I mentally prepared myself for an attack; instead, Melanie spread her legs, exposing her red-rimmed pussy. The movement spread her labia wide, and I could see how wet and excited my wife was. Her usually nearly invisible clitoris was throbbing.

	“I’m still close.” Melanie wet the first two fingers of her right hand and stroked herself. “Oh … yes, so good.” Then to me, “If you dare touch your cock, I’ll go in the bathroom and finish without you.”

	“Will you tell me the rest of the story?” I asked.

	Melanie continued stroking herself, her hand moving faster while she grunted, “No, I love you, and I don’t want to hurt your feelings.”

	“Just tell me the truth,” I said as Melanie gathered more of her flowing lubrication. “Was he better than me?”

	“Oh … babe,” my wife panted. “He was so very much better.”

	Melanie, her legs spread wide, was bent nearly in half. With her head blocking my view of her pussy, I wondered if she could lick herself. “Do you miss it? Baby, do you miss the business and guys like him?”

	“I miss it right now,” Melanie said, and then nearly screaming, “Oh God … I miss them fucking me.”

	Melanie softly massaged her clitoris, and I stared at her pussy in awe. My cock was throbbing hard again. “Didn’t it hurt?” I asked. “When he fucked you with his softball bat of a cock?”

	“Yes,” she answered; her eyes met mine. “At first, then it felt better than anything ever had.”

	“Better than when we’re together?” I asked to torture myself.

	Melanie smiled at me sadly. “Yes. I’m so sorry, baby, but fucking him was much better. But please, please remember.” My wife crawled up to put her hands on my shoulders, her face close to mine. “It was just fucking … it wasn’t making love with the person I’ve married for life.”

	“I have one more question,” I said. “Okay, maybe two.”

	My wife sighed, smiling. “I promise to answer all your questions as honestly as I can.”

	I pondered what she meant by ‘as honestly as I can’ for a moment before asking. “How did his cock feel later? I guess I mean, did it ever stop hurting you?”

	Without a moment’s hesitation, my wife answered, “Oh God, honey. It was wonderful. Once I adjusted to his size, nothing else has ever felt so good.”

	“You know what I want?” I asked her.

	“You want to cum inside me, right now,” she answered.

	“Well, yes, but also,” I said. “I want to watch you fucking a guy with a big cock.”

	I gently spread her legs apart, and she looked shocked. “Don’t you love me anymore?”

	“I love you more than ever,” and I rubbed the head of my dick over the rubbery nub of her clit.

	“You just want to watch me so you can … Oh, God.” Her pussy quivered from the sensation of my cock touching her most sensitive part. “So you can fuck other women.”

	Melanie held her hand over her opening. “Isn’t that what you want? An excuse to cheat on me? Besides, I’m sure you could find the video of me with the Hammer. I’m … well, I’m unrestrained with him … I guess unrestrained is the right word.”

	“Did you take his entire cock?”

	“Yes.”

	“A cock that reached from your pussy to your breasts, and you took it all?” I asked in disbelief.

	“Honey, please don’t …”

	“Just tell me.”

	“Yes, I took his entire cock in my vagina.” Melanie looked at me for another long minute before quietly adding, “I also took him in my mouth and in my ass.”

	I was still trying to take it all in as I slid inside her moist, hot pussy. My wife squeezed down hard on my cock, she might have been trying to get me off in a hurry, but the pressure felt awesome.

	“I made you a promise when we married. I’ll never cheat on you.” I was slowly fucking her breathtaking pussy and looking into her eyes. I hoped she could see the truth in them.

	“If you love me so much, then why do you want to watch me cheat?” Melanie was controlling the speed of our mating, which suited me fine. We were going slow and enjoying every movement while we talked.

	I kissed my wife’s lips and her face, her eyes, and her neck. I almost broke my back bending to kiss and suck a nipple because I know how sensitive they are. Melanie groaned in my ear.

	“It’ll break my heart, but it’s not cheating if I want you to fuck another guy. Watching you take a cock larger than mine will hurt me, and I’ll be terrified of losing the only woman I could ever love,” I said, kissing her neck just below her ear.

	Melanie rolled out from under me and climbed on top. She impaled herself on my erection and sat upright while twisting her nipples. “Then why? If it would break your heart, then why?”

	“Thinking about it and hearing you talk about it makes me feel as though I’m on the verge of cumming for hours at a time. I’m so terrified of losing you, and hearing you scream from the pleasure given by another man is the most exciting, heartbreaking thing I can imagine. You may have to sample a lot of cocks before you find the right one, but please say you’ll do it.”

	I held Melanie’s hips and fucked harder. My wife’s fingertips went white from the pressure of squeezing her nipples. I was racing toward orgasm, and so was Melanie.

	“If it’s so important to you if you promise not to find another woman if it’s what you truly want … I’ll do it. I’ll do it for you.”

	We both acted embarrassed afterward. The room felt hot as though the heat of our passion had turned on a furnace. We lay on the crumpled, damp sheets, and I smiled listening to the rhythm of Melanie’s breathing.

	“I love you,” I said while looking straight up at the ceiling fan. “I meant every word I said; it’s what I want more than anything else. Well, I also want to hear the rest of the story you started and all the other stories you have.”

	I felt the bed shake from Melanie's silent laughter. “If you’re sure it won’t change things between us.”

	“I’m sure, and to celebrate, I’m taking you out on a date.”

	“But, we’ll need reservations and a babysitter. Can we have our date next weekend?”

	So much for spontaneity.

	 


Chapter 6

	 

	Images of my wife fucking the well-known black actor with a massive dick pushed everything else from my head. I found myself gazing at a movie of Britany Kitty, only to shake myself awake and realize I’d actually been staring at a spreadsheet the entire time. I was useless at work for the entire week—it looked like I was working, but I wasn’t.

	One of the interns in my area was a pretty young woman just out of college. One day she bent over to show me something on my desk, and I caught a glimpse down her blouse to her perky young tits. Instead of thinking about the young woman and me, I thought about her going down on my wife. How would it be kissing Melanie, her legs spread wide, while the young intern ate her pussy. I wasn’t able to accomplish a thing for the remainder of the day.

	I played with the kids after work and watched television, but I was only killing time until I could get Melanie in bed. We fucked like newlyweds on Viagra. I’d had an almost constant erection the entire week.

	Then one night, my wife wanted to talk.

	“I’m scared,” Melanie said. I was leaning back against the padded brown headboard, naked and ready for my wife to join me. But, Melanie came to bed wearing a pink silk-padded nightgown, about as sexy as my grandmother.

	“Let’s say we go through with this, and you watch me fucked by another man,” she began, and I didn’t like where this was going. “It doesn’t have to be a big black guy; it could be just any guy. I’m scared you’ll reject me.”

	Melanie’s voice shook as she got it all out. Whether from fear or impending tears, I couldn’t tell. Besides, we’d had this discussion before.

	She went on as though I’d objected. “Because you’ll think I’m a slut … a whore. What if your mother finds out? Oh my God, Paul. Our marriage would be ruined,” Melanie’s chin trembled, a sure sign of tears. I held her close until her quivering eased.

	“Do you like how close we’ve been this week and how many times we screwed like teenagers?” I was reasonably confident of her reply.

	Melanie smiled tentatively and said, “Yes, I’ve felt so close to you.”

	“Do you know why I’ve been so attentive, besides the fact that I’m crazy in love with you,” I asked?

	“Because of last weekend?”

	“Right. Because I couldn’t stop thinking about last weekend. Everywhere I look I see Hammer fucking you. I’ve had an erection every day; I’m so amazed to be married to you.”

	“But what if people found out?”

	“We have to be careful, but what if those people found out you’d acted under the name Britany Kitty? There’s literally nothing we can do to prevent it from happening,” I said while I nuzzled my wife’s tits and stroked her damp pussy. “Do you remember how wonderful it felt when Hammer fucked you? Do you still remember how hard you came?”

	Melanie squirted a little at the mention of Hammer’s name. “Oh, God, baby.”

	“Don’t you want to feel like that again, knowing I’ll be waiting to reclaim you at the end of the night? You won’t be alone this time.”

	Melanie hugged me tight with her soft breasts pressed hard against my chest. “I want you, baby. I want you inside me, right now.”

	I eased slowly inside her, and she said, “Honey, your cock’s throbbing so hard it feels like you might be cumming already.”

	“Do you like it?” I hissed between clenched teeth.

	“I like it a lot,” we slowly fucked, and I tried not to finish too soon.

	“You’d tell me if Britany went too far, wouldn’t you, baby?” Melanie asked me.

	“As long as you’re enjoying yourself, you can't go too far.” My wife’s question drew my attention away from my impending orgasm.

	“God, honey. If we found a guy with a big cock like Hammer, I’d scream when I came, and I wouldn’t let him stop fucking me.”

	Was it any surprise I came before Melanie was ready?

	“It’s okay, baby. It happens sometimes,” Melanie stroked my hair as my cock softened inside her. I kissed her breasts, and she continued stroking my hair. “It feels good when you suck my tits—bite my nipple. A little harder, Oh yes, that’s it. Feel my clitty.”

	Melanie’s clit throbbed under my fingers. “Tell me the rest of the Hammer story.”

	“Where did I stop?”

	“You were having a hard time getting his big cock inside. He was stretching your pussy,” and my wife’s clit moved to a hard rhythmic pulse.

	“It hurt at first, honey,” Melanie’s voice shook. “He pushed to get in, but his cock was dry, so he pulled out a little and pushed back in to use my wetness. It was a wonder I didn’t dry up; I was trying not to scream because it felt like he’d rip me in two.”

	The story wasn’t sounding sexy to me now.

	“Every time he pushed, he went in further, then I felt something warm on his cock and my pussy. Hammer was dripping lube on us, making it easier to take him. It started to feel good because his cock was so big he was pulling my clit inside my pussy right on top of him,” Melanie stroked my hardening cock.

	“Then, it felt delicious. Like, extremely good, I don’t have words for how wonderful it was when he bottomed out. It was incredible; I’d never felt so full before or after. Sorry, baby.” I pushed my erection into her hot pussy, but Melanie continued playing with her clit.

	“Then I yelled I was cumming, and it was so fucking good. Paul, fuck me, baby, please.”

	I fucked my wife as hard as I could. “See, Melanie, see what it does to me?”

	“Yes, Paul, baby. I’ll do it for you. I’ll give you whatever you want.”

	“I’ll even wear a cock cage if that’s what you want,” I told her.

	 


Chapter 7

	 

	“Honey,” Melanie said after we’d returned to normal. “I don’t want you to wear a cage. I don’t want to take away your ability to get hard, and I don’t want to keep putting you into smaller cages until your cock looks like a clit.”

	“I’d do it for you,” I said.

	“And, I love you for it. We can play around with a cage for fun, but I don’t want you wearing one all the time.”

	The restaurant had a roaring twenties theme with guys in 1920s gangster suits and their dates made up as mob molls or flappers. Melanie and I had visited some used and antique clothing stores until we found just the right things to wear.

	I’d gone traditional gangster—a dark double-breasted suit with large labels, widely spaced white pinstripes, a fedora hat, and a black shirt with a short white tie with pictures of dice. Melanie went with her very own interpretation of how a flapper should look. Her hat was a round black number with a vail, and it looked authentic. But from her neck down her long body, the costume would have resulted in an arrest for indecency in the actual 1920s.

	I thought flappers wore dresses with perhaps a form-fitting top and a flaring skirt ending mid-calf. At least, that was my mental picture.

	Melanie had the top almost right. It was form-fitting tight and low-cut, revealing the top half of her large breasts. The skirt was made of leather-like material cut into one-inch strips, alternating black and white, hanging from a thick band around her waist. The strips swung with her movements, revealing tantalizing peeks of her lower body, ass, and legs with stockings to just above her knees. I assumed she was wearing something under the skirt, but I couldn’t see. Melanie smiled and winked at me—she knew what I was trying to do.

	Our table was in a private niche screened from other diners by a curtain of beads. The wait staff would announce themselves outside the curtain and wait for permission to enter. At least that was how it was supposed to work.

	As soon as we were alone, I said, “Honey, do you have something on under your wonderful and unique skirt?” 

	“What would make you think I didn’t have something on under my wonderful and unique skirt?” Melanie asked with her innocent blue eyes opened wide.

	I finished my first drink in one long swallow. “Because it looks like you’re naked.”

	“Does it?” Melanie said, shifting her position and crossing her legs, which caused the strips to fall on either side of her crossed thighs just as our waiter knocked. “Come in,” Melanie said.

	Our young waiter pushed his way into our niche and did an excellent job of hiding his shock at the sight of my wife’s perfect leg exposed to her waist. He tried not to stare as he introduced himself as Charles and ran through the night’s specials. He was clearly distracted when Melanie uncrossed her legs so that only a single strip of free-hanging leather hung between her thighs and hid part of her pussy from view.

	“Honey,” Melanie sounded as though she were about to ask me what I would be having, instead said, “I believe our handsome waiter is trying to see my pussy.”

	“Oh?” I said, caught by surprise as much as he was.

	“I assure you … “ he began.

	“It’s okay,” my wife said, fiddling with the white strip between her legs. “I don’t mind if you look, and neither does my husband.”

	Charles turned to me, holding his servicing tray in front of his pants. “I don’t wish to offend, sir.”

	“Melanie?” I began and then waited until my wife looked up from her fiddling. “Perhaps you could give Charles a quick peek so we could order.”

	After spreading her legs further apart, my wife lay all the strips on her left leg. After a long few seconds, she crossed her legs again, cutting off his view, and began to order.

	“I’m sorry, Mrs., um … I can’t move my tray just yet.”

	“Why not?” my wife asked innocently. Then, “Oh, did I cause that?”

	“I’m afraid you did.”

	“Good, your tip will depend on how large it is.”

	“Ah, yes, ma’am. Do you mean my tip will be larger if my … thing is?”

	“Thing?” I asked.

	“I believe he means ‘cock,’” Melanie offered helpfully.

	We laughed when he left, still holding the tray in front of himself. Then we fell silent until I said, “I want to tell you about my week.”

	“Okay,” my wife was still playing with the leather strips that made up her skirt. She would run each one through her fingers, allowing me brief glimpses of her arousal.

	“I couldn’t concentrate, Melanie. All I could think about was the story you told about Hammer. I found myself staring at the computer monitor, imagining the movie of you taking his monster.”

	It was her turn. “Oh.”

	“I know I can’t measure up to him,” I must have looked chastened because my wife moved her chair to sit next to me. “I’ll never be able to give you as much pleasure as he did, but thinking about it gives me a woody … a hard-on.”

	I was suddenly unsure of myself as I continued, “I’ve beaten off every day thinking about you and Hammer, except for today.”

	Melanie moved my hand between the leather strips of her dress and onto her moist pussy. “You have nothing to feel bad about, I love you, and I wouldn’t trade you for anybody. Although I might be willing to make a deal for another night with Hammer.”

	She smiled, and I enjoyed another long, passionate kiss. Melanie took my finger out of her pussy and sucked it into her mouth. “My pussy tastes good,” she said.

	“I’m sorry to interrupt, ma’am,” said Charles, our waiter brought in a platter loaded with appetizers. “What tastes good?”

	“I do. You have no idea.”

	“You’re killing me, ma’am,” he said. I could see the bulge in his black and white checked pants. “Incidentally, one of our other guests inquired about you. They thought you might be a movie star.” Charles continued as he placed steaming plates in front of us. “Are you a movie star, or famous?”

	Melanie looked concerned. “No, Charles,” I answered for her. “Melanie just has one of those faces.”

	“That’s what I told him, sir.”

	We ate in silence for a while, concerned about my wife being identified. Then Melanie said, “I think you like being inferior to the black guys. But, there was another time with a white guy,” and under the table, she calmly unzipped my pants and took out my erection.

	“This was scripted and staged as part of a movie. For me, it was one scene in a busy week when I was scheduled to film one or two new scenes every day. I hadn’t had time to look at the script for this one. I knew none of my lines or what was happening.”

	My cock was throbbing as she talked. There was a knock outside our cubicle, but Melanie told whoever it was that we’d be a while, and they went away.

	“The white guy began pushing me around and yelling, just like he was supposed to according to the script I hadn’t read. I fought back, which wasn’t in the script. He thought I knew what I was doing, and the fight got rough. Guys were sent charging onto the set, the director was yelling, and in the excitement, the actor ripped off my clothes.” Melanie paused to lick my aching, throbbing erection. “My clothes were made to be ripped off, but the script hadn’t called for a fight like that. Certainly not with all these extras, and I went a little wild. I started sucking their cocks, and the first guy, the guy I’d been fighting, had this monster white cock, so I begged him to fuck me first.”

	“When you say ‘monster white cock,’ I said.

	“It was long and thick. The guy was so white it made his huge cock look like it was carved from marble.” Melanie pulled my chair back and sat on my lap with a leg on each side of me, so my dick would rub against her wet clitoris. “The director gave up and just kept filming. Eventually, after editing the raw film, he had a gangbang movie. Oh, and I fucked the entire crew, too.”

	The curtain parted, and a pretty girl of about twenty came in saying, “Hello, I’m Jane. Charles went off duty, and I … Oh my God. Are you fucking him?”

	My wife was smiling when she held her finger over her lips. “Not so loud.”

	“Oh, sorry. I’ve never seen … although I’ve heard about these private booths.”

	“Do you want to watch?” Melanie asked her.

	“Fuck, yeah,” Jane moved closer, and her stained shirt brushed against Melanie’s arm. “You were telling him about some guys.”

	“Yes, a gangbang.”

	“You were gangbanged? Was it horrible?” the girl was so excited she was almost beside herself.

	“It was wonderful because I wanted it to happen,” Melanie was fucking me with real passion.

	The girl stood with her body touching my wife’s. “How many … Oh shit, this is exciting. How many guys?”

	“A lot … [fuck, fuck, fuck] maybe twenty.”

	“I want to fuck you,” Jane said breathlessly to Melanie. I nodded ‘yes,’ to my wife.

	“You want to eat my creamy cunt?” I almost emptied my balls when my wife turned into Britany and suddenly used the word ‘cunt’.

	“Yes, please,” the girl knelt between the wall and me, so she wouldn’t be easily noticed if we were interrupted.

	“Let me see your tits,” I said. I don’t know where it came from, I opened my mouth, and there it was.

	Melanie was in full Britany mode as she turned around and sat back down on my lap, catching my cock between her ass cheeks and with her spread legs facing the girl. Jane unbuttoned her white work blouse, which already had so many food stains some cum wouldn’t have mattered. She pulled her bra below her tiny breasts and gave me a quick smile. I was kissing the back of Britany’s neck when Jane first licked my wife’s clit.

	Britany held herself with one hand around my neck and the other entwined in the waitresses’ short blonde hair as she moved her ass, jacking off my cock. “She’s good … Oh, Christ … there, right there … Honey?”

	“Yes?” My face was next to my wife’s, but I was looking down at Jane, her face shiny with Britany’s cream as she rubbed Britany’s clit so fast I couldn’t follow her hand. “I’m going to cum … oh shit … I’m going … kiss me.” I felt my wife swallow her scream.

	 


Chapter 8

	 

	“Is that what you wanted to see?” Melanie asked me as she licked and kissed the wetness from Jane’s face.

	“I have to get back to work, but can I see you sometime?” Jane asked before nodding at me. “If your husband doesn’t mind.”

	“He always gets to watch. Is that an issue for you?” Melanie asked her.

	“I suppose it wouldn’t be a problem, as long as he doesn’t try anything with me.”

	Melanie wrote our number on the back of a menu and told the girl, “You’ll be perfectly safe.”

	The girl looked at the number, impulsively kissed my wife, made as if to leave, but kissed her again—harder and longer the second time. Jane smiled back at Melanie and licked her lips.

	“I’m so horny right now; maybe I would let him fuck me,” Jane said before slipping through the beaded curtain and disappearing.

	“She knows her way around a pussy.” The beads made clicking noises as they struck against each other.

	“Did you finish your story?”

	“Story? Oh, my gangbang? There’s not much more to tell except they changed the movie to make me a gangbanged slut school teacher, and it won some dirty video award.”

	Melanie visited the restroom to clean up as best she could, and our waitress stopped as we walked toward the front door. “My name is Jane. I don’t expect you to remember me since you’re famous, but I will call you, and I’ll do anything for you. I mean it. Anything at all.”

	My wife gave Jane a chaste hug before asking her, “Why do you think I’m famous?”

	“I saw a movie you were in—my old boyfriend’s in love with you. He made me watch,” Jane blushed as only a natural blonde could. The red extended to the roots of her hair. “I guess I’m a little in love with you too.”

	“Those movies were made a long time ago.” I was urging Melanie out the door. Our conversation was being overheard.

	I could tell my wife’s smile was forced when we left. Outside she hugged my arm as we walked toward the valet stand.

	“It was nice to have you with us, Ms. Kitty. We don’t get many personalities.”

	I was embarrassed to be with her and driving a five-year-old Honda. But Ms. Kitty couldn’t wait to leave. “They recognized me; nobody has made the connection for so long why tonight?”

	I pulled into another lot and parked next to an upscale bar attached to a hotel. “I think we need another drink,” I said. We also needed to talk away from the kids and their babysitter. Melanie looked as though she understood.

	Three men were entering the bar ahead of us. One of them turned, looked at my wife, and said loud enough for all to hear. “Britany Kitty, hey guys. This beauty is Britany Kitty.”

	It could have been the start of a bad scene, but Melanie flashed a million-dollar smile, and I offered to buy everyone a drink. Leon, Troy, and Alex fell all over themselves to take me up on it.

	We were all sitting at a large round table when Randy, the massive black cop who had danced with Melanie, joined us. Again, I thought there could be trouble until the group welcomed him as their Sargent. Randy didn’t even look at me except when he told me to move my ass so he could sit next to my wife. So much for our private talk.

	“This is exciting,” Alex said. I didn’t have their names straight, but it wasn’t Randy. He looked at my wife the way a coyote looks at a helpless baby rabbit. “You’re even more beautiful in person. I’ve got a hard-on from looking at you.”

	“Have you met my husband?” Melanie asked, pointing at me around Randy.

	“Yeah, sure, how you doin’?’” he said without looking away from my wife.

	“I’m doing well, fellas. How about if I buy another round of drinks, and then we have to …”

	I was cut off by Randy speaking to my wife, “I like your dress; spread your legs a little more for me.”

	Melanie didn’t say anything, and Randy continued, “Thata girl. Your cunt’s very wet, Britany. Not wet enough for my cock, at least, not yet,” Randy said. His voice was so deep I felt the rumble in my chest.

	“I mind,” I said, and when no one paid attention, I said it louder.

	Randy’s service weapon and badge were pressed hard into the flesh above my belt. He looked the size of a college football offensive tackle. “I don’t remember anyone asking you,” his voice rumbled.

	Melanie immediately spoke up. “It’s okay, honey. I’m sure it was just a jooo… Oh my. Seriously, guys, we’ve got to get home and pay the babysitter.” Her voice and body were jerking, and I noticed Randy’s arm moving.

	“Not a problem, Britany, you can ride with us, and we’ll follow this little guy to your house.”

	Before I could object, Randy shifted in his seat; his large hand squeezed the back of my neck as he whispered in my ear. “I think it’s a fabulous idea, honey.”

	He squeezed harder until I squeaked in a monotone, “I think it’s a fabulous idea.” Melanie looked at me in surprise, and I tried to use my eyes so she’d see what Randy was doing to me. In answer, she looked sideways at Troy, followed by a glance at her lap.

	“I’m not a whore,” Melanie said calmly. “I’m a married woman with children, and I’m leaving here with my husband. Now please, let us out, Troy.”

	“We’re only going to give you a ride home, Britany. We know you’re an actress, not a whore, so maybe we can talk along the way. Then we’ll be gone, isn’t that right, guys?” Randy’s question was met with agreement all around.

	“On the other hand, you could make a big deal of it, and we’d still drive you home. But, in the morning, we’d need to talk to each of your neighbors. You know, so they can protect their children from your influence. Maybe we’d even let your husband sleep off his drunk in the tank with us—before we gave him a ride directly to work.

	Melanie and I looked at each other and simultaneously said, “I love you.” Only I added “Britany” to the end.

	“Now, ain’t that sweet,” Randy pulled my arm while Alex pushed me. We followed my wife’s nearly naked ass out the door.

	“Drive carefully asshole, and don’t do anything stupid,” Randy told me, standing next to our car.

	I waited until they pulled in behind me, driving a giant SUV. I think Leon had the wheel, but no other faces were visible. They went past me at a light, and Randy waved through the rear side window. Leon was driving, and Alex was sitting across from him, grinning from ear to ear. There was no sign of my wife.

	At the next light, Troy got in my car with me. “What are you doing to my wife?” I asked.

	“Why do you have a hard-on?” Troy laughed. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it. You want us to take turns fucking your wife.”

	I looked at him as if he were crazy. “Light’s changed, brother. Do you want to know what your wife’s doing right now?”

	When I didn’t answer, he produced a cell phone with a call already placed. All he had to do was switch to the ‘speaker’ function so I could hear.

	[Randy] You like my big cock. Don’t you, Britany?

	[Melanie-sounding muffled and wet] Yes

	[Randy] Do you want to be fucked by all of us?

	[Melanie] Oh, God. What about my husband?

	[Randy] He can have a turn; we’re not selfish.

	“Hey, big guy,” Troy said into the phone. “Britany’s hubby gots a hard-on. I think he likes the idea.”

	[Randy] No shit, well, there you go.

	“Oh, honey. I’m so sorry,” I whispered. My cock was hard as a rock and twitching in my pants. I didn’t want Troy to turn off the phone.

	 


Chapter 9

	 

	I parked on the street and pushed the door opener allowing the SUV to drive into the garage. We saw my wife scramble out the rear door and into the house. Several minutes later, our teenage babysitter came out carrying her school books and got in the backseat of my car behind Troy, who looked at me in confusion. “I need to give Tammy a ride home,” I told him.

	The three of us rode in silence the ten or fifteen minutes to Tammy’s home. Then he and I sat in the car watching until the young girl was safely inside.

	“What about hubby?” Troy said into his phone on the drive back.

	“Leave him in the car, for now,” I heard Randy say. “Like we discussed.”

	I caught a brief glint of light reflecting from a badge on Troy’s belt when he handcuffed me to the steering wheel. “I’m going to leave the phone where you can’t reach it. Think of it as my reward for treating your babysitter right.”

	The dome light briefly flared as he opened and closed the front door to the car. I caught sight of him ducking into the garage and heard the door rattle down through the tinny speaker on the cellphone.

	[Melanie] Where’s my husband? What have you done with him?

	[Randy] He’s in your car, and he’s fine. He can hear everything, but he can’t watch. 

	The four men laughed.

	 [Melanie] You’re cruel. I suppose you think you’re going to fuck me now.

	[Randy] Baby, we’re going to treat you nice.

	Randy’s voice was pitched low and soft. My cock throbbed in my pants. 

	The woman across the street had taken off her robe and spread her legs. She was a natural blond, and her pubic hair was so light-colored it was as though she had none at all. Her pussy appeared as a vivid pink slit. I could think of no reason I couldn’t watch her while listening to my wife’s voice coming from the cell phone.

	[Melanie] Please … Randy, don’t, my kids are upstairs, and you’re talking so loud they’re probably awake. Let me get everyone a beer, and then you can go.”

	[Randy- more quietly] We had some fun on the ride over, didn’t we, Britany?

	A female moaned. 

	[Randy] Get us those beers, but leave your skirt and top with me.

	I couldn’t hear what Randy said when Melanie was out of the room, but he stopped speaking abruptly when my wife returned and handed each man a can—until she got to the big Sargent.

	[Randy’s voice seemed to growl] Sit on my lap, Britany.  Just sit here while I drink my beer, then we’ll go.

	[Melanie turning into Britany] You promise to leave?

	[Randy] Yes, I promise, but why are you squirming so much, Britany? Can’t you get comfortable?

	[Britany] I’m trying … please don’t take them off … Oh, hell. You’re so big you’d tear me in half. No, Randy, you really have to leave.

	The pink thing our neighbor had in her hand was a dildo, and she pushed it up her pussy while leaning back against her dressing table.

	[Troy] How about if I do this, does it help?

	[Britany sounded torn] “No, it … not now … please, Randy.” 

	[Randy] Don’t you like me?

	I heard my wife’s heavy breathing. 

	[Britany] Please … Let’s go on a date instead.”

	[Randy sounding playful] A date?

	[Britany sounding promising] Yes, a date. Tomorrow night you pick me up, or we’ll meet somewhere and go on a date.

	[Randy] What about your husband?

	[Britany] He’s not invited. It will be just us.

	I was torn between stunned jealousy and the excitement of my wife fulfilling one of my all-time favorite fantasies.

	The phone was muffled somehow, and I couldn’t make out anything until sometime later the garage door went up, and Leon walked across the lawn toward my car. Before he got to me, I heard Randy’s voice through the tinny speaker.

	[Randy] I’ll send you a text, and if you’re just getting rid of me tonight, we’ll make you wish you hadn’t.

	Leon used his key to release the handcuffs, and my wife kissed Randy under the light in our garage. She kissed him long and hard, pressing her now naked body against his in an unspoken promise.

	Melanie greeted me inside the house wearing only a large, rhinestone-encrusted dog collar around her neck, secured by a gleaming silver padlocked. “Randy has the only key. He put it on me to guarantee I wouldn’t cancel our date.”

	Before giving me a lingering kiss, she fingered the collar in front of a mirror and admired the delicate, shiny padlock. Her skin was burning hot, and she pushed her tongue in my mouth. She was breathing rapidly, almost panting. She stopped several times to look at me with eyes partly closed. “You’re leaving drops of pussy juices on the carpet,” I whispered to her.

	“I’m not surprised,” she whispered back, pulling down my pants to expose my pounding hard-on. “I might not want Randy to take the collar off me.”

	“If you had a choice, would you have fucked them all?” I asked.

	“Would you have been able to forgive me?” She said, pulling me to the bedroom.

	Melanie laid down on the bed, her feet flat on the mattress, her legs spread wide. I was stripping off my pants even as I crawled between her thighs.

	“I was handcuffed to the steering wheel.” Her pussy felt blistering hot against my face. “You could have done anything you wanted.”

	“Oh yes … softer, baby. I’m so ready.”

	“My cock was hard listening to you. I might have cum without touching myself,” I said before again plunging my face into my wife’s gaping pussy.

	“If I’d let them fuck me, you might have cum? Wouldn’t you have been angry?” Melanie held my head by the ears and ground her pussy against me. Then she found my mouth and tongue with her clit, and gasped with an explosive orgasm.

	We lay next to each other, my cock pointed at the ceiling and covered in pre-cum. “Poor baby, you must be all frustrated,” Melanie said. “Everybody wants to fuck your wife, but nobody takes care of you.”

	“I’m going to go fuck our neighbor,” I said, pretending to get out of bed.

	“Sandi? Does she have her window open again?” Melanie was smiling.

	“You know about her?” I asked.

	“Whenever her husband is away, Sandi masturbates for the neighborhood.”

	“No shit?” But I was already sliding into my wife’s sweltering pussy. I’d never felt anything so wonderful.

	Melanie’s mouth was next to my ear, and I was long fucking her, enjoying the incredible sensation of working slowly up to orgasm. Then she whispered, “I’m going to fuck Randy on our date. His cock is huge, and you know how I love big cocks.” I felt a surge of protectiveness at the same time my cock neared the point of no return.

	Melanie picked that moment to slide out from under me, and I howled in protest, but my orgasm was ruined. I rolled onto my side and gasped at Melanie as I came on the sheets.

	“I love you, Paul. You’re my husband, and I’ll come home to you, always.”

	“Why? I don’t understand,” I said, still mostly erect.

	“Because I want Randy to be the next cock to cum inside me.

	 


Chapter 10

	 

	Saturday was turbulent. The date with Randy was on our minds, and the twins wouldn’t give us a break. We barely said two words to each other.

	Eventually, the house quieted, and Melanie began getting ready. I stood outside the shower and watched as she carefully shaved her pussy with a smile on her face.

	“Careful you don’t cum too soon,” she warned me. “Would you like to hear more about the Hammer shoot? Maybe it’ll be enough to hold you while I’m gone.”

	“Talk to me,” I said, pulling her close, my arm around her ass.

	“A few days after the first time, Big Hammer wanted me again, and I couldn’t wait. I would have done anything for him. Do you understand? Anything. We weren’t on the shooting schedule, and they couldn’t fit us in for some reason. The filming was being done in a large private home with a lot of rooms way up in the hills, So we just went to a different one, and a guy with a camera followed us. I was so hot for Hammer I didn’t care if we were filmed.”

	Melanie was pulling clothes out of the closet, holding them in front of herself as she studied the result in the mirror, and laying them on the bed if she approved.

	After a complicated selection process, she was finally dressed and looking magnificent in a too-short black dress with a zipper up the front. I watched as she wiggled into it without a bra or panties.

	I said, “How long did he fuck you?”

	“Will you promise to still love me, no matter what?” 

	“Of course,” I tried to kiss her, but she turned away.

	“We’d already been at it for at least an hour, or maybe two when we were filmed,” Melanie said almost too softly to be heard. “We fucked nearly nonstop for the next two days, and that was the last time I ever saw him.”

	I held my wife tightly, and she reached for my hard cock. “At some point, I let all the guys in the house fuck me, and the filming never stopped. Maybe you should watch it all before you make any final decisions about me.”

	“Why, is it so bad?” My cock leaked a string of gray pre-cum into my wife’s hand.

	“No, not if you like long gangbangs with a very enthusiastic, horny woman.”

	“Let’s play absolute truth,” I said. ‘Absolute truth’ was a game we sometimes played. One of us would ask a question, and the other person had to answer with the absolute truth. In return, the person answering had the right to do the same. We’d used it if Melanie wasn’t sure of a meal she’d cooked or if I wasn’t sure of the movie we should watch. We’d never used it for something important like this.

	“Tell me one truth, and I’ll answer any question you ask,” I said.

	Melanie studied me. “You promise to tell me the absolute truth?”

	“Yes, but you have to answer a question for me first.”

	“Okay.”

	“Absolute truth.”

	“Yes.”

	“Does it turn you on to watch your Hammer clip? Do you wish you could see him one more time?”

	“That’s two questions,” my wife smiled. “But it doesn’t matter. The answer to both is ‘yes.’”

	I caressed her thigh, and Melanie spread her legs for me. Her pussy looked inflamed, and my cock ached. If I’d have cum just then, sperm would have been splatted in four directions.

	Then Melanie asked her question. “If I did fuck him again and couldn’t get enough of his cock, would you still love me? Think carefully. Your answer has to be the absolute truth.”

	“I think I might love you even more—if that’s possible,” I answered.

	A car horn sounded out in the street. “That’ll be Randy,” my wife said, running for the front door.

	I watched them drive away before wandering the house, my hands in my pockets feeling my semi-erect dick. I thought about having a drink and instead settled down to play on the computer. But before I could turn it on, I found a jumpdrive with a post-it note saying:

	Watch this while I’m gone.

	Then we’ll talk more.

	I was expecting to see a recording of the last few days. Instead, I found myself watching a years-old clip of my wife. A crew member had filmed it and, while obviously professionally done, it was private and not intended to be part of any video.

	The movie opened with a long shot of my younger wife’s bright red face. Her head was to her right side, and she was moaning. After lingering on the image for some time, the camera panned down her body. Melanie was wearing a dress I’d never seen, and it had been pulled down to expose her youthful, somewhat smaller breasts.

	The shot continued until it framed my wife’s pussy, grossly enlarged by an enormous black cock. The man fucking my wife was speaking to her, and she was trying to answer him between moans. I couldn’t take the chance of touching my erection; I was far too aroused.

	[Big Hammer] Do you like my big cock?

	[Melanie/Britany] I love your cock, daddy. I love how you stretch my pussy and make it ache when you fuck me. I want your cum, daddy.

	I wanted to jack off as my wife’s face, neck, and upper chest became even redder from her arousal.

	[Big Hammer] I think I’ll pull out now.

	[Melanie/Britany] No, daddy. Please fuck me, fuck your baby girl. Your big cock feels so good inside my little pussy.

	Melanie looked drunk, but it could have been the large cock inside her. The camera lingered on her pussy to show how incredibly enlarged it was and how it clung to his cock as he fucked her. Then the shot panned back to show her entire body, including her face, and there was no doubt how much my wife needed large cocks.

	I watched the missing Hammer and Britany scene transfixed. There were hundreds of rumors about it on the internet, and I had the thing in front of me.

	I ran it repeatedly, edging my climax. I didn’t want to cum before I could rerun it or before Britany came home to me.

	I’d been in the shower and hadn’t heard the door open, so I was surprised to see Melanie sitting calmly on the couch when I walked down the stairs. The dog collar was gone leaving a red mark around her neck. The kids were in the kitchen engrossed in eating pancakes she’d made.

	My wife’s face was pale and blotchy, and her eyes were red-rimmed. She looked tired or as though she’d been crying. I didn’t recognize the far too large dress she was wearing, it certainly wasn’t the black number she’d had on the last time I’d seen her, and she hadn’t been upstairs to change.

	She gave me a wary little smile and nodded toward the kids, who were now squabbling over the last pancake the way children fight. I didn’t think our daughter really wanted the food; she just didn’t want her brother to have it.

	“We should probably save our talk until later,” Melanie said, trying and failing to sound brave.

	I started to talk, but I choked on my words and had to stand with my hand covering my eyes until I felt my wife’s arms around me. “I was so afraid,” was all I could say before I kissed her with all the passion I felt for her.

	“Oh gross,” our daughter didn’t like to see us show affection even though it made her feel secure. We smiled at her, and Melanie suggested they play in the back.

	“I love you so much,” I whispered to my wife. My hands and arms were trembling as I held her.

	“I’m sorry, baby,” Melanie whispered back. “I thought you’d hate me.”

	“I’d never hate you, but I want to hear about it, no matter how much it hurts,” I said before stepping back. “So, have you eaten?”

	Melanie looked at me in surprise before chuckling, followed by a gale of laughter, and I had to join her. Our tension was released because my wife had eaten plenty. But it hadn’t been food. 

	I took her arm, and we walked toward the kitchen. Melanie said, “Speaking of eating, Adam has this wonderful girlfriend,” and I felt my prick twitch.

	“Not yet, honey,” Melanie said, reading my mind. “I’m sore, you know. Down there.”

	“Down where?” asked Peter, our son.

	“Go play.”

	“You might not forgive me.” The house was quiet, and we sat in the basement protected by squeaky stairs.

	“I’ve already forgiven you,” I grunted as my wife sucked my cock.

	“My jaw is a little sore.”

	“Your pussy’s hurting, and your jaw’s sore. How’s your ass?” I asked.

	“Don’t even ask,” Melanie had changed positions so she could whisper in my ear while stroking my wet erection. “You do know they’re police, right?”

	“I saw the badges and one set of handcuffs.”

	“They had more than one set,” Melanie whispered. “Plus the girlfriend.”

	“Tell me about her.”

	“She was pretty, a blonde with big tits and a waxed cunt.”

	“You never say cunt,” I pointed out.

	“I don’t, but Britany says it all the time.”

	“So I understand, it wasn’t my wife with those guys. It was Britany.”

	“Yes, we should think of it that way. Britany was handcuffed when they took her in the ass and cunt at the same time and made her eat the girlfriend’s pussy until they both came.”

	“Until you came. Just to be clear,” I said, feeling the cum rising in my cock.

	“Yes, Britany was rubbing her clitty on the bed and still cumming.”

	I pulled Melanie off my cock by her hair. “Too much?” she asked.

	“Had you, I mean Britany, ever gone down on another woman before?” I asked.

	“She had, and she loves it. Britany loves it even better when another woman goes down on her,” Melanie’s mouth was only inches from my ear. “She also loves it when her husband goes down on her, although some other guy’s cum might still be in there.”

	“We wouldn’t want that, would we? I better check,” but Melanie had already leaned back with her knees drawn up to her chest. My wife’s pussy was puffy and red, and her vagina was snapping closed and slowly opening as I kissed her exposed clitoris.

	“Oh God, easy … please, go easy.”

	“Say more about the girl.”

	“I loved eating her pussy. The girlfriend had never been eaten by another woman, and she went a little batshit crazy. When I sucked her clit into my mouth and tongued her, she grabbed me by my hair and stuck her cunt in my face. Then she rubbed herself against me until my nose ended up inside her vagina. I was breathing cunt and going as insane as she was.”

	My cock was throbbing, and I was sure I’d cum when Melanie moved gracefully off the old basement couch and walked to the refrigerator. “Do you want a beer?”

	“You’re good at stopping just in time. Why didn’t I know this about you?” I asked.

	Melanie shrugged her shoulders, causing her boobs to bounce. “There’s a lot of things you don’t know.”

	“Such as?”

	“Britany’s a nymphomaniac.”

	“Is she? How often does she feel the urge?” I asked, my hard cock bobbing.

	“She always feels the urge. She wants to fuck nearly every man she sees.”

	“Why hasn’t she?” I asked.

	“Maybe she has,” Melanie smiled at me, and my cock throbbed even more rapidly. “You’d like it if I let Britany out to play, wouldn’t you?”

	“Yes.” I wanted to lie; I was afraid of where this was going.

	Melanie straddled my lap and sat down on my cock, pushing it all the way inside her pussy. “You know I’m a size queen. The bigger, the better. Do you know how I like to be stretched almost in two?”

	“You should have married a softball bat,” I said, fucking her as hard as I could.

	“I have to show you something,” and Melanie jumped off my cock, now thoroughly wet with her pussy juices. She went behind the bar and came out holding one of my old bats from when I played softball.

	“I washed this earlier because I wanted you to see.” Melanie balanced the bat on its fat end and sat on the handle. I watched in disbelieve as she first lubricated the thing then made it disappear up her pussy. “Oh, baby, it’s so big.”

	“How can you take the knob on the end of the handle?” I asked.

	“That’s the best part. I can feel it rubbing inside me. Here, feel my stomach.” I could have sworn I felt the passage of the bat by putting my hand on her abdomen. I looked at her in amazement as she forced more of the bat into her pussy.

	When I looked up, my wife’s face had changed. She was still Melanie, my wife, but I would have sworn it was Britany’s hungry eyes looking back at me.

	“Melanie,” I yelled, hoping she was already in the bedroom.

	“I’m still down here,” her answer was faint.

	“Where?” I yelled again. I found it hard to believe she was still in the basement.

	“I thought we were going to bed?” when I flipped the switch for the lights, nothing happened.

	“Don’t worry about the lights; just come down the stairs,” she said. I carefully felt my way, one squeaking stair at a time. When I stood at the bottom, a bright penlight suddenly turned on by our old couch, illuminating Melanie’s vagina.

	“I’ve been masturbating, Paul,” Melanie said. “I wondered how long it would take you to come back. Can you smell my cunt?”

	“Melanie?” I asked.

	“Melanie’s not here, and Britany’s been a naughty girl,” she answered. “Do you want to know what I think about when I fucked myself with this big cock?”

	Again, the light flickered, and this time I saw the dildo’s internal glow just before it disappeared inside my wife’s body again. “What have you been thinking about?” My cock was painfully hard. 

	“I’ve been thinking about fucking Randy’s big cock and eating Adam’s girlfriend’s pussy.” The light in the dildo flashed as Britany fucked herself harder.

	“Which do you want more?” I asked.

	“I want them both. Oh, Paul, you have to help me. I’m turning into Britany. Is that who you want for a wife, a pornstar?”

	“I want you. I don’t care if you’re a pornstar,” I was getting closer, and the pungent smell of pussy filled the air around me.

	“Do you want to know how many times I’ve made myself cum?” I heard the wet, squishy noise of the big dildo crashing into her body.

	The head of my cock touched her silken thigh. “How many times have you cum?”

	“Maybe a dozen times since you went upstairs. I can’t help myself,” a soft hand gripped my cock, and the light repeatedly flashed between her thighs. “Do you still love me, no matter what I do?”

	I pulled the dildo from her pussy and plunged my cock inside her. The dildo was huge, as big around as my wrist, and her pussy was so stretched I was only able to feel the walls of her vagina when she squeezed. “What are you planning to do?” I asked.

	“I was in a movie with these two guys,” my wife’s mouth was next to my ear, although I couldn’t see anything. “It’s a little funny to call it a movie; I was filming two or three of them at a time.”

	Her legs held me, and I felt her probing her backside with the big, wet dildo before she sighed. “Oh, yes. Doesn’t it feel good in there, baby?”

	I felt the big thing, now in her ass, rubbing against my cock through the thin membrane between them. As she fucked herself, the dildo stroked the sensitive underside of my prick.

	“The scene was supposed to be on this guy’s boat, and what I didn’t know was they’d hidden another woman in the closet,” Melanie was fucking her ass hard with the dildo.

	“Do you like fucking Britany?” she asked me.

	“Yes,” I gasped. “What did the other actress do?”

	“Just as I was about to cum. I always came for real in my movies. Doesn’t that seem odd?”

	“I’m so close, Britany,” I moaned.

	“I was on top, fucking one guy and blowing the other, and just as I started to cum she licked my asshole,” Britany was fucking me hard. “I exploded, I screamed when I came … Oh, Paul … Yes, give it to me.”

	When I turned the basement lights on, my wife was on the couch licking the fat rubber dildo. “Randy called to tell me we needed to meet him tomorrow night.”

	The rideshare parking lot was for commuters to leave their car when joining another driver. Rather than driving separately, they could ride together and not only save money but use the express lanes.

	After midnight the lot would be nearly empty. Two lonely cars were still there, and only one of the overhead lights was on, creating a series of dark shadows. The lot had tall, dense pine trees on two sides and the freeway on another, giving it a deserted, creepy feel.

	A sizeable, old unmarked detective’s car was in the far corner, deep in the darkest shadows near the trees. The wind was blowing, and the trees made a painful moaning sound as though trying to warn us away. 

	The detective’s car looked as though it were deserted. Dew and droppings from the trees covered it. We couldn’t see through the misted windows.

	Melanie jumped when the rear door suddenly opened, and Adam told my wife to get in. She was wearing the same dress made of leather strips, and I tried to follow her gleaming white ass into the car.

	“Wait here,” Adam ordered me in his best cop voice.

	“But, I need to …”

	“Shut up and do as you’re told.” His voice left no room for argument.

	I stood beside the car and held my jacket closed as the wind howled around me. I wanted to hear what was said inside, but the wind made it almost impossible. At one point I thought I heard my wife moaning, but it could have been the wind and my imagination. I also thought I saw movement through the heavily frosted windows, but again it might have been the reflection of the swaying trees.

	I hadn’t heard Randy’s approach, and his voice startled  me, “What do you think we’re doing to her, asshole?”

	“I … I don’t know,” I stammered.

	“She can’t decide if she’s good married wife Melanie or slut porn actress Britany. Who do you want her to be?”

	“I just want her to be herself,” I answered lamely. I was shivering from fear more than from the cold.

	“Boring,” Randy said. “They’re both her. When I got out, Adam was talking to Britany. Let’s see what they’re doing, open the door a crack. Go on; he probably won’t shoot you.”

	I put my hand on the car handle and thought I could feel the vehicle moving. I told myself it was just my imagination acting up again. I pushed the button with my thumb while pulling the handle and bending to see in as soon as the door opened far enough.

	My wife's arms were stretched out along the old car's rear deck, and her knees were on the seat with her legs spread wide. Adam’s feet were firmly planted on the floor, and he was fucking her mercilessly.

	“Who owns you now, Britany?” Adam asked.

	“You do … Lord, help me … you and Randy own me,” My wife said with some hesitation.

	“When can we fuck you, slut?”

	“I can’t … I’m a mother now … please don’t make me.”

	Adam used my wife’s hair to pull her head back as she moaned. “Stop … please … you’re hurting me.”

	“Would you rather wear the dog collar?”

	“No! Please, I’m just a dirty porn slut; you can fuck me anytime you want.” My wife’s head was pushed forward into the crack at the bottom of the seat. Adam continued his assault on my wife’s pussy, and I heard Melanie cum, but the car seat muffled her cries.

	Adam sat heavily, his pants bunched around his ankles. He pulled my wife’s head into his lap, and she went after his wet erection, sucking it into her mouth. She glanced in my direction and then looked away.

	“Britany’s going to make a movie for us, aren’t you, Britany?” Randy said.

	“Yes, sir.” I felt emotional whiplash. I’d driven into the lot with my wife, the mother of our children, and now I was watching a pornstar suck another man’s cock. Britany enjoyed his cock so much she brought her knees up to the seat, flashing her pussy at me to take him deep into her throat.

	“Oh, Britany. I didn’t know you could do that,” Adam said, and my wife tried to smile. “Do you want your husband there tomorrow night? He’s never seen you work. Don’t you think it’s time for him to see what a slut you are?”

	Britany made a noncommittal sound. It could have been yes or no. It could have simply been a moan.

	“Excuse me, asshole,” Randy said. “I see a pussy in need of fucking.”

	I stood back to let Randy into the car. He closed the door, and my wife loudly groaned. A moment later their car was bouncing on its springs.

	I settled in behind the wheel of our car to turn on the heater and the radio. My cock was a rigid tube running down my left pant leg. I desperately wanted to watch, so I crept back to the big detective car just in time to catch my wife crawling out.

	Britany’s wig was a mess, and her blouse hung open, exposing her breasts. She hugged me tightly. “You need to bring me back to them, Paul. Please.”

	“Tomorrow night, we’ll pick her up here at the same time,” Adam said as the detectives moved to the front seat.

	“What about me?” I asked.

	“You’re not invited.”

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 11

	 

	My wife knelt beside our car and pulled my pants down. I don’t know how she did it, but my cock was suddenly flaccid and stuck in the cock cage. I didn’t realize what was happening until I heard the lock click shut.

	By the time I started the engine, Melanie was in the seat next to me. She ignored her seatbelt and crawled onto the center console to hold me while kissing my cheek and rubbing my cock through the steel cage.

	“I’m sorry, baby,” she whispered.

	“Tell me what happens with you when you become Britany.” I gently tried to push my wife’s head away—she was causing me to drive erratically. “You act like an entirely different person.”

	Melanie sighed and slid back into the passenger seat as though I’d sucked all the fun out of her. She pulled the leather strips of her dress into place without a word, covering her legs and between her thighs before she buttoned her blouse.

	I snuck quick peeks at my wife, but Melanie was staring straight ahead through the windshield, and I was sure I’d blown it. My wife was disappointed in me, and I’d rather have her angry than disappointed. I hadn’t measured up when she’d needed me.

	Disappointing the woman I loved left me feeling depressed. “I’m sorry, Melanie. I’ve never wanted to hurt you, and now I have. Can you forgive me?”

	Melanie’s warm hand settled on my right thigh. “There’s nothing to forgive, you haven’t hurt me, but there is something I need to tell you about myself. Maybe it’s best if I tell you now while you’re driving.”

	I stayed quiet, even when she touched me. Melanie shifted in her seat to better explore her discovery, and I moaned from the pleasure her warm hand bought me.

	“Do you like when I do this?” she asked.

	“You know I do,” I said. “But, you were going to tell me something important.”

	My cock jerked in its cage as Melanie caressed me and continued talking. “I think of myself as two separate people, or maybe I’m just able to split myself in two.”

	I looked over at her so fast I practically ran off the road. It was only the honking of startled drivers that broke the spell. I steered the car along the guardrail until the road opened up again, and I was able to stop.

	“Are you telling me you have a split personality?” I asked.

	“No,” Melanie laughed. “Nothing so dramatic, but I am two people living in the same body. Maybe I do have some disorder,” she said as though thinking it for the first time.

	“You’ve always known Melanie, wife, and mother. Melanie is a wonderful woman, and she loves you with all her heart.”

	I stared at my wife’s face. Lipstick was smeared outside the line of her lips, and some was even on her cheek. Her face was flushed, and her eyes seemed to glow. Her wig had been carefully placed in the backseat, and I ran my fingers through her tangled hair. Melanie hates when I touch her hair, but tonight she closed her eyes and purred. When I wrapped my fist in her mane and pulled her head into my lap, she went along willingly. My cock drooled when she put it and the cage into her mouth. My wife’s legs parted, revealing her swollen, wet pussy.

	“The other woman is Britany, isn’t it?” My wife nodded her head without taking her mouth from me. “Britany is the pornstar and slut who just fucked those cops.”

	“Do you know when you’re Melanie and when your Britany?” I asked. She took my cock out of her wet mouth; I had my answer.

	“Of course,” Britany had her knees on the car seat as she kissed me.

	“Can you change from one to the other?” I asked.

	“Are you asking if I have control?” Britany giggled. “Yes, I can control myself except when the right guy brings Britany out.”

	Cars were honking at us and flashing their lights as they drove by. A young-sounding man yelled for me to fuck her good, and I looked for a break in traffic.

	“Take me to a motel,” my wife said. “I want you to reclaim me, and I can’t wait until we’re home.”

	I looked back at her when she put her bare feet on the dashboard and began masturbating. The car was soon filled with the sound of a wet pussy. “Don’t make me wait, Paul.”

	As we drove up an off-ramp, my wife told me between moans, “I fixed it for you to come to the party, but you’ll need to blend in. You’ll have to do everything Randy tells you to do.”

	“I can’t let anyone know we’re married?” I asked. I was driving slowly, looking for a motel sign. I was sure one was just around the next corner.

	“I’ll be the guest of honor, a real live pornstar,” Britany’s words came in a rush.

	“How many guys will be there?” I asked, pulling into the parking lot of an old motel.

	“I don’t know, a bunch, but there’ll be other women, too.”

	“Wives?” I asked.

	“Some might be wives, and some will be mistresses or hookers. A few might even be strippers the guys know,” her fingers moved faster on her clitoris.

	“How will I know if you’re Melanie or Britany?” I ask.

	My wife half-smiled at me and said, “If I use the word ‘cunt’ I’m Britany.”

	Britany took the key from me and bolted for the room while I parked the car. The motel had been built decades earlier but had been updated several times over the years to keep pace with the upscale neighborhood growing up around it. Each room in the elaborately decorated two-story, U-shaped building opened onto a walkway—concrete on the first floor and steel grate on the second.

	It took several minutes to park the car and walk up the stairs to the second floor. I started looking on the wrong side of the U while loud music and light spilled from an open doorway about halfway down the far side of the motel. I stood still, breathing deeply, and looked across the courtyard, over the pool, and into the well-lit room where my wife was naked and kneeling, her perfect ass and dripping wet pussy exposed just inside the door. It was the picture of a woman waiting to be fucked and not caring overmuch who did it.

	“Wow, she wants me,” a deep black male voice said.

	“Yes, she does,” I said and started the long walk around the U with the black man beside me.

	“Do you think she’ll mind if there’s two of us?” he asked, but I had the feeling if she did care, I’d be the one left out.

	“Britany,” I said when we arrived at the open door.

	“Fuck me, Paul.”

	“I bought a friend.”

	Britany looked over her shoulder at the towering black man standing beside me. “Hey, look. I didn’t know you knew each other. Maybe I should be going.”

	My wife smiled as she studied him, “Do you have something against fucking married white women?”

	“No, that’s not it at all. Are you two married?” He was easing toward the open door.

	“If we were, would it be a problem for you?” Britany was on her knees in front of him, running her hands over his jeans; she stopped when she found a sizable lump. “You’ve got a good-sized cock, don’t you?”

	“Maybe we should go inside,” I suggested. My wife looked tiny standing next to him.

	Britany stood on her tiptoes and pulled his head down to kiss. She moaned when his lips met hers. “Take a picture of us, baby.”

	I asked him if he cared if I took his picture as he bent my wife backward onto the bed, still kissing her. His hands seemed enormous when he cupped Britany’s perfect breasts. “I’m going to fuck you, white girl.”

	“Soon?” Britany moaned.

	He stood with one knee on the bed and pulled his shirt off over his head without bothering with the buttons. His body looked like something molded out of brown marble by an expert craftsman. “My name’s Ali,” he growled.

	His pants were next, but all I saw from where I was standing was his ass. My wife saw a thick brown snake of a cock. Britany’s eyes widened, and her mouth fell open as she parted her legs, exposing her gleaming wet entrance.

	We knew nothing about Ali except he stayed in the same motel we’d picked in which to fuck. Now my wife was holding his face with both hands as they stared into each other’s eyes. Ali’s fat, hard circumcised cock pushed against her open, wet and excited pussy. As big as Ali’s cock was, he was still able to drive it inside her without taking his hands from her tits.

	“He’s fucking your cunt,” I said. Britany held his face and groaned when he penetrated her. It felt as though everything was happening in slow motion, and I was inches away from the massive girth of some guy’s black cock, watching as he pounded in and out of my wife’s pink … cunt.

	“Say it again, tell me,” my wife gasped out. “Tell me how much your cock hurts.” I noticed how she was gripping the bedding to hold steady for him.

	“He’s fucking my wife’s cunt, and the cage is hurting my cock.”

	“Yes. Oh, shit, Paul. He’s fucking my needy cunt.”

	The sound of her voice carried well in the still night air. Two guys stood on the other side of the motel, right where I’d been standing, looking across the courtyard at us. I eased the door closed, cutting off their view, and sat down to watch.

	I didn’t know how I felt. Britany had been fucked by other guys tonight, so this wasn’t the first time. She’d been screwed at the Ride Share lot, and now she was fucking a large black guy I’d just met.

	The action on the bed had stopped, and Ali held my wife’s hips as he pulled out of her. “I’m going to rest for a minute and catch my breath. I don’t want to finish too soon.”

	Britany turned to clean his cock with her mouth. I’d never thought I’d see my wife licking a combination of her own sweet honey and another man’s pre-cum from his thick black cock. The sight was almost too much for me. My cock throbbed.

	“You should take a turn,” he said.

	“I’m wearing a cage,” I said, and he noticed for the first time. “Besides, you’re so big she probably won’t be able to feel me.”

	“Hey, I’m right here,” Britany said, smiling before returning to the thick cock in her hand. “But I do feel well used.”

	“I’m Paul, and this is … Britany,” I said with my hand outstretched.

	“Ali,” he reintroduced himself.

	I laid back on the king-size bed, and Britany sucked me into her mouth, cage and all. It felt strangely good. “You were right, my love,” Britany whispered. “I couldn’t have felt you.”

	I looked up at the ceiling as the bed moved beneath me and Ali once again penetrated my wife. I wondered what was happening to us. It felt like only moments later that my wife was whispering in my ear, “I love his fat cock. Can we take him home with us?”

	The room was empty except for my wife and me. “Where did Ali go?”

	Britany giggled softly in my ear. “He came inside me a couple of times after you fell asleep, then left. You know how men are; they cum and go.”

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 12

	 

	The executive conference room in our home office was an impressive affair. The first thing I would see was the massive windows opposite the door framing the blue waters of Puget Sound and snow-capped peaks. That is if it wasn’t raining or the clouds weren’t too low.

	I would also see the massive mahogany wood conference table, which could easily fit thirty people on oversized executive-style desk chairs. In front of each chair would be a black blotter with mahogany and leather rails, a pad of ruled yellow paper, a pen with the company logo, and a coaster for a coffee cup. A brass nameplate always stood in front of the noticeably larger chair at the head of the table. The nameplate said, President and CEO. Near the center of the table would be a black telephone box used for conference calls.

	That morning I’d walked over through the rain from a nearby hotel. The locals had all entered the room before me and poured coffee for themselves using the oversized mugs with the company logo on the side. Conversations seemed to die down when I entered, perhaps because they expected the man who sat at the head of the table, or maybe because I was the only one from another office. The group had thoughtfully left one chair empty, the one to the president’s immediate left, the worst place to sit.

	I blew on the coffee in my styrofoam cup, not to cool it but to buy me time to assess the room and the neat stack of financial reports in front of my chair. Shit, I thought, we were going to talk about money again. Now I understood why the CFO sat at the far end of the table, near a screen set up for a slide presentation. It wasn’t bad enough we’d be talking about money, but there’d be visuals.

	Halfway through the discussion and before the slides, the silenced phone in my pocket buzzed. I unobtrusively took it out under the table to read the text message.

	[Melanie] You’ll never guess what I’m doing.

	I responded without looking, trusting that I knew where the letters were placed.

	[Paul] No now, cant talks

	A moment later, my phone buzzed again.

	[Melanie] I’m fucking Ali. His big cock is inside your wife’s little white cunt.

	I felt myself growing hard, and I crossed my legs while innocently dropping one hand to my lap to squeeze my dick. It was just my luck that sitting on the other side of me was Barbara, a hard-faced bottle blonde suspected of fucking her way up the corporate ladder, and now she was smiling at me.

	[Melanie] God, honey. His cock is so thick, and he’s stretching me. I’m going to let him cum inside me, even if he makes me pregnant.

	My cock jerked, and I felt pre-cum staining my boxers. I tried to remember which pair I’d worn.

	The lights were lowered on the overheated room, and the CFO began droning on about the year-to-date profit and loss results by division and sales unit. The air was full of the sound of rustling papers, and I jumped when Barbara caressed my arm.

	“What does Ali look like?” she whispered, pointing at a row of numbers as if commenting on our profits.

	“He’s a large black man,” I whispered back, leaning close to look at the same paper.

	“I can see your phone,” she said, checking to make sure no one was paying attention to us. “And your cock.”

	[Melanie] I’m full Britany, and I’m a slut. Tell me your wife is a whore.

	Barbara took my phone from me while brushing my erection with the back of her hand.

	[Barbara] This is Barbara. We both think you’re a whore. Tell me more, and together we’ll make your husband cum.

	[Britany] Oh god. What has he told you?

	[Barbara] You’re fucking a black guy while your husband’s at work sitting next to me. Should I show him my pussy?

	[Britany] Show him your cunt, please let him see.

	Barbara pretended to study the screen at the far end of the room, now filled with columns of numbers, as the CFO used a long pointer to illustrate his lecture. Keeping her face turned toward the presentation, she carefully pulled her skirt up and sat on it.

	[Britany] Ali is fucking me, and I’m playing with my clitty. Are you doing it?

	[Paul] it's me—Barbara has her skirt up. Should she take off her panties?

	[Britany] He’s fucking me, and it's so good. Look at her twat.

	My wife had used the words cunt and twat. I was amazed, and then I noticed Barbara taking her panties off her shoes. When she swiveled toward the president to ask a question, she innocently parted her legs showing me her shaved mound and the top of her slit.

	The attention of the entire table was on Barbara and the president as they talked. The CFO stood impatiently waiting to finish whatever mind-numbing material he still had to cover.

	When all eyes finally swung back to the presentation, Barbara dropped her hand to my erection and squeezed. I stifled a moan while miles away, my wife was typing.

	[Britany] He’s eating me.

	The meeting was finally breaking up when Barbara asked me, “Who’s Britany? Come on; I showed you my pussy; who’s Britany?”

	“My wife,” I said as my phone vibrated again.

	“Goodie, she has two names.” Barbara and I had been left alone in the conference room. She crowded in on me, her tits on my arm. “What’s she say now?”

	I held my phone up to show the message.

	[Britany] Who’s Barbara?

	Barbara took the phone from me again.

	[Barbara] I work with your husband, and I saw your messages.

	[Britany] Please don’t fuck my husband.

	[Barbara] Send me a picture and I’ll think about it.

	We casually walked back to Barbara’s office, where she closed the door and sat facing me in front of her desk. Barbara smiled and sniffed her panties.

	“I’m very wet,” she said, looking at the tube my cock made in my pants. “I bet you’d like to fuck me.”

	My phone buzzed, and a series of pictures arrived. The first showed my wife smiling at the camera, naked from the waist up. Her breasts looked spectacular. Barbara shot me a speculative look and loosened a button on her blouse.

	The second picture showed Ali’s thick erection held against my wife’s forearm. The final picture showed him entering my wife, and her face was visible from between her breasts. Her expression was one of twisted ecstasy.

	A moment later, another text arrived.

	[Britany] You can’t imagine how good it feels to be fucked by a real man.

	“Aren’t you a real man, Paul?” Barbara asked, spreading her legs, her pussy now on full display. “Your wife asked me not to fuck you, but she didn’t rule out cunnilingus.”

	[Barbara] You’ve gotten us so excited I want your husband to eat me.

	“You might as well get on your knees, Paul.”

	My cock was throbbing. “Are we safe here, in your office?” 

	“You can jack off if you want. Nobody will bother us.” I hung my head, partly in shame and partially to hide the desire I felt.

	Another picture arrived. Ali was fucking my wife from the rear while she balanced on all fours and looked at the camera. “Wait a minute,” I said and typed into my phone.

	[Paul] Is there someone else there?

	Barbara smiled at my message and put her hand behind my head to guide me to her swollen, wet pussy. I eagerly tasted her.

	[Britany] Two of Ali’s friends are here. I think they’re larger than he is.

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 13

	 

	Randy and Todd arrived in a highly polished black Mercedes SUV, both wearing sport coats. A busted drug dealer once owned the jet black car with shiny, silver door handles and a large rolled push-bar on the front bumper.

	“I thought you just drove city issue,” I said after opening our front door for them.

	“This was impounded,” Randy pushed past me. “Shut up, shithead. It’s nicer.”

	My wife had been waiting for them, wearing what looked like a prom dress for sluts. “You could have just honked.”

	Todd told me, “You wait here, and we’ll text you the address.”

	Melanie walked ahead of them to their ride as they whispered and laughed behind her. The young wife from across the street watched from her bedroom window and gave me a slight wave. I waved back and threw her a kiss.

	She smiled and looked embarrassed. When I forgot where we were and said she looked nice, she blushed. I had no idea she could read lips, so I said I’d enjoyed watching her.

	Now she truly was embarrassed and blushed even more. I asked her if she’d do it again, and when she hesitated, I said, just for me to enjoy. She pointed to herself as if to say she’d enjoy it, too. I nodded enthusiastically.

	Melanie crawled into the back of the Mercedes with Randy following her and Todd driving. Randy’s hand had last been seen on my wife’s ass.

	My neighbor pointed at the car with a questioning look. I said they were my wife’s dates, and her eyes widened. I could even read her lips, “Really?”

	“Yes,” I said. Then using gestures to help, “The big guy might be fucking her right now.”

	My neighbor put her hand over her mouth to hide a smile and appeared to say, “No wonder you want to watch me.”

	“That’s not the only reason,” I said back. It was getting dark fast, and I was disappointed when I could no longer see her. I went upstairs and turned on a lamp by the bedroom window so she could see me if she looked.

	A few minutes later, I saw movement at her window, and when she saw me watching, she slipped off her robe and stood naked, pointing at me to do the same.

	It took me longer to undress, but the excitement of the evening had me erect. Following my neighbor's directions, I turned sideways before showing her my ass. She gave me a thumbs up. I waved my finger in a tiny circle, and she mimicked my movements. My neighbor had a great ass and fine little tits. I held up both thumbs, and she smiled broadly.

	After starting and then hesitating, she finally made a jack-off motion with her fist, and I pumped my hard-on, then pointed at her. She spread her legs and put her hand between her thighs. Her face changed as she watched me and felt the sensations she was giving herself.

	“I want to fuck you,” I mouthed.

	She pointed to where the Mercedes had been to ask, “What about your wife?”

	“She’s on a date,” I said.

	“Are you any good?” I think she said.

	“Yes.”

	“My,” she pointed to herself. “Husband,” I was pretty sure I got that right, and she held a thumb pointed down.

	“I’d take care of you,” I said. “I want to eat you.”

	Her face lit up just as a car pulled into her driveway. When I looked back, her shade was drawn. I moved away from the window as the house phone rang.

	“Is it true your wife is on a date?” her voice sounded musical.

	“Yes, and she’s going to be fucking those guys and their friends,” I replied.

	“Is it also true that you would eat me and take care of my needs?”

	“Yes.”

	I heard a male voice asking who she was talking to at this time of night. “Just our neighbor, he asks me a question about trash pick up,” she answered. Then to me, “Perhaps when she dates again, you’ll call me.”

	The line went dead, and I wrote down her number, next to the name “Sandi.”

	Minutes dragged into hours, and from time to time, I checked across the street to see if Sandi had reappeared; she hadn’t. Mostly I thought about the party and what was happening to Melanie. My imagination went crazy picturing men lining up to fuck her. My cock was constantly hard, and when I rechecked the window across the street, the curtains were open just enough to reveal a dimly lit room. I turned off my lights and stared hard at the narrow opening. I knew where the bed was—I’d watched her masturbating on it. I looked slightly to one side, and then I could see it in my peripheral vision.

	She was riding her husband cowgirl style, her beautiful breasts facing me. She was smiling while one hand squeezed her left tit hard, and the other rubbed her clitoris. It was as though she could feel me watching.

	I flashed the lamp next to the window to let her know I was there, and her smile broadened. Her fingers moved faster on her clit, and her husband fucked her even harder. I fumbled with my belt buckle, but I couldn’t get to my dick before her face contorted as she came. My phone buzzed with an incoming text, and I blew her a kiss.

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 14

	 

	The GPS guided me on a winding road with no street lights or sidewalks far up into the hills. The narrow road was split by a median planted heavily with trees, limiting visibility. I drove slowly, and a few houses could be seen behind the tall lush hedges lining the street on both sides. The thick shrubberies were occasionally interrupted by driveways with steel gates barring entry.

	I saw only one other car coming toward me. The guy kept his high beams on until he was almost on top of me, and I was blinded. It had been hard enough to find a house number before he lit me up. For obvious reasons, there were no cars parked on the road.

	I was ready to give up and turn back when I saw the house number I wanted. It was on a discrete brass plate mounted on a stone pillar supporting a driveway gate and was one of the few house numbers I’d seen. I pulled up to a keypad box located on the driver’s side of the car, and the rest of the message made sense: ”What four digit circular prime number began with 3 and ended with 9?” I entered 3 1 1 9, and the gate swung silently inward revealing a long driveway illuminated by small lights on short poles placed every ten feet or so.

	I carefully drove up the drive until an enormous house came into view looking more like a castle than a home. Every window in its eighty-odd rooms was lit, and I thought I saw people moving around inside. On the circular drive by the front door, I was met by a uniformed parking valet who took my keys and, without a word, drove off in my car.

	For a long minute, I stood looking at the massive wood and iron spiked door, wondering if I should just walk in or ring a bell. Then Leon appeared out of nowhere, and the decision was made for me. He was wearing gray dress pants, red suspenders, and a wife-beater tee-shirt with no shoes or socks. A shoulder holster holding an ugly dark gun completed the look.

	“Don’t fuck this up, asshole,” were his first words. It felt good to be greeted so warmly. “These people are not to be messed with, you understand? So, here are the rules. First, you don’t say a fucking word unless it’s to politely and briefly answer a direct question. Have you got that?”

	“Yes.”

	“Second, you may talk to the girls, you may even touch the girls, but you are not to fuck the girls. Have you got that, or am I going too fast?”

	“No, sir, I have it.”

	“Good. Third, you may have a drink, but you are not to have another unless it’s club soda. A lot of the guys drink club soda because they want to stay sober with the girls. They’re mostly pussies, but you’ll want to stay sober because I’ll beat the crap out of you otherwise. Are you still with me?”

	“Yes, sir. Polite, no girls, only one drink. I think I’ve got it.”

	“Don’t be a wiseass because this is the most important rule. Maybe I should have led with it. Now listen carefully. You may see your wife, got it?”

	“Yes, I may see Melanie.”

	“You may see Britany; there’s no Melanie here, sport. If you see her, you are not to look at her, talk to her, or acknowledge her in any way. Here’s my one gift to your sorry ass; there is no rule against watching her fuck in public.”

	Leon stared at me. I could swear there was nothing behind his black eyes. They were flat and showed no more emotion than a dead man. I believed Leon could kill me and never give it another thought.

	“I have one question, sir,” I said, and when Leon nodded for me to continue. “What do you mean ‘in public?’”

	“If other people are watching, you can watch too. You will not follow her or make contact with her in any way.”

	“What should I do if she talks to me? I mean no disrespect; I just want to know what to do.”

	“You may say ‘hello,’ or ‘nice to meet you,’ and then you move on,” Leon looked as though measuring me for a shallow grave.

	“Yes, sir,” I said. At the last moment I decided not to salute him.

	The massive door opened silently with just a gentle push by Leon. He guided me down a long carpeted hallway and into an ornate room full of noise, middle-aged men, and barely dressed fashion models.

	The first woman I saw was my wife.

	Britany was sitting on the lap of an obese, balding man wearing just his boxer shorts. His gut protruded so far my wife had trouble finding enough lap to perch on. She wore a bikini so tiny it only covered her nipples. Her balding partner was caressing her thigh and eyeing her exposed tits with hunger.

	We saw each other simultaneously, and Britany smiled at me before turning her smile on her balding friend. She hadn’t missed a beat, and it took Leon’s bruising poke in my back to remind me to ignore her.

	“Keep fucking up, asshole,” he hissed.

	I hiked through the room, trying to take in everything without staring at anyone in particular. The women were out of this world beautiful, and most of them were wearing practically nothing on their spectacular bodies. The men were all cops, city officials, or wiseguys. I recognized a few and steered well clear of them.

	I strolled into the library; a room had hundreds of dusty old volumes on floor-to-ceiling bookcases. On my way out I almost walked into a picture-perfect redhead tucking a breast back into her skimpy top.

	“Oh, hi,” she stopped to look at me, her hand still inside the right cup of her top. “I haven’t seen you around. Where have you been hiding?”

	“I just arrived,” I said and tried to move past her.

	“There’s no rush,” she placed her free hand on my arm. The hand adjusting her boob gave up and came out of her bikini top, bringing the near-perfect teardrop-shaped tit with it. “How about if you buy me a drink?”

	“Sorry, I’m looking for somebody.” My eyes lingered on her breast, even as I tried to move on. She wouldn’t let me. I noticed Leon watching without scowling.

	“We’ll look together, right after that drink by the pool,” she took my arm and rubbed her boob on my hand. “But, if we don’t see them in here or the pool, they’re probably somewhere they don’t want to be found.”

	“Right,” I mumbled, lacking anything intelligent to say. As if I didn’t know why couples would not want to be found.

	Large commercial-grade floodlights set atop tall poles illuminated the entire pool and deck as though it were the middle of the day. There were chairs and outdoor couches scattered around, as well as a bar with a nearly naked waitress. In a far corner was a huge fun area. It looked as though soft mats the size of several king-sized beds had been pushed together and covered with cotton sheets. Chairs had been arranged around the mats for casual observers like me. Several couples were already fucking, and more men drank while waiting their turns.

	Naked women were swimming in the pool. One insanely beautiful lady sat on the edge with her legs spread while another ate her pussy. We could hear a series of “Yesses’” as the beauty climaxed.

	A good-looking guy, I guessed him to be a former jock just starting to go to seed, swam over and offered to fuck them both. He was welcomed enthusiastically and was soon pounding the woman who had been in the water. Her wildly swinging breasts held my attention.

	“So tell me,” I said after we sat next to each other on an outdoor loveseat. “Why wouldn’t someone want to be found?”

	“Because they’re fucking somebody, or maybe more than one somebody's. I’m Candy, by the way.” She was sitting so close I could smell her breath—a combination of mint, cigarette smoke, bourbon, and I guessed just a hint of semen. “Isn’t it fun to watch good-looking people fuck?”

	I agreed before saying, “I found you, Candy.”

	“No, I found you,” she corrected me, just as Randy sat opposite us with Britany on his lap.

	“Did you know we had a genuine pornstar with us this evening?” Candy asked me.

	“No, I didn’t,” I said, trying not to stare at Candy’s tits or Randy’s fingers stroking my wife’s wet slit.

	“Yes, this is Britany Kitty. Isn’t she beautiful?” Candy said, and my wife smiled at us while panting from Randy’s touch. Candy continued, “You can play with my titties if you want, or would you rather have a four-way with Randy and a movie star?”

	I was trying to stammer an appropriate response when Britany said, “I can feel Randy’s cock poking my ass, so I vote for a nice little four-way.”

	Candy pulled me to my feet, and we were following my wife, who had Randy’s hand on her ass, when I said, “I think I’d rather just watch if it’s alright.”

	“You don’t want some Candy?” Britany joked. But I think only three of us got it.

	“Maybe later,” we were next to the giant sheet-covered mat. Candy’s top was already off, and she rubbed her breasts on my chest. On a one to ten scale, I’d rate them a solid 15. I could compare both women simultaneously, and I’d give my wife a 20 on the same scale. Britany was being stripped in front of me by Randy’s large black hands.

	“Oh,” Candy had spied Randy’s huge cock. “It looks like there might be enough for both of us, Britany.”

	“I think I’d like some pussy to start,” my wife said, giving me a sideways glance as she knelt between Candy’s legs on the mat, and I took a chair to watch innocently.

	The area was brightly lit, and I wondered what I was doing when I felt Randy’s big paw on my shoulder. “You just sit here and enjoy the show, shithead. All I want to hear from you are enthusiastic words of encouragement for your wife, anything else, and I’ll break your fucking leg. Are we clear on that?”

	“Yes, sir,” I answered, nodding my head up and down.

	“And keep it in your fucking pants. I especially don’t want to see you bringing it out to jerk-off. You got all that?”

	“Yes, Randy,” I said, staring straight ahead.

	“Good, remember it,” and Randy squeezed my shoulder so hard I thought I heard bones grinding together.

	My wife was on her elbows and knees now and using fingers to spread Candy’s pussy open. I could see Britany’s perfect, heart-shaped ass, one full hanging tit, the back of her head, and the bottom of her chin. Candy’s nearly perfect leg was stretched straight out to the side, and my wife’s face was buried between her labia. Candy was making a lot of noise.

	Randy watched and played with his foot-long cock, willing it to full arousal before kneeling between my wife’s thighs from the rear. I knew he’d pushed inside when Britany briefly raised her head, grunted, and went back to work on Candy with even more enthusiasm.

	Candy threw back her head and arched her body to push her cunt into my wife’s mouth. At first, with each slow and calculated stroke, Randy thrust his fat cock further into Britany than I’d ever been. As he fucked the mother of our children, she ate Candy’s pussy wildly.

	As my wife’s pussy became wetter, Randy fucked her faster and plunged in even further. Because of how I was sitting, I could see her labia clinging to his fat cock each time he withdrew. I would never in my life be able to give Melanie such pleasure.

	Candy held my wife’s head and stroke her as Randy picked up the pace. Britany’s pussy was being violently pulled inside out as Randy fucked her even harder. The contrast between his black cock and Britany’s white mound and vivid pink pussy was mesmerizing.

	My cock was fully erect, but I didn’t dare take it out of my pants so I held my hand over the lump it formed. I wanted to howl along with my wife when she exploded in orgasm. Seconds later, she was pleading with Randy to fuck her harder because she wanted to cum again.

	“It’s so good, Randy. Please fuck me as hard as you can. I love your cock. I’m in love with your fucking cock!”

	At the sound of the word ‘love,’ my heart broke and my cock jerked as I came. This person wasn’t Britany, the pornstar acting for the camera—this was my wife telling another man she was in love with his prick, even as he destroyed her pussy.

	When nobody was looking, I got up to leave.

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 15

	 

	I sipped a beer at the bar until I thought I could escape undetected. While I drank, I watched the women in the pool and occasionally checked on my wife.

	Leon had joined Randy on the mats with the two women, which probably meant no one was watching me. Britany was back on her knees, sucking Leon’s cock without much enthusiasm. It looked like she was trying to find me in the crowd.

	My mind was in a fog because I was simultaneously married to two different women. Britany was my wife no matter what name she used, and watching her was like spying on another person who was, somehow, also my wife.

	I was so confused. Seeing Britany had given me a painfully hard erection, and I wanted to watch her fucked by every man at the party. On the other hand, we were married, and she was also Melanie, the mother of our children. Both women hurt me deeply, made me insanely jealous, and gave me a painful hard-on. I felt my head would explode if I came again.

	A few women visited the bar, and I tried to distract myself by looking only at their breasts and shaved pussies. One of them smiled at me.

	“Fair’s fair. If we swim naked, you should too.”

	“What would I do with my clothes?” I asked her. My God, she was fine-looking. Her dark hair was wet from the pool, and it covered her back in a shiny black rug hanging to her ass. Her boobs weren’t huge, but they were perfectly shaped with nipples pointing up.

	“Leave them in the locker room, through that door,” she giggled as she used her left tit to point at a door by the bar. “If you’re modest, wrap a towel around yourself, and when you get back out here, maybe we can play tag.”

	She smiled at me again, then stood straight up, which caused her boobs to wobble. My erection jerked once, hard, through my pants. She touched the lump in my pants and said, “You’re it.” Before swinging on her heels and walking away. Her ass was as spectacular as the rest of her body.

	The rules Leon had laid out for me did not prohibit swimming, and besides, he was busy fucking Candy while my wife sucked Randy’s black pole of a dick. I went into the locker room, half hoping another door would lead out to the living room or library.

	The place was empty, and I took time to check things out. I expected a standard changing room, perhaps full of aluminum lockers. Instead, I found rows of mahogany wood cabinets, each the size of a standard closet.

	The facilities were also the nicest I’d ever seen. Each toilet was in an individual stall built as a separate room, also with mahogany doors. I was turning to leave the restroom when a female hand stopped me.

	Britany looked like a woman who’d been fucking for hours. Her wig was a tangled mess, her face was flushed, and marks on her breasts were made by large male hands. 

	“Paul, I’m so sorry.” She sounded like Melanie. “I’ve made such a mess of things.”

	She moved into my arms and started to cry. “I know the rules. You can’t talk to me or touch me,” and she moved away, using her hands to wipe the tears from her cheeks. “So, look at the wall over the urinal, and I’ll talk. Undo your pants, so it looks good.”

	“My cock’s too hard,” I said. Melanie moved around me to look at it. 

	“Geez, honey. This really turned you on, didn’t it?” She was smiling now, “Was it me or Candy? No, don’t answer that question.”

	“It was you,” I said.

	“What about the girl waiting for you by the bar? She’s got wonderful tits,” Melanie said.

	“I have to know who I’m not talking to,” I said. “Are you Melanie, my wife, or are you Britany, the famous pornstar?”

	“I’m your wife, and I want to make sure we’re okay. I love you, and I think Britany may be bad for us.”

	When I turned from the urinal, my hard-on pointed at her. “I want you so much I may cum just looking at you.”

	“I haven’t hurt you or made you jealous?” she asked, stroking my cock lightly with just the tips of her fingers.

	“You broke my heart, and I want to shoot every man who’s touched you.”

	“But not Candy?” Melanie licked my cock like she always did. At first, she was tentative, as if it were her first time, and she wasn’t sure what to do with it.

	“No, Candy’s fine. I like Candy,” I groaned just as we heard the door open. Melanie quickly pulled me into one of the oversized toilet stalls and shut the door. We heard Randy whistling to himself as he came in. Melanie sat on the toilet and went back to sucking my cock.

	The door to our stall had louver slots near the floor for ventilation, allowing us to hear Leon clearly when he came in. “Britany’s a sweet piece of ass, Sergeant.”

	“I’ve never known such a beautiful woman who loves sex even more than I do,” Randy replied. “She’s one of only two who can take my cock to the hilt, and I’m not giving her up.”

	“What about the shitbird?” Leon asked, washing his hands.

	“I can think of a couple of possible solutions to the shitbird problem, and he wouldn’t like any of them.” They laughed, but I felt my face go white, and a line of sweat appeared on my upper lip. “But for right now,” Randy continued. “We’re just going to take over Britany’s life, do you know what I mean?” He asked.

	“We gonna move into their house, or are we going to host Britany at one of ours?” Leon asked.

	“We’re going to put Britany in the drug house near the lake. We’ll make sure she’s fucked all the time, and we’ll give her some product guaranteed to make her pussy drip,” Randy said.

	“After a few days, she won’t even miss the shithead.”

	“Which is fine,” Randy was using his flat cop-voice. “Because I think I can make him disappear for three or four days, and by the time he reappears, Britany will be our’s.”

	Melanie and I stood with our backs pressed against the wall of the toilet cubicle and stared at each other wide-eyed. “We’ve got to get out of here,” I whispered when I knew we were alone.

	“And then what?” Melanie whispered back, “They know where we live.”

	“Let’s just leave. We probably have enough time to pick up the twins and some things. We’ll just leave,” I whispered more urgently.

	“We can’t.” Melanie sounded calm.

	“Why not?” I was trying hard not to give in to my panic.

	“We can’t uproot the kids, and you have a job, we have a house and a mortgage. Paul, we don’t even own the car. The bank owns most of it,” Melanie checked off the points with her fingers.

	“And you love his cock,” I said.

	Melanie watched my cock throbbing and said in a guilty whisper, “And I really do love his big dick and what it does to me.”

	I came. I couldn’t help it. Cum shot in long white ropes toward her. Most landed on the floor, but the first blast reached her tummy, right above her pussy.

	Laughing, she gathered as much as she could with two fingers and smiled at me as she sucked them clean.

	“I’m going out there, Paul. Please be home when I come back.”

	She gave me a quick kiss with her cum lined lips and disappeared out the door.

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 16

	 

	I walked through the front rooms, smiling at everybody and even waving to a couple of guys as though I knew them. I tried to tip the parking valet outside, but he said nothing and wouldn’t take my money.

	I tried not to think—about anything. It’s a hard trick to pull off, but I was able to put the party out of my mind until I walked into our home and smelled my wife’s perfume. My cock was starting to harden again. I wanted to beat off, but I found myself thinking about Candy and how my wife had gone down on the other woman, and I needed more than a fantastic memory.

	I looked out at the window across the street. When she saw me, my neighbor smiled and gave me a little wave. Then she pointed to her phone and seemed to mouth, “Call me.”

	[Sandi] “Hello?”

	[Paul] “It’s me, your admirer from across the street.”

	[Sandi] “Is your wife still on her date?”

	[Paul] “Yes. She’s having sex with a couple of other guys and a woman. Maybe I shouldn’t have told you.”

	[Sandi] “Why do you let her do it? Does it excite you knowing your wife is with other men … and a woman?

	[Paul] “Yes, sometimes it does. I guess I’m excited now, but it’s because of you.”

	[Sandi] “Would you like to fuck me?”

	[Paul] “Is this a trick question?”

	[Sandi] “Are you any good in bed? Do you make sure your partner is satisfied?”

	[Paul] I always make sure she cums, even if I have to eat her for hours.

	[Sandi] Would you eat me for hours?

	[Paul] Yes.

	[Sandi-her voice shaking] My husband is not very good … I mean, he doesn’t take care of me. That’s why I have the vibrator. I’ve never had an orgasm with a man.

	[Paul] Are you alone?

	There was a long silence. Sandi looked at me across our two yards and the street without saying a word. I heard her loud breathing. Then her hand drifted down to push her robe open. Her arm moved as she caressed her own body, starting with her breast. 

	[Sandi] Please come in the side door and down to the basement. If you don’t want to, I’ll understand.

	I should have thought about the danger we were in when Sandi hung up, and the phone line went dead—it was decision time. I was too excited to waste even an instant changing from the suit and white shirt I’d worn to the party. But I did take the time to slide the cock cage in place. It was only when the lock snapped shut that I wondered where the key was. It was a strange relief to have it on with no time to worry about getting it off.

	It had been a long time since I’d snuck out at night. I went through another backyard and crossed the street using tree shadows for cover. I entered Sandi’s house from the alley.

	There was a faint light on in her basement, and I carefully made my way down the wide wooden stairs. The basement was the place they used for storing old junk on its last stop before being thrown out. Boxes were stacked atop each other, and all manner of miscellaneous household debris was scattered around. An old set of golf clubs leaned precariously against two tall boxes. On the top of them was an old iron birdcage looking like a relic of the 1920s.

	I followed the faint light until I came to an old couch with two of its legs replaced by piles of books. Sandi was spread out on it, one manicured foot on the floor and the other resting on the seatback. She was only wearing the thin white dressing gown and a smile.

	“If I couldn’t give you anything tonight, would you still take care of my … er, needs?” She asked.

	I didn’t answer. I simply knelt on the hard tiled floor and spread open her white nightgown. Sandi was panting, and her voice shook. 

	“Please, Paul.” I lightly licked her slick slit from her asshole to her tiny clitoris. She moaned my name.

	I worked slowly, stroking my cock cage in rhythm to my mouth and tongue. I ached to fuck her, but not tonight, if ever. Tonight she needed to know at least one man cared enough to give her pleasure rather than just take it for himself.

	Her panting grew faster and louder. She tried not to move in response to what I was doing, but she couldn’t help herself. Soon her ass was off the couch, and she pushed her pussy hard against my face. Her moans grew louder, and she pushed harder, and then she came. She pulled me firmly against her clitoris, using my hair while her knees held me in a vise.

	“I’m cumming. Oh, Lord, thank you, Paul, thank you,” her orgasm seemed to last a long time, and as it tapered off, she continued to hold my head against her clit.

	“Please don’t stop,” and she came again. Even harder and longer this time.

	Sandi was covered in sweat, and my jaw hurt when she finally released me. We smiled at each other, my chin dripping with her arousal. “I’ll give you anything you want, Paul.”

	“I just want to make you happy,” I said because someone else was taking care of my wife, and I was kneeling on a cold basement floor.

	After sitting quietly for a long time, as if thinking it over, she said, “Do you know the areas of the brain that light up during orgasm are the same areas that light up when one feels pain?”

	“No, I didn’t know,” I said.

	“I’d never ask this of my husband, or anyone else for that matter. Next time, would you hurt me while you satisfy me?”

	“What kind of hurt?” I asked.

	“I don’t want to be spanked or anything like that. But I think I’d like to be whipped. Maybe you could find a whip to use on my pussy?”

	Sandi’s husband was pulling into their garage as I eased out the rear cellar door and through the yard. The entire time we hadn’t once hugged or even kissed; our only physical contact had been my mouth on her pussy. But I’d brought her satisfaction. Now, I had to find just the proper whip.

	I remember thinking I couldn’t cheat on my wife with a cage on my dick, as if eating Sandi’s pussy hadn’t been cheating. The cage hurt and felt tight, but it had made going down on Sandi’s pussy even more enjoyable. If I wasn’t going to fuck her, I could at least give her as much pleasure as possible using my mouth.

	I turned toward our house and was suddenly on the ground with my face pushed into the dirt. A knee was planted on my neck, and Lloyd growled, “Don’t make a sound. Sneaking around a woman’s house. We’ve been looking for you, cocksucker.”

	I tried to object, but the pressure on my neck made speech impossible. I squirmed when plastic handcuffs were pulled tight on my wrists and ankles. The knee came off my neck, and I drew a deep breath, but before I could make a sound, a thick strip of tape was slapped over my mouth, and a canvas bag pulled down over my head.

	I was picked up as though I weighed nothing and thrown into the backseat of a large vehicle. Lloyd followed me in and sat on my back, pressing my face into the opposite door. The vehicle pulled away silently—I doubted anyone had seen or heard a thing.

	When we finally stopped, the door with my face pressed to it opened and I was frogged marched up a step and through a door. It’s wasn’t difficult to tell I was in a police station. In addition to noise, old stations have a certain smell.

	I was fingerprinted, photographed front and side. As a result of having a bag over my head, my hair stood straight up, and I was made to stay in my own clothing until I was booked. Only I wasn’t booked because I was being held without charges. After that, I was locked in a cell with a thin pillow and an even thinner blanket.

	“What are you doing?” I yelled, and Leon doubled me over with a blow to my stomach. “What’s the charge?” I croaked.

	“We don’t need a charge while we investigate you, shithead. We can hold you for seventy-two hours, and since it’s Friday and Monday’s a holiday, you may be here a while.”

	The other guard held up my phone for me to read a message through the bars.

	[Britany] Do you remember Beth and Charles from the restaurant?

	And later:

	[Britany] Paul, where are you? Beth and I are having so much fun

	 Charles wanted to fuck us both but shot his load inside my pussy right away. So he’s off feeling sorry for himself, trying to get his pecker hard again.

	Later still:

	[Melanie] My pussy aches so good.

	But I can’t find you, Paul. It makes me want to cry because I think you’ve deserted me for being such a slut, and you won’t take me back. So I’m going to live with Randy.

	“I’ll bet that cock cage is feeling pretty tight about now,” both of them laughed as they walked away. Their voices echoed down the row of identical cells as they planned what they would write my wife using my phone.


Chapter 17

	 

	I protested through the bars. “I haven’t been charged with anything; I haven’t been read my rights; I haven’t had an opportunity to talk to my lawyer. Now let me go.”

	My loud protests caused an uproar in the other cells. Some prisoners yelled support while just as many let me know I should: “Shut the fuck up before I shove your fucking rights up your ass—along with my dick.”

	Two Correctional Officers, or CO’s, or guards, stood outside my cell and casually whacked the palms of their hands with black nightsticks. I retreated to the concrete bench that served as my bed and didn’t say another word.

	Eventually, the topic changed, and the CO’s left me alone. I took a series of deep breaths and tried to control my anger. Randy had me locked up and out of the way for the next seventy-two hours, three full days, and there was nothing I could do about it unless someone listened to me. While I was locked up the bastards had my wife, and she probably thought I’d deserted her. The one thing I had promised never to do.

	In my head, Melanie was humping Randy’s big black cock. I tried to push my hands together between my legs, but the movement put pressure on my cock cage, and my dick tried to get hard. Thinking about anything else didn’t work either. It was like being told not to think about pink elephants and finding it impossible to think of anything but pink elephants.

	I was convinced I wouldn’t be able to sleep despite being exhausted. But sometime later I woke, surprised to have slept at all. I’d been dreaming of Randy fucking my wife in the ass. In my dream, Melanie had been playing with her clitoris and begging Randy to fuck her ass even harder. The flesh of my cock was pushing out between the steel bars of the cage. I thought if I could make myself cum, it might ease the pressure I felt, but my efforts only made me miss my wife more.

	While it was still dark outside, an older trustee who refused to speak brought breakfast. I was ravenously hungry and ate the tasteless food too fast. Now I had nothing to do until dinner except think of Melanie.

	I lay on the hard concrete platform in my wrinkled, foul-smelling suit and tried to pull back the dream I’d had in the night.

	Then a CO banged on the bars with his nightstick and held up my phone with a new message for me to read.

	[Melanie] Randy says you’ve deserted me – he says he’s seen it before. A woman’s husband just takes off.

	What’s happened to you, Paul?

	Randy says I’m his woman now, and I guess I am because I love his big cock and what it does for me.

	I laid on my side and stared at the wall. It seemed my wife’s transformation from Melanie to Britany was complete. Melanie had become Britany, a pornstar slut who belonged to another man.

	Time must have passed because I was surprised when the same trustee pushed a dinner tray through the slot in my cell doors.

	“How long have I been here?” I asked. He grunted in reply. “Shouldn’t I get a phone call?” He wheeled his cart toward the next cell. “Nice talk,” I called after him.

	This time I made my meal last. When I finished, there was nothing to do but push the tray back through the slot for the trustee to pick up and then try not to think about my wife. When I’d been held for two whole days with one more to go, and I had imagined Randy having my loving wife give blow jobs for quarters, my anger turned to self-pity.

	“What are you looking so sad about?” The familiar voice startled me. Randy smirked at me through the rust-pitted old bars. “I had to take a break; all your wife can think about is her cunt. She’s wearing me out.”

	“You’re a miserable cocksucker,” I said.

	“Ouch, that hurt,” Randy mocked me. “But, I’ll give you a pass. I left your wife with some old friends who’ll take good care of her until I can fuck her again. Some day we might even decide to release you.”

	“Release me now. You can’t hold me without a charge.”

	“Sure we can. We can hold you for a few days without a charge.” The smirk never left Randy’s face. “In the meantime, think about your wife naked in a room full of horny men.”

	He pulled his buzzing phone from his pocket and smiled at the screen. “What do we have here? It looks like a message from some woman named Britany.”

	“Let me have the phone, you miserable bastard.” I reached through the bars to get my hands on it, but Randy easily moved beyond my reach.

	“It’s a video message,” he said. “I wonder what this woman has to say.”

	He held up the phone for me, and Britany’s face appeared on the screen.

	[Britany] Randy, I need your big cock, baby. I’m so fucking horny. When are you coming back to me?

	The message clicked off, and Randy put the phone back in his pocket. I stood frozen against the bars. My eyes fixed on the point where I had last seen my wife’s face.

	“Whose the slut?” someone yelled.

	“Hey, I want a piece of that.”

	Voices could be heard from down the line of cells.

	“Maybe I should bring her to visit,” Randy mocked me again. “She could make some new friends here.”

	He strolled away, laughing past the row of cells. Verbal abuse followed him as he walked past each cell. Leon had slipped up by telling me I could only be held for seventy-two hours. Unless they had a charge, and I was sure I hadn’t done anything wrong.

	I leaned against the bars for a long time, my cock pressing hard against steel bars of its own. ‘A cage within a cage,’ I thought and wondered what crime my dick had committed. Finally, I sat on the aluminum toilet and heard pre-cum drip into the bowl.

	A Corrections Officer woke me, told me to turn around so I could be handcuffed, and escorted me down long, dark, poorly painted corridors. By then I’d given up and didn’t ask any questions. I just shuffled along in shoes without laces until we came to an office.

	The CO knocked once and shoved me inside so hard I tripped over a shoe and sat heavily on a wooden chair, my hands trapped behind my back.

	“Now, that’s no way to treat our favorite missing husband,” Leon said. He was sitting with one butt cheek on an old steel desk painted grey. “It turns out we don’t have enough to charge you with right now, so we’re going to take a ride.”

	He dropped the envelope with my name on it into my lap while he unlocked the cuffs. Everything was there, including my shoelaces, but my cash was gone.

	“You said I was being released.” He directed me through the dark lot toward a plain sedan that screamed police.

	“No, I said we didn’t have enough to charge you right now; it’s not the same thing.” There was steel mesh protecting the driver, and the inside of the rear doors lacked handles. “Get in, Paul.”

	“Wherever you’re taking me, could I have a shower and clean clothes first?” I asked.

	Leon looked at me in the rearview mirror and wrinkled his nose as he ran his window down. “You look like shit, and you smell worse. But it’ll have to do.”

	“What have you done with my wife?” I asked.

	“I wouldn’t worry about Britany,” it was difficult understanding him through the laughter. “She’s had a much better time these last few days than you have.”

	I felt my cock trying to break free of its cage. “Can we at least take this damn thing off my dick?”

	“Oh buddy, I’d like to, really I would, but I’m sure your wife has the only key.” Leon had a sneer on his face as we pulled up in front of a particularly sleazy looking strip club advertising:

	 Sluts on Stage

	“Maybe they have a shower,” Leon said, opening the car door.

	 


Chapter 18

	 

	The bouncer, a tall, severe-looking black man, who had been checking IDs, greeted Leon with a guy-hug and the required two pats on the back. “How’s our new girl doing?” Leon asked.

	“Oh, she popular, real popular. In fact, she on stage next.” His voice was surprisingly high-pitched for such a large man.

	“Has she taken many men to the VIP room?” Leon asked.

	“They lining up for those private dances. Guys go in there with her, then hit the cash machine, or give their credit card numbers and go back for more,” he laughed. Everyone was laughing except me. But every word made my cock jump a little.

	The club seemed to be completely dark once through the curtain, except for the glow of cigarette tips and a brightly lit stage protruding far into the room. Most guys sat at tables, but the lucky few sat next to the stage, their elbows resting on a padded bumper and their drinks next to ashtrays.

	Women dressed in almost nothing roamed the room or sat with the men and hustled dances. One tiny woman with fake-red hair, looking no more than eighteen, was leading a man toward the blackout curtain with a neon red VIP sign above it. Two more danced for men where they sat, rubbing their asses between the guy’s spread legs.

	I didn’t know how anyone could be heard above the loud rap music. It seemed to be about white whores and busting caps. Leon gripped my arm when the rap started, and Britany took the stage to loud cheers. I tried to take a step forward, but Leon pushed me into a chair.

	“You don’t want her to see you looking like this,” he yelled. “Hell, she can probably smell you from the stage. Now watch and learn, then I’ll take you to the showers.”

	Britany was dressed in an outfit consisting of three white triangles held together by strings. In addition, she wore shoes with heels so long I didn’t know how she kept her balance.

	Occasionally she’d kneel and talk to one of the customers while scooping up the money they’d put on the stage for her. Some of the men insisted on sliding the bills into her costume themselves to get a feel. My wife would smile and give them a moment before moving to the next customer. She wasn’t doing much dancing.

	When the next song started, Britany slowly dropped the triangles from her tits, and the men grew louder. When she knelt, if the tip were large enough, my wife would bend over the stage barrier and let them feel her perfect, soft breasts.

	One of the customers looked like a kid and might have been visiting a club for the first time. Two older men, one sitting and the other standing, were buying dances for him. Britany spent a lot of time with the kid, letting him weigh her breasts in the palms of his hands.

	On the third song, the triangle covering her pussy came off, and even from the back of the room, I could see how red and excited-looking her pussy was. This time my wife held the kid's wrist so his hand was on her pussy while she whisper—yelled in his ear. The two older men high-fived, and the kid’s face flushed bright red.

	The song played for a long time while Britany danced for every customer and continued to scoop up money from the stage. As the song ended, my wife lay on the stage and spread her legs while she ran an index finger along her slit.

	Another dancer took her place, and a few minutes later, the kid stood and walked toward the VIP sign. I watched him meet a still naked Britany just outside the curtain. She rubbed her body on his before taking his arm and guiding him inside.

	Leon pulled me to my feet and took me to a door painted black located three yards to the left of the VIP curtain. “Don’t make me use those cuffs again, shitbag. Stay cool no matter what you see. Are we clear?”

	He stood with his hand on the doorknob and waited until I nodded that I understood. The room inside was even darker, except for the one-way mirror taking up an entire wall and two guys sitting with their backs turned to concentrate on bright monitors.

	In the VIP room, Britany had the kid sit on a padded bench while she rubbed her body on his. Letting him touch any part of her he wanted, she pulled his tee-shirt from his pants and over his head. I heard her moaning through overhead speakers as she held her breasts and rubbed them on his chest and then on the crotch of his jeans.

	After first smiling and kissing his lips, my wife undid his pants and looked surprised by the size of his cock. The kid had an impressively large hard-on

	“Watch this, asshole. Britany’s the best we’ve ever had.”

	After wetting his dick, making it gleam white in the blue light of the VIP room, my wife squeezed her breasts around him and began to jack him off. The kid leaned back to enjoy the sensations but soon stopped Britany before she went too far.

	Britany passionately kissed him again, her legs on either side of his hips as he ran his hands over her body. The speakers picked up the sounds of heavy breathing mixed with my wife’s groans.

	“Those groans are real; she isn’t faking a thing. Look how wet she is,” one of the guys working a monitor said.

	“You just want to fuck her,” the other guy added.

	“No shit I want to fuck her.”

	“Leon, get this fucking cage off me,” I whispered.

	“Look between your wife’s tits,” he whispered back. There, snug in Melanie’s cleavage, was a chain holding a key. The key to my cock cage.

	“Look at this,” one of the monitor guys said. “Randy’s having a talk with the kid’s friends.”

	I turned to watch the monitor and saw Randy for the first time. The two older friends had their wallets out and were handing over credit cards.

	“I wonder what their credit limits are,” the second guy asked.

	“We’ll know in a few minutes,” Leon said.

	“What’s going on?” I asked.

	“They’re paying for the kid's piece of your wife’s ass,” Leon smirked at me.

	Both monitor guys turned to look me over before sniffing the foul air. “I’d have thought she could do better,” one said.

	I wanted to defend myself and explain how Randy had locked me in a cell for three days. Instead, I watched the kid bury his heavy cock in my wife’s pussy, with the sounds of serious fucking coming through the tinny speakers.

	“Randy’s fair,” Leon said as the two older men came in through the VIP opening to see their young friend’s cock buried in Britany’s pussy. After a word from Randy, they stripped and sat on the long, well-padded bench to wait their turn with my wife.

	Britany didn’t want to let go of the kid’s big dick until she saw Randy and threw herself at him. She hugged and kissed the big Sargent with unbelievable passion until he directed her to satisfy the waiting men.

	Britany danced for them, the young guy’s cock waving in the air still wet from my wife’s pussy. Then, as one fucked her, she blew another until they both came, and she could again turn to Randy.

	It was only then I saw the new tattoo high on her left hip. Handcuffs encircled the letters:

	BBC Slut

	 


Chapter 19

	 

	The shower felt good after all this time, even though the steel cage was still locked on my shrunken cock. Clothes had been put out for me. A women’s green golf shirt with darts for a bra and chino pants—they seriously weren’t my style, but I wasn’t about to wear the suit smelling like the jail and my sweat ever again.

	The yeasty smell of freshly baked bread hit me as soon as I opened the door. My key still worked, and I walked into a house that didn’t feel like mine anymore. Melanie met me there, dressed like the happy homemaker herself. She was carrying a tray of bread fresh from the oven.

	“Hi, honey. Welcome home. You’re just in time for breakfast,” my wife wore a familiar blue skirt that hung low on her hips. There was a gap above her skirt and below her tee-shirt. My wife’s pale skin was visible, and I could see her navel, along with the new tattoo on her hip.

	“Do you want to know where I was?” I asked.

	“It doesn’t matter, honey. You’re home now, but a few things have changed.” Melanie set the tray down and held up a piece of fresh bread for me to eat out of her hand. It reminded me how hungry I was.

	“Give me the key, first,” I said.

	“The key?” Melanie contrived to look confused.

	“For the cock cage. I want to take it off.”

	“Oh, honey. You probably need to clean under it, don’t you?” Melanie looked concerned, but the chain and key stayed in place around her neck as she kissed me on the cheek.

	“Melanie,” I said. “What did you do?”

	“We’ll talk later,” she said, handing me another slice of bread. I could hear the twins squabbling in the kitchen.

	I thought a brief rest would help me confront my wife and the bed looked inviting after trying to clean my dick through the cage's steel bars. I laid down for just a minute, and I don’t remember falling asleep, but I was dreaming when I woke. I was trying to hug Melanie in my dream and yelling how much I loved her, but she kept moving away from me.

	“Paul, Paul, come on, baby. Time to wake up,” my wife was shaking me by the shoulders. I peered at the alarm clock flashing 5:05. “You’ve been sleeping for eight hours.”

	“Get in bed with me, honey. I had a terrible dream,” I put my head in her lap, and she stroked my hair.

	“These cops had you, and they were making you do things. You even had a tattoo,” I mumbled into her skirt. How odd, it was the same skirt she’d been wearing in my dream. “Come on, Melanie. Let’s fuck.”

	I looked up at my wife and saw the tattoo.

	“It wasn’t a dream, was it Melanie?” I whispered. “Or are you Britany, now?”

	“I’m Melanie with you,” my wife kissed my forehead. “You need to get yourself together so you can take care of the twins. Randy and I are going out tonight.”

	The world spun, and I hung onto the mattress. I hardly noticed when Melanie got off the bed and stripped off her clothes.

	“What do you think of this?” My wife held up a black leather mini-dress for me as her face wrinkled. “I’m not sure how it will look with cum tracks on it. Oh, well. Randy will like it, and that’s all that matters.”

	“Where …” I croaked before trying again. “What time will Randy be here?”

	Melanie didn’t stop what she was doing. “He’s in the big bedroom; don’t you recognize the guest room?”

	I looked around in confusion. My wife was right. I’d fallen asleep in the room where Melanie kept her slutty clothes.

	“Where are the twins?” I made it to the bathroom by holding onto the dresser.

	“Playing with Randy,” Melanie said, showing no concern that our children were playing with her lover. “They like him. Now hurry up.”

	“Where are you going?” I asked, spitting out toothpaste. Who had moved my toothbrush?

	“We’ll go clubbing. Then I may even strip again like I did last night.”

	The room spun, and I sat heavily on the floor before rolling onto my side in the fetal position. I felt pressure on my cock, almost as though it was trying to escape the cage. “My cock feels small.”

	“While you were sleeping, I took off the old cage, cleaned you, and forced your dick into a new cage. It’s quite tiny, so I’m sure I’ll like the result,” Melanie was admiring her handiwork. “Maybe I’ll let you watch Randy fuck me when we get home. I want to see your cock trying to get hard. Then you’ll sleep in here.”

	I watched her walk away. If she wanted to hurt me, she’d succeeded. 

	I pulled myself up and examined the lock on the cage, and the clothing Melanie had laid out for me. There didn’t seem to be anything I could do about things. 

	“How were your 72 hours?” Randy asked. He was dressed in black slacks and a black tee-shirt without sleeves. His shiny bald head reflected the light. “I’d hate to put you through something like that again.”

	“No, sir,” I answered. Melanie had dressed me in jeans cut off at the crotch and a woman’s tee ending at my navel.

	“You look funny-strange, daddy,” my daughter pointed out. “But, mommy and uncle Randy look super nice.”

	She was right. Melanie was dressed to show more of her body than it hid. She greeted Randy with a kiss, and without saying goodbye to me, they were out the door together.

	The buzzing woke me, and it took me a long time to remember where I was. By four in the morning, I hadn’t been able to keep my eyes open any longer, and I’d fallen into a restless sleep in a chair in the living room.

	[Paul] Hello?

	My voice cracked and made me sound like an old man. The sun was up, but I couldn’t make out the time on my watch.

	[Melanie] Paul, is that you?

	[Paul] Melanie, honey. Where are you?

	[Melanie] I’m in a restaurant on Decker. I’ve been trying to find you for hours.

	[Paul] Where is it? I’ll come to you.

	Almost an hour later, I walked into a diner bustling with families and screaming kids to find Melanie at a corner booth, the table covered with dirty dishes.

	She didn’t get up to greet me. Instead, she sat in the booth’s far corner and looked blankly up at me with eyes bloodshot and puffy. She was wearing someone else’s far too small blouse, and her breasts appeared about to break the buttons. Her nipples were so hard they looked like pencil erasers.

	I sat down across from her and waited. This was her show.

	“I stayed with Randy and the other guys last night. They filmed it so you wouldn’t miss anything.” She slid a small flash drive across the table, neatly missing two plates and an empty coffee cup.

	“Are you okay?”

	“I’m tired and a little sore down there. How was your evening?”

	“Horrible. I missed you, and I tried to cut off the cage. The twins are at your mother’s.”

	“You tried to cut off the cage?” Melanie looked surprised. “You could really hurt yourself.”

	“Then give me the key.”

	“I thought this was for the best,” she said.

	“Because you hate me, and now you’re going to be with Randy. Last chance, please give me the key.” I stared at her without blinking. At that moment, I hated her.

	“I don’t hate you, Paul,” I thought Melanie was going to cry. “I love you.”

	“Goodbye, Melanie. There are other ways to get this lock off,” I started to slide out of the booth.

	“Wait,” Melanie held her hand out, but her arm wasn’t long enough to touch me. I turned sideways at the end of the booth, both feet on the floor. “Okay, you win,” she finished.

	My wife ripped at her top and produced the key. Without saying a word, I left with it and went to the men’s room. I unlocked the cage sitting in a tiny stall, and my cock slowly stretched but seemed much shorter than it had been. I dropped the entire cage assembly in the trash on my way back to the table.

	Melanie had been looking dejectedly out the window until she saw me returning. When I slid in next to her, she said in surprise, “You came back.”

	I hugged her to me. This time my wife sighed happily and hugged me back. We sat holding each other until the waitress coughed politely.

	“Unless you’re going to order, other people need the table,” she looked embarrassed.

	“We were just leaving,” I said.

	Outside I asked Melanie, “What’s the plan? Where’s Randy?”

	“He went to work.”

	“He can’t take my place in our bed,” I told her. “Not with the twins there.”

	Melanie looked down as if ashamed. “I know.”

	“You can go to him, I suppose,” I said.

	“Is that what you want?” she seemed to pale.

	“No, of course not. I’ve been terrified of losing you all along,” I absent-mindedly scratched at my crotch.

	“Does your cock bother you?” My wife asked.

	“Yes. I need to clean it and find out how much damage was done by the last tiny cage.”

	Melanie nodded. “I can help if you want.”

	 


Chapter 20

	 

	“How sore are you?” I asked Melanie in the car.

	“It’s hard for me to think of anything but my cunt.”

	“Would you like me to kiss it and make it all better?” I offered.

	“Maybe after I take a shower or two. Listen, I’ve been thinking.”

	“I know—about your cunt.” I said.

	“Well, yes. But besides my pussy,” Melanie said, sounding more like herself. “Let me get showered and help you. Then we should talk.”

	My wife turned the shower controls clockwise, and as the water warmed, she removed the few pieces of clothing she wore and dropped them into the trash. Her body showed the signs of the party. Her pussy looked puffy and so red the swollen flesh was purple. There were ligature marks on her neck, wrists, and ankles. Her pussy needed a shave, and cum dripped to the floor as she moved.

	“You missed the drunken card game,” she said, wiping her pussy with a fist full of tissues. “Instead of money, the winner would fuck me.”

	Unbidden, a picture of the guys playing cards for the honor of fucking my wife formed in my head and wouldn’t leave. Soon my tiny, wrinkled prick was trying to get hard. 

	Melanie stood naked before me, the shower water ran off her head, but she paid no attention to it. The first two fingers of her right hand stroked her visibly erect clitoris. It seemed more prominent to me.

	 “I’ve never had so much sex in my life, and I used to make my living acting in at least two pornographic films a day. The more sex I had, the more I wanted, and the more I had … I’m a slut, Paul.”

	My wife turned and began washing, leaving me to stroke my cock. Watching through the frosted glass, I tried to achieve an erection while she shaved her pubic stubble.

	Melanie staggered to the bed, not bothering to dry, and slept for hours while I watched the flash drive with the video taken the night before. The video showed my wife tied to a rollaway bed next to a card table. She’d been tied with her arms above her head and her legs spread wide.

	The guys played slowly, drinking heavily and telling each other wild stories. They played a set consisting of several hands to determine who would have the honor of fucking my wife. While the winner and Britany went at it, the next hand was dealt, and so it went through several sets while she enjoyed a long, continuous orgasm.

	Melanie didn’t wake up until her mother brought the twins home. Heloise was the kind who laughed at dirty jokes and told a few herself. She was a beautiful woman who looked like Melanie would look in about thirty years. But, like all mothers, she could spot anything that wasn’t quite right about her daughter.

	“Have you been partying all night?” she said the moment she saw Melanie.

	The twins were trying to tell Melanie all the things they’d done, talking over each other, paying no attention to the other until the fight started. “Then we went to the pier …”

	“… I had ice cream…”

	“… we saw this homeless guy peeing on the …”

	“… the cops came …”

	I didn’t want to hear about cops, and Melanie gave me a look. Her mother picked up on it immediately. “What happened with cops, you two?”

	“Nothing, mother,” Melanie said. She was probably thankful her mother couldn’t see her body through the robe.

	“What are those marks on your wrists?” Heloise asked and gave her daughter a sly look. “You two were playing rough. Look, kids. I’ve got to run, but if you meet any older single men, don’t keep me a secret.”

	I wouldn’t keep her a secret, although I think she’d wear out an older man. Maybe a team of younger guys would be better. Melanie gave me a look very much like her mother’s. She knew what I was thinking.

	“I don’t know if those guys are done with me,” Melanie said as she worked on my nub of a cock, her hands were slick with lotion and felt fantastic. “I feel like it’s out of my system, whatever it was, but now I’m their fuck-toy.”

	My wife studied me carefully while gently tugging at my prick. Her gaze shifted from one eye to the other, looking for a reaction. “How do you feel about me now?”

	“What does it all mean?” I asked.

	“It means they’ll want to see me, either together or separately. It’ll mean parties. It may mean even more.” Melanie seemed embarrassed. She studied her fingers sliding over my slowly hardening cock.

	“You want it, don’t you?” I asked her.

	Without answering, she said, “Randy wants me to make more videos. They busted a big-name producer and this famous director for something serious. They made a deal not to charge them in exchange for a favor. Now they want to collect.”

	Not for the first time, I worried about losing my wife.

	“I’m going to lose you.” I felt my eyes watering, and Melanie looked worried. “You’ll spend more and more time with them, and you’ll spend nights with Randy. Then we’ll drift apart, and I’ll only see you when you’re lonely for the twins.” I thought it best to stop talking. When you’ve dug a grave for yourself, stop digging.

	I went into the bathroom and closed and locked the door. I didn’t want Melanie to see me this way, convinced she’d leave me and my slowly hardening cock for another man. Soon she knocked on the door and called my name, but when her phone rang, she went to answer it.

	Judging by her tone of voice and giggles, she was talking to one of her guys. I expected her to leave the house again, so I was surprised when she knocked on the bathroom door and told me Sandi from across the street was coming over.

	I pulled myself together while thinking how this could only come out bad. I took my time coming out to face the inevitable. I walked slowly down the hall toward the living room, moving like a condemned man on his way to certain death. Before turning into our living room, I was stopped by the sound of Sandi’s voice.

	“You’re so beautiful, and you were in dirty movies, too.”

	“Do you think less of me for making those movies?”

	“Heaven’s no. I have watched some.”

	“What did you think? Did they turn you on?” my wife’s voice had taken on a flirting tone.

	“Watching you excited me.”

	“My videos sexually excited you?” Melanie’s voice was softer, as if she were turning into Britany.

	“Yes,” Sandi whispered. “I was quite ... wet.”

	“Did you touch yourself like this?”

	“Maybe I’d like to be in a video,” Sandi’s voice was breaking. “Maybe I could be with another woman sometime. I think I would like …. ”

	There was the faint sound of kissing before my wife asked, “You mean like this?”

	“Don’t stop, please. Now I know where he learned it,” Sandi said before the wet sounds started again.

	I listened out of sight until they were naked. Only then did I walk into the room to find them in the sixty-nine position. I sat and watched while stroking myself.

	It felt like no time had passed when I thought to look at my watch. I was surprised to find the women had been making love for nearly an hour, and when I looked back at them, my wife was becking me over.

	I slowly stood. My joints were rusty from sitting so long in one position. I was afraid to touch my cock, but it at least felt hard. Melanie pulled me down to her, and our lips touched. She tasted like Sandi’s pussy; warm, salty, and wet.

	“I want the man I love inside me,” my wife had a pleading look. “Do you still love me, Paul? Even though I’m a slut?”

	I glided into Melanie’s soaked pussy. The feel of her grip on my overstimulated cock caused near devastating pleasure. For a moment, I was lost in the sensation.

	“I could never stop loving you,” I whispered.

	“Even if I asked you to fuck Sandi, too?” I remembered our neighbor and glanced over to see her leaning against our couch, slowly stroking her clit as she watched us.

	“Would you still love me and be here waiting for me if I went with the guys again?” My wife asked.

	There we had it. My cock throbbed when Melanie asked if I loved her enough to wait for her at home while she fucked other men.

	The thought of it made me groan. I couldn’t help myself. “I’ll always wait for you,” I said, loving her even more.

	Her hands were on my ass, pulling me deeper into her pussy. The tip of her tongue tasting the tip of mine.

	“Honey,” I groaned to Melanie as Sandi caressed my balls. “Could Sandi and I borrow your pussy whip?”
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	I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost!

	Book 1 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

	 

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

	 

	 

	I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost Again!

	Book 2 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

	 

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

	 

	 

	I Bet My Hotwife… and Finally Won!

	Book 3 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

	 

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

	 

	 

	Katie’s Hotwife Awakening

	Book 1 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

	 

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

	 

	 

	Katie’s Hotwife Reawakening

	Book 2 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

	 

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

	 

	 

	Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story

	 

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

	 

	 

	 

	A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal

	 

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

	 

	 

	Brianna's Hotwife Offering

	 

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

	 

	 

	Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife

	 

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

	 

	 

	Sex Addict Hotwife

	 

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

	 

	 

	A BBC Bull’s Tale

	 

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

	 

	 

	My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures

	 

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

	 

	 

	Hotwife Lexi Takes the Challenge

	Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

	 

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

	 

	 

	Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge

	Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

	 

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

	 

	 

	Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker Gangbang

	Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

	 

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

	 

	 

	My Smutty Hotwife Confessions

	 

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

	 

	 

	My Illicit Hotwife Gangbang

	 

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

	 

	 

	Naughty BBC Hotwife Adventures #1

	 

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

	 

	 

	Hotwife Voyeur Resort

	Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

	 

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

	 

	 

	The Sybian Explosion

	Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

	 

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

	 

	 

	Truth or Dare

	Book 3 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

	 

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

	 

	 

	 

	Billionaire’s Reluctant Hotwife

	Book 1 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

	 

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

	 

	 

	Billionaire’s Captive Hotwife

	Book 2 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

	 

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

	 

	 

	Billionaire’s Defiant Hotwife

	Book 3 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

	 

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

	 

	 

	The Hotwife Hooker: A Hotwife Fairytale

	 

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

	 

	 

	Hotwife Karina: Shared

	 

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

	 

	 

	Seduced by Her Husband’s Bullying Boss

	 

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

	 

	 

	Corrupting The Innocent Bride

	 

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

	 

	 

	The Ambitious Hotwife Newscaster

	 

	We know who Savana is--we’ve all seen her on cable news. She’s beautiful, single, and smart. Her voice alone could seduce almost any man. But few people know she’s actually a married hotwife. Even fewer people know her husband watches over the internet as she’s taken hard by both sexes. She’s sexy, famous, and available, but all she really wants is the man she married.

	 

	 

	My Stripper Hotwife

	 

	He heard clothing being stripped off, and his wife moaning. Knowing men were excited by her beautiful body fulfilled a need deep inside her, an insatiable lust to be taken and used. He’d started this, but how long can Ryan battle his own jealousy, rage, and hot longing while she’s taken hard and fast by multiple hot studs?

	 

	 

	Hotwife Britany: Ravished in the Jungle

	 

	Britany and I were the perfect suburban couple until she took a high-paying engineering job in the jungle. Her rugged black assistant, Amare, already had several wives, but he wanted to add a beautiful sexy blonde to his collection. Now I can only watch her online as she gives herself to another man—until she needs rescuing from roving gangs.

	 

	 

	Used and Abused by the Mob

	 

	He didn’t have a choice really, the mobster had him over a barrel. He could either give up his wife or… he didn’t want to think about the ‘or.’ It was Candy who made the decision for him. “Please don’t hurt my husband. We’ll do anything you want. I’ll go with you.” Doug could only watch helplessly as his beautiful wife walked away with the Russian gangster.

	 

	 

	Hotwife Karina: Ravished

	 

	Marshall, Karina's well-endowed lover, is about to be released from prison with his dangerous new friends, and Karina's excited. She's been back with the husband she loves, but her lust for other men has not abated--and Michael's perverted desires to share her are as strong as ever. With Marshall free, will Michael be able to keep her?

	 

	 

	Hotwife Lexi: Dare Bucket Trilogy

	 

	Get the entire hotwife trilogy! Hunter and Lexi's relationship has grown stale when he suggests spicing things up with a Dare Bucket. Half the dares must be intensely sexual. Once a week, they draw a random card…and the racy hotwife excitement begins! Can Lexi handle a thrilling affair with a stunning blonde lesbian while a sexy black bull roughly uses her?

	 

	 

	Shhh! My Husband’s Listening

	 

	The fall could have killed me, and for now I was stuck in a hospital bed, unable to use my arms or legs. I could only listen--frustrated and aroused--as horny men used my gorgeous wife Adrianna. We'd talked about my strange desire to share her, and now it was really happening! I've lost count of the number of demanding bulls who have used her. Will she ever be satisfied with just one man again?

	 

	 

	Dominique’s Hotwife Cruise

	 

	Dominique is an innocent virgin when her new husband wins a honeymoon Caribbean cruise for two. They have no idea the voyage is a no-holds-barred clothing-optional cruise for hotwives! Their lives are changed forever as she’s taken brutally and unprotected by sixteen horny couples, BBC stud James from ‘Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife,’ and several brawny crewmen!

	 

	 

	Sinful Hotwife Urges

	 

	Posing nude for a college art class is so arousing that Scarlett begins to crave torrid forbidden satisfaction. Her poor husband can only hang on for dear life as she plunges headfirst into the thrilling world of hotwife conquests. Nothing is too taboo, not even sizzling interracial gangbangs! Will she risk everything, even love, by chasing after the wrong things?
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