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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.

		

		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.

		

		Be warned; there is sex in this book, lots of it. If that offends you, please don’t read any further. But if you are looking for a fun, dirty read. This is it.

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		I suspected our marriage was in trouble; I hadn’t thought of it before, but the maid of honor certainly understood. My wife’s new initials were B.J. Let the hilarity begin. I thought the coincidence was mildly amusing, but my new wife’s best friend thought it was accurate, judging by the look on her face and her brief nod.

		At the wedding reception, I discovered my perfect bride was known for the quality, not to mention the quantity, of her blow jobs. I could testify to their quality, and apparently, many other men could have also sworn.

		I was marrying a strikingly beautiful woman more than twenty-five years younger than myself. I thought she didn't have much sexual experience. I’d never been married because my fragile male ego wouldn’t allow me to be married to a woman with more experience than me. What I thought I wanted was an accomplished wife who would charm the partners at the firm while I dazzled them with my talent. If I could also introduce her to sex, as I knew it, so much the better. It turned out that Brooke needed no introduction from me.

		When it was time to leave the reception and be driven off to our honeymoon, my new wife wasn’t where I expected her to be. I casually looked around, not wanting to cause alarm; after all, she might have been in the Ladies. I did ask the maid of honor, and Brooke’s best friend, if she’d seen my new bride.

		“Not lately, Charles. Give her a few more minutes,” Shirley was smiling at me. She had a bright-eyed look I associated with too much alcohol, dancing, and socializing with people she hadn’t seen in some time. Shirley’s face had been flushed, and she’d looked to her right before answering, a look I associated with lying. I wondered if Shirley hadn’t seen her, how did she know Brooke needed a few minutes? A few minutes for what? Exactly.

		“Why, where is she?” I pressed.

		“She’s …um …taking care of the caterers,” Shirley looked nervous now. Her smile seemed forced.

		“Brooke doesn’t need to see to the caterers; they’ve already been handled.” Shirley stifled a burst of laughter with her fist, which caused her to cough.

		“Not like that.” Champagne coming out her nose from trying not to laugh out loud must have burned. “She’s giving them their tip.”

		All the bridesmaids had joined us and looked amused. Why shouldn’t they? The women were clearly enjoying themselves. The maid of honor worked on her nose, not looking very ladylike in the process. “Maybe she’s only letting them have the tip.”

		They cracked up anew. I turned away from the gaggle of maids just in time to see three young Hispanic waiters sneaking out a back door, laughing and congratulating each other. Before I could get to them, two of Brooke’s younger friends came out the same door and stopped to talk.

		“Help me find Brooke. It’s kind of a special night.” I tried to sound as if I was joking, but inside I wasn’t joking at all.

		“It’s already been pretty special,” one of them said, and the other laughed into her hands. What was it with hands today? The other, I never could remember their names, slipped her arm through mine and walked me toward the bar. “We have to buy you a drink before you leave. You’re taking our best friend from us.”

		“No, I’m not. Brooke will still be here,” I protested.

		“You better hope not,” one said, and her eyes and cheeks bulged as she fought to keep her laugh bottled up. I thought they were drunk.

		“Oh, Mr. J. If you only knew,” from the other one, followed by even more laughter.

		“Come on, what’s she doing? Is she bagging the caterers?” I joked. The laughter died, and they looked ashen-faced for a moment before forcing fake chuckles.

		“Sure, that’s it. Brooke’s banging the caterers,” one of them almost screamed toward the still closed door to the kitchen. The band picked that moment to play a loud party song, and for no apparent reason, a conga line formed with me leading. By the third time around the ballroom, I caught sight of my bride huddled with two of her friends. One was talking earnestly, using her right index finger to stab her left palm for emphasis. The other maid was working on my new wife’s messy hair. I don’t remember wondering, at the time, what she’d done to mess her expensive do, but I did wonder days later.

		One of the young waiters tried to talk to Brooke. He kept his hands in his pockets and held them toward the front as if hiding an erection. I remembered how, at his age, I’d become hard for no reason at the most inappropriate times and how I’d try to hide it the same way. His face was red, but not as red as Brooke’s was. My new wife was an astonishingly beautiful woman with red hair, unspoiled fair skin, and a low-cut gown showing much of her soft breasts. She looked like an innocent virgin turned supermodel. Her sparkling green eyes had a way of looking straight through me as though reading my thoughts. As I spotted her, she looked up at me.

		I asked myself what she saw in me, for perhaps the millionth time. I was twenty-five years older, and while I looked tall and distinguished, I certainly wasn’t in Brooke’s league.

		Why was this gorgeous young woman marrying an old man like me? I didn’t have what I considered a lot of money, although I was far from broke. Maybe it was because I was madly in love with her. Brooke meant the world to me.

		I left the conga line and walked over. The waiter saw me coming but continued trying to talk to Brooke rather than moving off. I was just in time to hear her say, “Not now, but maybe in a week or two.”

		“A week or two what?” I asked. The waiter turned to look at me with something like hostility, as though not realizing who I was or perhaps not caring.

		“Hi, honey,” my bride smiled at me. My God, she was beautiful. “Miguel is just arranging to show me some of his work. He does … uh, sculptures.”

		“I do what again?” Miguel looked confused.

		“Don’t you make those big, hard things that point straight up for hours,” Brooke said. “It’s kind of hard, you know, to explain to my husband.”

		“Sounds like he makes erections,” I said, not meaning to be funny.

		“That’s exactly what he makes,” Brooke’s face brightened, and I could not believe how lucky I was to be married to this fabulous woman. Turning to Miguel, she asked, “You’re going to show me one of your erections, aren’t you, Miguel? I’ve heard they’re quite impressive?”

		“I’m going to show you my what again?”

		Brooke took his arm and walked him a few steps away, speaking earnestly in his ear. Suddenly Miguel’s face cleared, and he moved as if to kiss my bride, but she turned her head, and all he got was her hair before she turned back to me with her wedding dress pulled slightly to the side.

		Brooke’s gown was as untraditional as she was. It was white but otherwise bore almost no resemblance to any dress I’d ever seen. It was so low cut a good portion of my wife’s impressive breasts were visible, seeming to be aching for someone to hold them as I had been holding them before we arrived. Her gown was as pushed out of place now as it had been then.

		“Was he touching your tits?” I asked.

		“A little, but it’s okay, he’s a good kid, and he’s had a few drinks,” she said.

		“He’s a waiter; we shouldn’t be giving him booze.”

		“Loosen up, honey. You’re going to fuck me tonight, and it would be best if you were thinking about that,” Brooke held my arm and rubbed me against her breasts. Strangely, I forgot all about Miguel.

		“Come Brooke Jackinoff, let’s go on our honeymoon.” For some reason, my wife and her maid of honor got the giggles again.

		By the time we made it to the hotel, I couldn’t keep my eyes open. Maybe it was because I was, comparatively speaking, an old man, or perhaps it was because it had been a very long day.

		I was snoring as soon as I crawled into bed with my beautiful bride.

		It was the buzzing that woke me. I opened my eyes a slit and saw Brooke with her long legs spread wide using a small vibrator on her pussy. Her eyes were squeezed tightly shut, and she was breathing fast.

		“Oh yes, oh shit, here it comes,” she whispered to herself.

		I felt blood filling my cock. Brooke’s arms were squeezing her large, full breasts together, and she was pushing the tiny vibrator hard against her clitoris. Her face was pinched in concentration as her orgasm overwhelmed her. My new wife bit down on her fist, and after a moment, she came again.

		“His cock was so nice. So nice. Oh God, here it comes, again,” Brooke tried not to make noise and failed.

		Her pussy was opening wide and then snapping shut repeatedly. She couldn’t control herself. “He pounded me …oh God …his brown cock, like chocolate.”

		I rolled on my back so Brooke could see my hardon. I flexed a muscle to make it bounce, and Brooke took me in her mouth, and I came as she swallowed.

		I knew I wouldn’t be fucking her tonight.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Two years later, I was in my fifties, and Brooke was turning twenty-nine. She was more beautiful than ever, and I was going to seed. My belly wasn’t as flat, and my hair wasn’t all dark, but Brooke told me the grey on the side of my head made me look distinguished.

		The look hadn’t hurt business. I was doing well, and our investment accounts continued to grow. But, our love life was in trouble. I visited doctors, even prick doctors, wondering why I could only get it up about once a month. I was married to one of the most beautiful, sexy women I’d ever seen, even in magazines, and I couldn’t get it up.

		Worse of all, I could feel Brooke drifting away. She wasn’t sweet anymore, and in fact, had become downright cranky. But I’d learned a lot about my wife’s sex drive just watching her masturbate almost every day. At that, she was truly amazing. So, what did I learn?

		Brooke didn’t just hold her vibrators against her clit; by now she had several. She rode them sometimes, sitting on the largest one, with a smaller vibrator pushed hard against her clitoris until she exploded in orgasm.

		I’d never seen a woman masturbate like my wife. The muscles of her arm would strain as she pushed the small vibrator hard against her bud. My wife would scream when she came, no longer caring if I knew what she was doing or not.

		I tried to join her a few times, but I couldn’t pump myself fast enough. She’d watch me wacking off, my fist flying, and she’d ride the large unit, her hips driving as she pushed the smaller vibrator against her bald pussy.

		Sometimes we’d fuck, but inside her wet, velvety pussy, the vibrations would be too much, and I’d come while she was still going. It wasn’t as if Brooke hadn’t orgasmed, but once was not enough. She had the female ability to come repeatedly.

		My wife’s need for sex far outstripped my ability to provide it, and all this time, she was slipping away from me. I could sense divorce just around the corner.

		

		I turned off the television and turned to my wife, “I love you, Brooke. I love you so much it scares me sometimes.”

		My wife looked up in surprise. “I love you, too.”

		“I’m going somewhere with this. I love you so much I think it’s made me a little insane. I’m sorry I can’t be more of a … well, of a husband for you. Maybe I’m sorry I can’t be more of a man for you.”

		Brooke sat beside me and held my hand to her breast. Oh, her breasts had grown larger and softer the last few years. I inhaled the wonderful natural scent of her and lost myself in her pillowy boobs. My cock throbbed but didn’t harden. Even the miracle hardon pills didn’t help much.

		“Where are you going with this,” Brooke asked, not unkindly. I could sense her smile.

		“Do you love me enough to stay with me even if you took a lover?” I asked. My heart was pounding, and I felt a little sick.

		“Took a lover?” Brooke didn’t laugh. Not out loud, at least. “People don’t take lovers anymore. It’s not the 19th century. People get laid or have hook-ups.”

		“What if I, this is so hard,” Brooke looked at me, her eyes wide, waiting for me to finish. “What if I gave you permission to get laid or have hook-ups.”

		“I’d say I don’t understand.”

		“I don’t want to humiliate myself,” I said.

		Brooke put a hand on her chest above her beautiful boob. Her eyes were open wide, and her nostrils were spread. Her damp lips had parted. Her breasts were bouncing rapidly with each breath.

		“I’m happy at home, but I know you want to go out and party,” I said. “I want sex once a month, if then. I’m sure you’d like it every night, and that might not be enough.”

		Brooke opened her mouth to deny it but changed her mind and sat quietly listening to me.

		“I don’t want to lose you, and I have to do something, so I’m giving you half. You can go out and even date, as long as I don’t know what you’re doing. But, there would have to be a few rules,” I said, surprised that my voice was steady. Brooke just stared at me.

		“You are free to do anything you want, with anyone you choose, as long as you don’t bring it home,” I started.

		“You mean, as long as I don’t do anything here?” she seemed to be smiling.

		“Yes. But, also, as long as I know nothing about it.”

		“By it, you mean ….”

		“I’ll just say it. If—or more likely when you fuck another man, I don’t want to know. I don’t want to know anything at all.” I paused to look at her gorgeous face. Soon she’d be kissing another man, but I wouldn’t know about it. “We both know that I only want sex once a month, and that’s not fair to you.”

		Brooke started to speak, but I stopped her before she could make a sound. “Maybe even less than once a month.”

		My wife’s hands were in her lap. She’d hung her head, and I thought she might be crying. I put a finger under her chin to raise her face. She wasn’t crying; she was smiling. My wife looked joyful.

		“What are my limits?” Brooke asked.

		“Only a few,” I said. “We’re still married, and I love you, Brooke. I love you with all my heart. We’ll make love, of course, but the only limit is that my clients and the people I work with can never find out.”

		“If I go out on a date, how far can I take it?”

		“As far as you want, just be home so we wake up together, and please remember how much I love you,” I said. My heart was breaking, but it was the only way I thought I could keep my wife. “Please be available when we need to appear as a couple. I can’t stress how important it is that the people I work with do not know what we’re doing. It’s none of their business.”

		“Are you sure,” she asked. “What if I fall for some guy?”

		“You’ll have to work that out. I can’t help you,” I said. “I can only be your husband. What you do or don’t do is up to you. I’ll never question you or hold anything against you, and in return, you’ll make sure I don’t know what you’re doing.”

		“You’ll know something,” she looked worried. “We live together, and you’ll notice things.”

		“I’m sure I’ll want to know, but I’ll never ask. All I want is for you to be happy.”

		Brooke’s smile lit the room, and that night we made slow, passionate love. Later, when my wife thought I was asleep, she rode her vibrator on the floor and tried not to scream when she came.

		The next morning, when I stepped out of bed in a hurry to pee, my foot sunk into a puddle of vaginal lubrication. The smell of pussy reached my nose, and I turned to look at a smiling Brooke.

		“Good morning, honey.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		There are pick-up places in every city, I suppose. Bars, really disco’s, where the younger crowd gathers to jump around and have enthusiastic, if not very practiced, sex. Then there are places where older women hope to find younger men to give them what the old man no longer can or won’t. Some places even catered to the happily married. Those places where settled couples can have a nice dinner, followed by dancing to celebrate a birthday or an anniversary.

		I didn’t know where Brooke and her friends went. I knew if my wife told me she was going out with Amanda Porkher, an attractive single woman who worked with my wife, they planned to have drinks and maybe dance a little if there was a good band.

		Amanda took a lot of teasing because of her name, and she did her best to live up to it. When she showed up wearing a skirt that ended halfway up her thighs and a blouse that showed her boobs, I figured her plans for the evening included getting laid.

		We sat and talked about nothing until Brooke was ready. Amanda was either unaware of how she was sitting, didn’t care, or purposely put on a show because I could see up her trim legs to where it was too dark to make out detail. I could have been looking at the dark shadow caused by her skirt, or I could have been looking at Amanda’s pubic hair.

		When I looked up at Amanda’s face, she smiled at me like she knew what I was doing. Then she spread her legs a few inches further apart to give me a better view, and I shifted a little to hide my growing erection. Now I was getting hard. I had a wife twice as pretty as Amanda, and I failed her, but give me a peek at what might have been pubic hair, and I became a stud.

		When Brooke walked in, I forgot all about Amanda. Brooke’s tight skirt barely covered her ass and ended just below her pussy. Her top had been made of some light, semitransparent material that clung to her chest, allowing her hard nipples to poke through the unmistakable outline of my wife’s perfectly formed bare breasts.

		Brooke also spread her legs when she sat facing me, although I’m pretty sure it wasn’t intentional. She was looking through her purse, a puzzled expression on her face until she located something that made a rustling sound. Brooke was not wearing panties, I saw. Together we’d shaved her pubic hair, and now I could clearly see her parting wet labia. My wife was staring at me without expression when I looked up.

		Amanda attended to some last-minute adjustments, and when I looked back at my wife, she had her hand under her dress playing with her pussy. Again, her face was expressionless. She was just a married woman masturbating in front of her husband before going out to a singles bar with a female friend.

		At the door, Brooke buttoned her jacket, gave me a goodbye peck on the cheek, and whispered, “Don’t wait up.”

		I plopped back down on the couch when they were gone, my heart hammering in my chest. I wondered what I’d done. Was it really so hard to make love to my wife?

		I spent a restless, emotionally draining evening. I circled the inside of the house numerous times, wondering what my wife was doing and where she was doing it. Was she flashing her newly shaved pussy at some guy? Or, worse, was some older lothario fingering her twat as they sat in a dark booth?

		I watched a streaming movie about a wife who cheats on her husband with a young man. The actress was beautiful, but with small, champaign glass tits that couldn’t compare to Brooke’s. The movie couple looked like they were having so much fun I broke into a cold sweat.

		The seduction scene had been filmed in a darkened room and showed a sheet moving over the man’s butt as the actress moaned in fake passion, probably off-screen. She sounded like Brooke but not as loud.

		I started drinking when the actress had her fake orgasm. I told myself it would help me sleep, but really I was drinking to dull the pain. The alcohol did help me sleep.

		They were long films, and the second movie was almost finished when Brooke shook me awake. A half-empty bottle of vodka lay on the floor next to me, and my mouth tasted as if a dog had crapped in it. Worse, my pants were pulled down to my knees.

		Brooke didn’t look much better than I felt. Her face was blotchy, her eyes dazed, and her jacket was misbuttoned. She’d been off by one buttonhole and hadn’t corrected the problem before waking me. I couldn’t be sure, but her blouse might have been missing.

		“Your skirt is on backward,” I mumbled.

		“My what?” she smiled at me, and I noticed lipstick on her front tooth.

		“The zipper. Isn’t it suppose to be in the back?” I asked.

		“Oh, yes,” she said. Instead of maneuvering the skirt around her waist to get it right. She pulled the zipper down and left the skirt in a heap on the floor. When she stepped out of the pile, the pungent smell of sex hit me.

		“Good night, honey,” she said, giving me a little smile before walking up the stairs, leaving her skirt. She didn’t even bother looking back to see if I was watching her naked ass, but for the record, I was.

		Moments later, I was in bed with her pushing my aching hardon against that perfect ass. But Brooke just swatted at me and murmured something that sounded like, “I’ve done enough for tonight, David,” before quietly snoring.

		I beat off. I hadn’t masturbated in a very long time, but tonight I had a raging erection. Scenes of Brooke fucking a young, handsome man named David clouded my mind uninvited until I came on the sheets and fell asleep.

		I woke in the morning to Brooke holding the top sheet up to examine the bottom one.

		“What happened here?” she asked, almost to herself. “Honey, did you cum last night?”

		“I don’t think so,” I said. “Maybe it’s yours.”

		Brooke’s face reddened. But before she disappeared into the bathroom I saw the marks on her breasts, looking as though they’d been roughly handled.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		“Hey, dude, wait up,” it was one of the annoying employees in my division. He was good at his job, and his production figures were off the charts, but I wasn’t sure I could bury another sexual harassment complaint against him. Randy thought every woman wanted to fuck him, and often he was right.

		I couldn’t pretend I hadn’t heard him, but I didn’t stop walking. He reported to me, so he’d just have to catch up.

		“What?” I said when he was beside me, breathing rapidly.

		“Christ, man, what’s your big rush? Hold up a second, let me catch my breath; I’ve got a question for you.”

		I stopped walking, and Randy leaned against the wall, his hand on his stomach. What he had to ask must be important. After a minute of listening to his heavy breathing, I made a point of looking at my watch.

		“So, here’s the deal; I saw your wife coming out of the Comstock Hotel this morning.” The Comstock was a huge place; besides the usual hotel fixtures such as restaurants, it also had gambling.

		“What’s the question, Randy?” I asked.

		“It was 2:00 in the morning,” he said. “Brooke came down the escalator, still adjusting her clothing, and switched to the garage elevator.”

		This was news to me. I could only imagine what my wife was doing at the hotel that early in the morning. It sounded like Brooke had been caught.

		“Did you say anything to her?” I asked.

		“No, I didn’t want to embarrass her,” he sounded like he was starting to doubt himself.

		“Why not?” I asked. “She knows you; next time, be sure to ask her yourself.”

		I walked away with knowledge I wished I didn’t have. Who was my wife screwing at that hotel? I wanted to ask her, but I knew I couldn’t.

		Brooke was a great companion now. She was usually smiling; she seemed happy, stress-free, and glad to be with me. She even snuggled up next to me when we watched television together.

		It felt good to have her body next to mine and to know she was smiling and happy. On the other hand, my dark side was dying of curiosity because of what I knew about the Comstock. I wanted to ask her the forbidden question.

		A few weeks later, at the company’s summer barbeque and softball game, I overheard Randy ask my wife the question I couldn’t.

		“So, Brooke. I happened to see you leaving the Comstock a few weeks ago,” Randy was using the question as a come-on and doing a pretty good job of it. “You can tell me, who were you fucking?”

		Brooke sputtered at first. “Randy, you can’t ask me … I mean, what a thing to … shit, I’m embarrassed.”

		“Why can’t I ask you, Mrs. J? There are only four people who know by my count,” Randy started counting on his fingers. “You, of course, and whoever you were screwing, presumably he knew you were there. Then there’s your husband and me. I told him, so he knows.”

		I was peeking out at them through the tiny ventilation opening in the concrete wall of the block men’s outhouse. Brooke had a calculating look on her face. “What were you doing there?” she asked.

		“I’m single. I don’t have to account for my whereabouts,” Randy lightly stroked her arm. “At least, not like you do.”

		Randy was now caressing my wife’s back and easing toward her ass. “I have a few female friends, and some are even married. Did you know that about me?” He asked.

		“No, I didn’t.” Brooke was close enough for Randy to put both arms around her.

		“We should go somewhere, and I’d show you why.”

		Brooke laughed. “What would you show me that would be good enough for me to go somewhere with you?”

		“I have an eleven-inch cock.” His face had a serious expression. I didn’t think he was joking, and apparently, neither did my wife, who dropped her hand to his swelling privates. “It’s true, no bullshit.”

		“Randy, is that all you?”

		“Let’s go. Your husband’s not around, and everybody went to play softball.”

		I dropped back into the gloom of the toilet as Brooke looked around carefully before she said, “Okay.”

		I waited as long as I could for her to return, and when she didn’t, I deserted her and went home. Brooke snuck in after dawn and went to bed even as I was getting up. She smiled and kissed me before going to sleep. Her mouth tasted like hotel toothpaste and mouth wash.

		“Where were you?” I asked innocently. My wife just smiled at me and snuggled beneath the covers. “You can tell me something,” I begged.

		“I had a good time,” she closed her eyes, still smiling.

		“I heard somewhere that Randy has a really big cock.”

		Brooke’s smile faltered for just an instant, but her eyes stayed closed. “Oh? You don’t say?”

		“Yep, maybe he was bragging about it, I don’t know. I heard 9 or 10 inches. Can you believe that?” I asked.

		“I’m pretty tired, honey.”

		“Just tell me if you’re a little sore, you know. Down there,” I said.

		“I’ll be up in a little while. Let me get some rest,” Brooke did sound tired.

		“What time should I wake you?” I asked.

		Brooke kept her eyes closed. “About 11, I’d say.”

		I laid on the bed next to her and thought about things. I reminded myself how this had happened. We were so happy together, so much in love, except for this … thing. Instead of being intimate with me, my wife was sleeping with other men.

		I was lying with my head on the pillow, and Brooke’s hair was just brushing my face as I whispered, “I love you, Brooke, and I take it back. What I promised, I take it all back. I’ll try to do better; I’ll try to be a man for you.”

		Brooke slept on, and I knew I couldn’t do it, anyway.

		She woke with a new idea.

		“I think you should wear a rubber … a condom … whatever.”

		“Why?”

		“I don’t want to get pregnant,” she answered. “And I don’t like the side effects of the pill. Don’t worry, sweetums, you won’t be alone.”

		My wife actually pinched my cheek and shook the flesh between her thumb and forefinger. She knows I hate it.

		“I didn’t know there were side effects,” I said innocently. I now know all the side effects of birth control pills.

		“I notice there have been some changes to your pussy already,” I said, not so innocently. My wife’s pussy was not the petite slit it had been when we’d married. Now her labia always looked swollen and wet. Sometimes she looked and felt stretched.

		“I hope you like it because I have an appointment for a Brazilian wax.”

		I had to pause to process what she’d just told me.

		“Say goodbye to shaving my pubic hair for me. I’ll be nice and smooth.” She flashed her mound at me so I could say goodbye to my favorite activity—shaving my wife’s pussy. “Here’s a box of condoms to get you started.”

		It was a tiny box.

		The next night I tried to jackoff. My wife was gone, and I didn’t know where she was or who she was with, but I was pretty sure I knew what she was doing. I picked up my cell and called Randy. I used the company phone so the caller I.D. wouldn’t be my name. The call could have come from any one of a thousand phones.

		There was no environmental noise when Randy picked up. What I heard was, “Hello,” and then Brooke in the background asking, “Who…” and I hung up.

		Almost two weeks later, we made love. It was easier to get an erection when I thought of my wife in the arms of other men, and the condom served a purpose I hadn’t foreseen. By deadening some of the sensations of my wife’s pussy, I lasted longer. In fact, I endured a lot longer.

		I was close, so close I could feel my cock starting to throb when Brooke spoke. Her face was shiny with sweat and red around her cheekbones. She gasped, “Don’t …not yet …just give me a few …” and she used the soles of her feet to push her pussy hard against my cock, forcing me deep inside her. “I’m going to …oh shit, honey …I’m coming.”

		She screamed in my ear, and I came with her, filling the reservoir tip of the condom.

		We’d finished together, and we held each other close, whispering “I love you” at the same time and smiling at each other.

		“See, I told you the rubbers were a good idea,” my wife was proud of herself. I hated to agree with her. Agreeing meant she’d never let me fuck her bareback.

		The next night I followed her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		I’m not proud of following my wife, but I told myself I wanted to win her back and be exclusive again. Perhaps I’d learn something that would help. I’d never followed anybody before, and it turned out I wasn’t very good at it.

		I didn’t want to follow too close. I didn’t want her to recognize me or to wonder about the car making the same turns. I also didn’t want to get too far back and lose her.

		I got too far back and lost her. We were in a section of town consisting almost exclusively of bars. Most were jazz clubs with double doors open to the street; a few more were sports bars, and the largest was a dance club.

		I had no idea where she’d gone as I drove around, hoping to spot her car. When I saw an open parking spot in front of a popular jazz club, I gave up and parked. All the jazz clubs had live bands, and they were all good. I picked one and ordered a drink while standing at the crowded bar. There were no stools, just tables jammed together in front of the band, all taken. So I enjoyed the music as I nursed my drink.

		The front of the bar was open to the street, allowing the music to float outside where it competed with all the other jazz bands. The terrific music and the open front attracted a crowd. Inside, the mahogany bar was along the left side of the long narrow room, and with tables jammed tightly together in front of the band on the right, there was just enough room for a small hallway to the restrooms. To the left of the band, partially hidden by the prominent standup speakers, was a ledge for sitting and a series of higher shelves to set drinks. This area was screened from most of the bar by the speakers and the band itself.

		Halfway through my second drink, I saw Brooke sitting on Randy’s lap. I wouldn’t have seen her if I hadn’t noticed a woman trying to get her date’s attention and pointing toward my wife.

		I moved along the bar to get a better view from behind a mixed group listening and moving to the music. If it weren’t for Brooke, I might have watched the women in the group. Most of the men were.

		Randy was sitting on the ledge with his legs spread, and Brooke was sitting between them. But they weren’t just sitting. As I looked closely, I caught the flash of my wife’s bare thigh. They both had their jeans pulled down, and Brooke was sitting on Randy’s cock with her hands gripping the shelf in front of her. She was fucking him while appearing to move with the music.

		I was sure when Brooke reached her peak. My wife’s face screwed up tight, and she looked to be orgasming … no, shit, she was coming hard. My wife’s mouth was open wide, and I thought I heard wailing. I’d never seen anything like it. We’d been married long enough for me to recognize it when her eyes rolled back in her head, showing only the whites.

		My cock was rock hard. I’d never seen anything so erotic before, and I wanted to see more. I hungered for my wife. Oddly, the jealousy came later; at the moment, I only wanted to watch Randy fuck her. A few other guys had the same thought.

		Then it was done. I would have missed it if I’d been looking away, even for an instant. The couple pulled their jeans up, and Randy helped my wife down the hall that led to the restrooms and the back door out of the club. Several other people, men and women, followed them out.

		I started to follow too but thought better of it. While the club continued to enjoy the band, I made my way back to my car. I’d seen what I’d hoped not to see. Randy hadn’t been wearing a condom, and I drove home in a fog.

		The following day I found Brooke’s dirty panties in the hamper loaded with still-fresh cum, far more than I thought one man could produce. The smell of sex and ripe pussy assaulted me. I don’t know why I put them in a plastic bag and sealed it shut. Later I realized a tiny sniff would send thrills through my body. Also, in the small dark recesses of my brain, I thought it might make excellent evidence—someday.

		I found a book of matches from a hotel just behind the jazz club a week later. Was it possible my wife was leaving clues? Had she seen me watching?

		I was looking for more clues like the book of matches, or I might have missed the next one—a receipt for two rooms with a connecting door at the same hotel as the matches. The receipt was for the night I’d seen her with Randy, and what really caught my eye was the room service drink charge for seven people.

		I remembered how tired she’d looked when she’d walked through the door the next morning and how rumpled her clothes had been. She’d smiled at me like she always did, but all we’d said to each other had been ‘good morning.’ I hadn’t asked any questions, and she hadn’t volunteered information.

		She’d continued sleeping when I’d picked up her dropped clothing and carried them to the laundry room. I tortured myself by looking at her cum-stained panties and smelling the male cologne on her blouse.

		I couldn’t leave them alone. Brooke was breaking my heart—still, I loosened my pants to stroke my achingly hard cock. I wanted to wake her up and, perhaps literally, fuck the slut out of her.

		The next time we had sex, I asked Brooke to lay on her stomach so I could enter her from the back.

		“You’re not going to try to fuck me in the butt, are you?” she asked.

		“No, I just want to hold you.” But, I did more than hold her. With my cock throbbing inside her, I whispered. “Have you ever been in a gangbang?”

		Brooke’s pussy gripped my cock involuntarily. I pounded her hard a few times before she answered. “Why do you ask?”

		“I think it would be sexy as hell. Just the thought of my wife with men lining up to fuck her perfect body and her pussy drolling with excitement …” I fucked her harder.

		“Would it really excite you?” I pulled Brooke’s hips up. The sheet felt damp on my legs.

		“I think about it all the time …I even dream about it,” I panted in her ear.

		“Do you get hard?” Brooke gasped.

		“Sometimes …I have to whack off …it’s so hot,” I wasn’t sure how long I could keep up this pace. The condom helped.

		“Does it make you cum? Do you cum thinking about me?” Brooke pulled herself forward, and I was fucking air when she swiveled to hug me.

		“Yes, I’m so close.” Brooke smiled at me and rolled the condom off my straining erection.

		“I like that you touch yourself thinking about me,” she pushed me onto my back and straddled my legs so she could take my cock in her mouth. Although I’d finished in Brooke’s mouth a few times, it hadn’t been her favorite, but we didn’t want to waste a hardon.

		I shivered when Brooke’s wet tongue touched my cock. “Tell me what those men do to me in your fantasy.”

		My cock throbbed as Brooke licked under the mushroom-shaped helmet and then took the entire head of my cock in her mouth. “It’s not just men; there are women who want you, too.”

		“Oh God,” Brooke took my entire cock in her mouth before saying. “What do the women do?”

		“They eat your pussy. One kisses you while the other spreads your pussy and licks your clit.” Before she could ask, I went on. “You go crazy; she’s so good you hold her by her hair, so she’ll keep eating you.”

		Brooke was using her mouth and her fist on my cock when I told her, “I’m going to cum.”

		Brooke stopped moving and looked eagerly up at me, “Tell me more.”

		“One holds you open for the guy with a really big cock. While he enters you, the woman plays with your clit. I think you’re going to go insane from the pleasure. Then the other woman sits on your face and makes you eat her pussy while they’re fucking you.”

		I couldn’t stop it. I tried to warn Brooke, but it was too late. I exploded in my wife’s mouth, and she surprised me by swallowing.

		“I love you, Brooke.”

		My wife pushed me back down and crawled up my body until her pussy was over my mouth. “You’re not done yet, big fella.”

		Our life settled back into a routine—no sex for me but a seemingly endless parade of dates for my wife; until the day I overheard her talking on her cell. She was on our tiny back patio, and I could only hear her because I was puttering in the garage.

		

		“You have such a giant cock. I thought you’d rip me in two.”

		

		Then listening, with an occasional laugh or giggle.

		

		No. Well, it hurt at first, and then it was wonderful

		

		I don’t know how many times I came, a lot!”

		

		It was almost too much for me. A “giant cock?” My petite wife was talking to some guy about his giant cock.

		In the morning, my erection was back, but I was out of condoms. Brooke’s purse was on the kitchen counter and taking a chance, I opened it and found another. But, it fell off my cock before I realized the borrowed condom came from a package marked: “Magnum.”

		My erection wilted, but I kept the condom.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		“I love you,” Brooke was standing at the door with a wheeled suitcase.

		“I love you, too,” I said, looking up to answer, and saw Brooke trying to open the door while balancing too many things. While she fumbled with her keys, I rolled the too-heavy suitcase out to her car.

		“Thing’s heavy,” I commented, putting it in the trunk.

		“I might have overpacked,” my wife smiled at me.

		“It feels like you’ll be gone a week,” I tried to sound nonjudgemental. If Brooke wanted to be gone a week, she would be gone a week.

		“No, not that long, I think,” she said, sliding behind the wheel. I moved to kiss her, but she’d already closed the door and started the motor. We waved at each other as she pulled out of the driveway.

		When she was out of sight, I checked inside. The Magnum condoms were gone from the drawer on her side of the bed.

		I felt a tension headache starting in my shoulders and neck. The feeling crawled up the back of my head and settled between my eyes. I tried to release the tension by lying on our bed and thinking about what I should do. I knew Brooke was having affairs because I’d given her permission, and like a dummy, I hadn’t put limits or the right conditions on them. She didn’t have to tell me, and she didn’t have to share with me.

		I had no idea where my wife was or how long she’d be gone. I only knew I could send her a text if I had to get ahold of her.

		She could be with Randy and his eleven-inch dick or one of several other guys. The more I thought about it, the worse my headache became until I had trouble concentrating. A thought would flit through my brain, and I’d try to hold on to it, but it would slip away.

		What had she said? There was a film, or something if I wanted to watch? My head threatened to explode, and the room was quite dark. Had I pulled the shades?

		Why would I want to see other guys fucking my wife?

		I remember crying as the room grew utterly black.

		

		It was bright when I opened my eyes, but something covered my nose. I saw men I didn’t know, men in white shirts with patches on them, lifting me. But I was still lying down, how strange. A young woman wearing the same white shirt sat next to me, and I tried to talk.

		“Don’t worry about anything. We’ve got you,” the woman said.

		Fine, you’ve got me. Got me where?

		“One question, how can we reach your wife?” This was her one question?

		She was holding my cell phone in her hand, or a phone looking exactly like mine. A guy was attaching leads to my body, and another poked me with needles.

		“Randy,” I said.

		“There’s only one Randy in here. I’ll try it,” and she moved out of my line of sight. I drifted off again, and faraway, an engine started. I sensed we were moving.

		My head was up, and it could have been a day later, or just a few minutes. It felt like the same bed, but I was too tired to think.

		“I talked to her, but it was a little strange,” she was smiling until she saw me watching. “Anyway, I’ll tell you later. Your wife is meeting us at the hospital.”

		My head was down, and my eyes were closed when she spoke again. This time in something just above a whisper. “I’m pretty sure his wife was screwing this guy ‘Randy.’”

		“Ah man, he doesn’t need that.” I felt the pressure cuff on my bicep tighten. “His blood pressure’s off the charts.”

		“Don’t lose him,” came from the front, and I slipped into blackness again. I was so tired.

		“It’s too bright,” was my next thought. I was still on my back, being wheeled along a hallway with bright fluorescent lights—one after the other every few feet. Then Brooke was there, running to keep pace with me and the hand with her wedding ring held the cart’s railing.

		“What happened?” she wasn’t asking me, and she looked scared. We turned the corner, and I caught sight of Randy as we crowded into an elevator.

		“His blood pressure just spiked, holy shit. Get that guy out of here,” and all eyes turned toward Randy. “I don’t want to lose him.”

		The elevator stopped, and Randy was gone. When we started again, Brooke had her mouth close to my ear, whispering, “Don’t leave me. Please don’t leave me, baby. I love you.”

		I tried to talk. The words were clear in my head, but what I heard was, “Bull … television …need … please …cherries … heard funny …car salad.” Brooke looked at me strangely.

		“What’s happening to my husband?” she demanded.

		“Ma’am, you’ll have to wait here. The doctor will come out to talk to you,” why could I understand what he was saying but couldn’t make myself understood?

		“I missed you, Brooke,” it was the first words I’d spoken clearly. I was propped up in a hospital bed surrounded by beeping machines. Brooke was curled up in a chair next to me, typing something into her phone.

		“I’m right here, baby.” She was standing next to me now, and her hand felt dry and cool on my face.

		“I miss you when you’re not with me,” I started crying again. There was nothing I could do to stop it. “I love you so fucking much.”

		The machines were beeping like mad, and Brooke was crying too. “I love you, Charles. I’ll stay home with you from now on.”

		I tried to shake my head, but the movement set off a new swarm of pain. “Not what I mean.”

		Nurses crowded the room, but I wouldn’t let go of Brooke’s hand. “I need her,” was all I could get out.

		“Hey, your words make sense, congratulations,” the wrinkled face of the older nurse broke into a smile. “It’s amazing what love can do.”

		Brooke’s smile looked strained. As soon as the nurses left the room, she turned back to me. “You need to rest, baby.”

		“First, I need to tell you what I meant. Please let me finish. I promise I won’t take long,” just saying those few words wore me out.

		“Okay, but then you sleep. I won’t leave you, I promise,” Brooke rested her forehead on mine.

		“I don’t want to lose you to him, but I don’t want you to break it off, either,” I said.

		Brooke looked confused.

		“When you’re gone, I don’t know if you’re ever coming back,” I was so fucking tired. It was hard to hang onto my thought. “Use our house, Brooke, or take me with you.”

		“You want to watch me be a slut?”

		I was breathing fast again, and one of the machines beeped; a nurse wearing a white nun’s habit hurried into the room. She looked at the machine and pushed my covers off me before turning to Brooke. “You must have an incredible effect on your husband.”

		“Why? What did I do?”

		“You gave him an erection. Very impressive,” and my wife blushed bright red.

		“I didn’t mean to.”

		“I predict a long and happy union for you,” the nun finished and left the room.

		“You want to watch? I don’t know if Randy will agree,” she looked concerned.

		“I don’t want to die, Brooke,” I was dramatic on purpose. “Who were you texting?”

		“Nobody important.”

		“Please, let me see. I want to know,” I sounded like a sick old man, and I didn’t care.

		“It might give you an erection,” Brooke smiled.

		“Oh baby, I hope it does.”

		Brooke handed me her phone, a worried look on her face.

		

		[Brooke] I’ve never done it with another woman. Is it as good as advertised?

		

		[Michelle] It’s better.

		

		“Who’s Michelle?” I asked.

		“Just wait,” Brooke was smiling broadly.

		

		[Brooke} Do you mind if my husband watches. He won’t interfere in any way.

		

		[Michelle] Fine with me, but I don’t do men.

		

		[Brooke] No worries. Next week?

		

		[Michelle] I can’t wait.

		

		She was correct about the erection.

		

		A few days later I received a diagnosis and treatment. A clogged artery and stress had landed me in the hospital and may have even affected blood flow to my penis. I should have seen my doctor more often.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		I wondered what Michelle looked like and how it would be to watch my wife going down on another woman?

		I was at home now, and I’d been sitting propped up in bed for hours. There was a book on my lap, but I hadn’t read a word. All I could think about was Brooke with her mouth on another woman’s pussy. I easily pictured smooth, soft thighs spread wide with my wife’s perfect body between them.

		Lightly playing with myself felt good, but I’d only wanted to achieve a semi-erection. It didn’t matter so much if my cock wasn’t hard since no one was there to impress. It felt wonderful anyway.

		I’ve heard there’s nothing better for a woman than to be eaten by someone who knows what they’re doing. I thought another woman would know best what to do with my wife’s pussy. I wonder how it will make me feel to see Brooke in such ecstasy. Would it change how I felt about her?

		I thought about backing out and not taking the chance. But I’d been stroking my cock for hours, and I was so fucking horny.

		Then Brooke was watching me, and I had no idea how long she’d been standing by the bed. My wife looked tired; her eyes were drooping and bloodshot. Her clothes, what she had on anyway, were wrinkled and stained with what looked like dried cum.

		“Whatza doing?” she asked me. Her voice had a weird crooking sound to it.

		“Thinking about you with another woman.”

		“What were you thinking, exactly?” Brooke stripped off her clothes and threw them into a corner. “I guess they’re just rags now.”

		“How it will look with her legs spread wide, and you on your belly between them, tonguing her clitoris,” I answered.

		“Do you have an erection, Charles?” she looked at my cock with interest.

		“No. I haven’t really tried, not without you being here.”

		Brooke sat cross-legged on the king-size bed, and I could look into her gaping pussy. My wife hadn’t been wearing panties, and her pussy looked wet; even her thighs glisten in the faint light from the bedside lamp. White jizz had gathered at the base of her vagina, and a cum bubble formed and popped, but Brooke was oblivious to it.

		“What have you been …” I started and stopped. “Never mind.”

		Brooke smiled at me. It was an honest smile that made her face look open and sweet. “I love you, Charles.”

		“I know that,” It was all I could think to say.

		“This isn’t about you,” she said. “Well, I guess it is about you, in a way. But, it’s not because I don’t love you.”

		“I know that, too,” I answered.

		“If you could keep it hard …” her voice trailed off, and I watched my wife’s eyes close before she slowly, almost gracefully, fell onto her side on top of the covers. I put my hand under her head and slid a pillow into place. Brooke sighed and rolled onto her back.

		I cleaned her pussy with a warm washcloth, taking the chance of waking her. It didn’t seem to matter how many times I rinsed the cloth; there was always more leaking out.

		Brooke slept the entire day, only waking long enough to use the toilet and to shower. I joined her back in bed. The sight of her body did what hours of playing with myself hadn’t—my cock was hard. Maybe the marks on her tits and the matching marks on her wrists that looked like rope burns had turned me on. I wondered what they’d done to her.

		I spread her legs and ran the head of my erection along her slit. She was still very wet.

		“I won’t stop you,” her eyes were tightly closed. Her pussy was so swollen her labia gripped me as I pushed inside. Once my cock was past the opening, her vagina felt like a large cave, and I lost contact with her walls. Brooke’s swollen labia provided the only sensations. I pulled out almost all the way and fucked my wife with just the head of my dick.

		“Oh … shit, yes,” Brooke was saying. Her eyes sprang open, and she dug her nails into my back. Her swollen, red labia were much more sensitive than usual. “Oh, baby … that’s so good … so good … right there.”

		My wife’s reaction was all the incentive I needed to move hard against her entrance. “Honey … please don’t stop,” her eyes squeezed shut again, and she used her feet, flat on the bed, to fuck back at me. “Make me cum again, baby. Fuck me … fuck me like you hate me,” she screamed. “Yes!”

		Brooke’s orgasm lasted for a long time and was so exciting I came right along with her. Then we held each other and rocked. I told her how much I loved her, and I felt her smile against my neck.

		I found the empty box for the Magnum condoms in the recycling container when I took out the trash as Brooke slept. I was sure she’d taken an entire pack of twelve in her purse. I held it in my hand and thought about the significance of the empty box. In the silence, I could hear my heart pounding. It sounded unnaturally loud and fast.

		That evening Brooke was my loving wife again like she always was after she’d gone missing. I didn’t mention the condoms, but I told her I wanted to talk.

		“You know the rules, baby,” she finally said, after thinking for a while.

		“Okay. Fine. I’ll talk, and I guess you’ll just listen.” I had my hand on her shoulder. I wasn’t exactly holding her, but she didn’t try to get up. There was a slight smile on her face.

		“When you come home, you always smell like you’ve been with a man, and that’s part of the rules too, I suppose,” I said. “But lately, you smell like the same man each time.”

		Brooke didn’t look up, but her smile faded some.

		“When I do the laundry, your panties are crusty, and I recognize cum when I see it. I guess that’s part of the rules, too,” I continued.

		“Charles, I have to get up. We have an agreement.”

		I didn’t move my hand.

		“I think you’ve found a man to take my place,” blood whistled in my ears. I wondered if she could hear my heart pounding. “I think it’s time to end this.”

		Brooke swung around so fast my hand came off her shoulder. “You think it’s time to end this? What about me?”

		I’d never seen her so mad, her face was red, and her eyes were scrunched into tiny slits. I thought she was going to slap me.

		“I love you, you little bastard, and …and, you can’t even give me the loving I need,” Brooke grabbed my cock right through my pants and squeezed. God, that woman had a grip. “I want to be loved. I need to be … fucked, damn it. You sitting there and telling me you love me, and I believe you do love me, isn’t enough. Now, you think it’s time to end this?”

		I was completely taken back. Brooke had overwhelmed me. I flapped my mouth a few times, but nothing came out. I’d forgotten the little speech I’d planned.

		“You’re damn right I’ve found a man,” she spat out. “But he’s only to replace you in bed. Unless you’ve had enough of me, is that it?”

		“No, I love you,” I was trying to salvage the conversation. Where had I gone so wrong? “I’m just having a hard time sharing you and not knowing what you’re doing. Can’t you see that?”

		“You want to know what I’m doing? I’m getting fucked. Do you want to hear about it? Is that what this is all about, or do you want to watch your little woman getting her ashes hauled?”

		Her ashes hauled? What the fuck did that mean, I wondered.

		“Do you want me to tell you about last night because it was something special? I know you wouldn’t want my ‘special’ man to get me pregnant because he’s black.”

		My mind went blank. I couldn’t form a thought. Brooke was still gripping my cock, but her expression had turned to surprise. I followed her look to my pounding erection. Lord, I was hard. As she stared, I tore at her blouse and her tiny shorts, shredding them in my haste to get them off her.

		I pushed her legs apart and thrust my cock inside her. “You’re fucking a black man—with a big cock,” my teeth were clenched.

		“Yes, Oh Charles. His cock’s so black, and it’s huge,” my wife was fucking back at me. How had she gotten on top, I wondered? “He stretches me, and he pounds me with his big black cock.”

		“Do you come? Does he make you come?” I demanded in a loud voice.

		“Yes, I love how he fucks me.”

		For some reason, I was more turned on than I’d ever been in my life. Now I was on top, again and Brooke had her legs spread wide so she could hold her ankles.

		“Does he pound you like this?” I was slamming my cock into her with all the strength I had.

		“Harder, he fucks me harder and deeper,” she wailed.

		I was fucking her as hard as I could, and when it became too much, I exploded inside her. Brooke looked at me in disappointment, but my cock stayed hard, and I kept fucking her. I’d never before been able to continue, and her look of disappointment turned to a look of joy.

		When Brooke came, she hugged me and howled. Then she held me and wept. Her face was on my neck, and her tears dripped off me and onto her chest.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		“We’ve never done that before,” she wouldn’t let me go. “What happened?”

		“You’re fucking a black guy with a big cock,” I said. “Every time I thought of it, my cock got harder. Then I remembered I was a cuckold, and it got harder still.”

		Brooke was smiling at me. “I’m going to tell you how he fucks me, and how he likes to share me with the other black guys, and how he likes to humiliate me in public.”

		I slammed my cock back inside, and the air rushed out of her. “I’m going to keep fucking you until you can’t walk.”

		“Oh, Charles.”

		Later we sat out on the patio and shared a bottle of wine. Brooke wouldn’t let go of my hand, even to pour the wine into our glasses. My cock ached, and I could smell her ripe pussy on myself.

		“I guess I am your cuckold, aren’t I?” I asked her.

		“If I say yes are you going to fuck me again?”

		“I might.”

		“Is that what we needed?” she asked me.

		“I’m getting hard again, Brooke, and my cock hurts,” I said.

		“Should I kiss it and make it all better?”

		“I might cum in your mouth. You’re dirty cheating mouth—oh, shit. I’m hard, honey.”

		Brooke kissed my erection and said. “I’m just a slut, a dirty cheating slut for black men.”

		My poor aching cock jerked in her mouth, but I had no sperm left.

		

		“What are we going to do now?” she said.

		I was lying flat on my back on the bed. My painful, aching cock had retreated so far into my body only the head was still visible.

		“About what?” I asked. “The size of my used-up dick?”

		Brooke laughed. She didn’t laugh like it was funny; she laughed as though acknowledging my attempt at humor. “You know what.”

		“You want to know what we’re going to do now that I know, and now that you know how much it turns me on.”

		“Yes.” The word hissed out of her mouth as though saying it was the only thing keeping her together. I craned my head around just far enough to see her ear.

		“Do we have to do something?” I asked the side of her head.

		“I think we do.”

		“We could just revise the rules,” I suggested.

		“How would we revise them?” Brooke put a leg on either side of my head. Before bending to kiss me, she smeared our combined essence leaking from her pussy, onto her lips. I was surprised by the unaccustomed tangy taste of her mouth, and I swiveled onto my hands and knees to prolong the kiss.

		“I love you, wife,” I told her with my lips still pressed to hers.

		“I love you, too, husband. Now, about the rules.”

		“Throw ‘em out,” I held her head and licked the remaining essences from her face.

		“All of them?” Brooke pushed my head away from hers.

		“Not all. You can still fuck anybody you choose, but you tell me about it, or even better, you arrange for me to watch,” Brooke’s hand closed around my tender erection.

		“Even Roger?” Brooke kissed her way down my body and lovingly caressed my cock.

		“Especially Roger, and the black guy, and anyone else,” I stopped groaning when Brooke looked up at me.

		“Anyone. You want to watch me … with … anyone? But you know, some guys don’t like condoms, and they won’t wear one.”

		“I don’t care about the rubbers; I want to watch you fuck anyone you want to fuck,” I said. “But, who they are is entirely up to you, and it's your choice to let me watch … or not.”

		“Do we need a vote?” my wife asked, smiling and kissing my cock.

		“I moved the motion, so I vote ‘yes,’” I said.

		“Yes,” Brooke mumbled around my cock.

		

		Two days later, I sat in the comfortable nest Brooke had put together for me in our bedroom closet. My pants were off, and I had everything I needed for an extended stay when the doorbell rang. I had to be careful not to make a sound.

		I heard faint murmuring for what felt like a long time as my erection throbbed. I began to wonder if the doorbell had been a false alarm when I heard my wife from the hall just outside our bedroom.

		“God, I love your cock, Cedric.”

		Who the fuck was Cedric?
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		Book 1 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

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

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost Again!

		

	
		

		Book 2 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

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

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Finally Won!

		

	
		

		Book 3 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

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

		

		Katie’s Hotwife Awakening

		

	
		

		Book 1 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

		

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

		

		Katie’s Hotwife Reawakening

		

	
		

		Book 2 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

		

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

		

		Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story

		

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

		

		A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal

		

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

		

		Brianna's Hotwife Offering

		

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

		

		Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife

		

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

		

		Sex Addict Hotwife

		

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

		

		A BBC Bull’s Tale

		

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

		

		My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures

		

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

		

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the Challenge

		

	
		

		Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

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

		

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge

		

	
		

		Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

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

		

		Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker Gangbang

		

	
		

		Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

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

		

		My Smutty Hotwife Confessions

		

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

		

		My Illicit Hotwife Gangbang

		

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

		

		Naughty BBC Hotwife Adventures #1

		

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

		

		Hotwife Voyeur Resort

		Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

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

		

		The Sybian Explosion

		

	
		

		Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

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

		

		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 Brittany: Ravished in the Jungle

		

		Brittany 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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