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		THIS IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION.  Any resemblance to persons living or deal is accidental and damned amazing.  THIS WORK IS NOT MEANT FOR ANY PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18.

		

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

		

		Be warned, there is sex in this book, lots of it. If that offends you, please don’t read any further. But if you are looking for a fun, dirty read. This is it.
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		Chapter 1

		

		I’d had a few drinks, enough to feel loose and to enjoy myself but I was far from drunk. My husband, Todd, was sober and grumpy. We were discussing whether to attend his company party.

		He’d taken a new job with a much larger insurance agency only a few months earlier. Jerry, his new boss, had poured on the charm when he’d been recruiting Todd to work for him. During his job hunt my husband had said he hoped Jerry’s agency would make him a good offer. He’d grown to like the man, even looking forward to his telephone calls, and he felt good about working for him.

		Todd had been excited, and I’d been happy for him. His work meant a lot to my husband. After a seemly never-ending series of interviews and meetings, an offer had finally been made. It had been everything Todd had hoped for, no more straight commissions, now he would be earning a salary plus bonuses. He was being asked to join a small, but established department in a much larger, prestigious firm.

		Within a few weeks his relationship with Jerry changed. According to Todd, his new boss was a narcissistic control freak. Likely to erupt in anger and throw something at him at the slightest provocation. When Jerry did talk, he was loud and abusive, never allowing for explanations.

		I had a hard time believing the man who had charmed my husband into wanting to work for him would turn out to be such a bully. I thought Todd might just need time to make the adjustment to a new company and was skeptical of his claims.

		“He’s a monster, Pamela,” Todd was at it again. “Today he threw a book at me, he said I wasn’t working hard enough.”

		I couldn’t suggest my husband might not be working hard enough, besides that wouldn’t be like Todd. “He had to have some other reason. Did something else set him off?”

		Todd was sitting next to me, I had my arm around him as he nuzzled my boob. If his goal was to get me horny, whining was not a winning approach.

		“I don’t think so,” Todd kissed my blouse over my nipple. It felt good despite everything. “Your nipple’s hard.”

		“Tell me what else was going on when he threw the book at you. Wait, it was an actual book, right?”

		I was glad I hadn’t worn a bra. I’d been a virgin when Todd and I married almost seven years earlier, and the closer I got to thirty the stronger my sex drive had become.

		“It was a real book, a paperback, but still real,” my nipple was beginning to ache, and Todd was fumbling with my buttons.

		“Maybe we should go to the bedroom?” I asked. He had my nipple in his mouth and was sucking loudly. I loved it when he made noise sucking on me. I took it to mean I was exciting him.

		“You think so? Why would we go in there?” he answered between sucks.

		“So, you can fuck me?” I answered.

		“Why, are you horny?” his fingers were caressing my other breast at the same time.

		“I wasn’t, but it seems you are,” I lightly caressed his erection through his pants.

		“I could use a piece of ass,” he said.

		I pushed him off me, “Todd!” My husband just laughed at me. “I’m not a piece of ass.”

		Todd pushed me back on the couch and lay on top of my spread legs. His cock was very hard against me. “No, you’re not. You’re my piece of ass.”

		If his cock hadn’t felt so good and if he hadn’t been kissing my neck, I might have put up more of a fight when Todd unbuttoned my jeans and tried to pull them off me.

		“Let me do that,” I said because he was taking too long.

		We made love like we usually did, except on the couch rather than on the bed. I was already wet when Todd ran the head of his erection over my slit before spreading me open and pushing inside.

		I wrapped my legs around him and held his ass with both hands. Todd was always slow and careful, as if I might break if he went too fast or hard. Before he did anything, he usually asked if it was okay with me, as if he didn’t want to offend me. I sometimes wished he’d just take me, I wasn’t fragile.

		I loved the feel of my husband cumming inside me, his cock seemed to thicken and throb wildly before I felt the heat of his sperm. He was usually careful to make sure I reached my climax, even if he often came first. I held him tightly and savored our closeness.

		“Of course, we have to go to your company party, Todd,” I was holding the invitation that had gone out to all the employees while we sat next to each other, still naked. “I want to meet the people you work with.”

		“Shit, Pamela. I don’t want to see those people,” I let Todd have his say knowing the ultimate decision would be mine to make.

		I rubbed his face with one hand, my hip against his soft cock. “Don’t you want to show me off to your co-workers? Wait until you see my new dress.”

		I know my voice sounds much more experienced than I really am, and this time I was laying it on thick. “I’ll be showing lots of cleavage and if I move just right someone might see a nipple.”

		“Pam, you’re killing me here,” but his cock was beginning to thicken again.

		“You can even play with my tits while we dance,” I told him. “Maybe I’ll even flash some guy for you.”

		I’d just pushed one of my husband’s buttons. For some reason, the idea of his wife flashing other men excited him. I thought it was a fun fantasy but if I ever actually did show another man a boob, Todd would be wild with jealousy.

		“You would? You’re not just saying that to get me to the party?” he looked eager.

		“Do you want me to flash my boobs or my pussy, your choice,” I asked him.

		“Either one, both, I don’t care. As long as you promise to actually go through with it this time,” Todd was holding me tight. Maybe it was more than a fantasy?

		My husband’s eyes were huge when he saw me in my new dress. It was short, for me, only reaching the middle of my thigh. I’d bought some cute cork sandals to go with it. The top of the dress was cut in a deep V and because I’m rather large upstairs, the sides of my breasts were visible. I felt as though I were already flashing. Just thinking about going out in public with so much of me on display was causing my pussy to tingle.

		

	
		Chapter 2

		

		“That can’t be your boss? Where are the horns, the tail, and the pitchfork?” I asked. There were a few hundred employees and guests standing around drinking and talking in small, ever shifting groups. The dance floor was crowded with even more people.

		“Todd!” Jerry was large and very good-looking. His voice boomed as he greeted my husband. “Who’s this? Did you somehow get a gorgeous swimsuit model to come with you?”

		Jerry’s hand was on my bare shoulder as he talked to Todd. His hand felt heavy and hot igniting a corresponding heat in my pussy. I stood up straighter and sucked in my stomach to push my breasts out. What was wrong with me?

		“This is my wife. Pamela, this is my boss, Jerry,” Todd said without enthusiasm.

		“Wow, it’s a real pleasure to meet you Pamela,” Jerry was smiling at me as though I were the only person in the room.

		“Todd,” he said without breaking eye contact. “Get us some drinks.”

		I was held captive by Jerry’s blue eyes and his charisma. Todd must have left for the bar.

		It felt as though Jerry was standing too close to me. His hand was still on my bare shoulder and his fingers were moving, caressing me. I was looking up at him, feeling his raw power. The heat he was causing in my pussy grew stronger.

		“You’re an incredibly beautiful woman, Pamela,” my heart seemed to skip a beat. His mouth was inches from my ear, I could feel the warmth of his breath. “I can see why Todd would want to show you off. If you were mine, I’d make sure you had everything you ever wanted.”

		It was a wildly inappropriate thing to say to me. I knew I should ask him to stop, but I wanted to hear more.

		“Now that I’ve seen you, I’m not going to fire your husband,” I sucked in my breath with a hiss. Did he just say he’d been about to fire Todd?

		“It would mean not seeing you again, and I couldn’t stand that. So, here’s what we’re going to do, Pamela,” it seemed as if we were conspiring.

		“We’re going to dance.” The band had been playing a long series of slow numbers. My hesitation didn’t matter as Jerry pulled me against his large, solid body. I’d never danced with a man as strong as he was, he made me feel small.

		I put my arms around him. My breasts were mashed against his chest. I had chosen not to wear a bra and I was embarrassed that my nipples were so hard.

		“You’re gorgeous, Pamela, and you have a wonderful body,” his voice was soft and smooth, seductive, and his compliments seemed to envelop me making everyone around us disappear. An insanely handsome man was totally focused on me. It was wonderful. I could feel myself becoming swollen and wet.

		Jerry wasn’t timid and he didn’t ask permission. He simply caressed my ass with his large hand and pulled me in, so I could feel his erection pressing hard against me. It felt enormous, it felt as though there were a wooden log in his pants. I couldn’t help moving my body to rub against his cock. I’d made this man hard. I’d excited him. The heat between my thighs was raging out of control.

		I don’t know how many songs we danced through, I’d been concentrating on Jerry’s voice, his hand on my ass and the heat caused by his large cock. I discovered we were in a dark corner of the dancefloor.

		“Take off your panties and give them to me,” he said. I stiffened even as I grew wetter and more excited.

		“No,” I tried to giggle. He couldn’t be serious. I’d worn a brief pair of red panties that matched my dress and by now they were probably soaked.

		He was serious. “Pull up your dress and give me your panties. Then hold your dress up so I can see you.”

		Nobody had ever treated me like this before, nobody had ever been this demanding of me. What game was he playing? His order went through me as though he had all the power and I was his to do with as he pleased. Besides, he’d been about to fire my husband.

		I didn’t even try to look around before pulling up my brief dress and tugging my panties down. Once free of my hips, they dropped to the top of my shoes and I was able to step out of them.

		Jerry’s gaze seemed to add heat to my pussy. I could feel a drop of my moisture tickle as it ran down my inner thigh. I didn’t understand what was happening. I felt dizzy and more turned on than I had felt in a long time. Could anyone else see what I was doing? Where was Todd, could he see me?

		“You look even more beautiful naked, Pamela,” he said. My husband hadn’t complimented me on my looks in years. Jerry’s words set off another embarrassing gusher from me. I felt swollen and thick between my thighs.

		Jerry picked up my panties and ran his fingers over the crotch feeling my wetness before putting them in his pocket. I was still holding my dress up, embarrassed and excited at what he could see.

		“Your pussy is dripping for me, isn’t it?” he said.

		“Yes.”

		“Tell me, say the words Pamela,” his voice was soft but demanding. I could feel his breath on my face.

		“My pussy is dripping for you,” had he hypnotized me? Just saying the words was causing my pussy to ache with need for him. I wanted to press myself against his erection again.

		“Get rid of the pubic hair, Pamela. As much as I like some fur on a pussy, you’re going to get it waxed smooth,” his voice was demanding. “Later this week I’m going to come to your house and fuck you. Do you understand?”

		“Yes,” I was still holding up my dress.

		“Say the words, Pamela,” he demanded.

		“I’m going to have my pussy waxed, and you’re going to come to my home and fuck me,” I said breathlessly.

		“Keep your dress up, I’ll see you later this week,” and he was gone, leaving me with my pussy exposed. He had power over me, I couldn’t refuse him.

		“How was your dance with Jerry?” Todd was handing me a drink and Jerry was gone.

		“He’s a good dancer,” was all I could think to say.

		“Did he mention me?”

		I couldn’t tell my husband that his boss had been planning to fire him. I certainly couldn’t tell him that Jerry wanted to fuck me, or that I wasn’t wearing my panties anymore.

		“Let’s go home. I want you to take me to bed,” I was beyond horny, I humped myself against my husband. “I really want you right now. Maybe I’ll tell you how I flashed somebody.” There was no way I could ever tell Todd how I’d pulled up my dress so his boss could see my pussy. But just the thought of someone seeing me exposed made my husband hard.

		“What part did you flash?” Todd didn’t sound like he believed me.

		“My pussy,” I said as if it were just a matter of fact.

		“Stop Pam, you’re killing me,” my husband had grown hard.

		I loved my husband’s cock. It wasn’t large like Jerry’s, but it was large enough to feel good inside me. It was probably the perfect size, so why did Jerry’s big shaft turn me on so much?

		

	
		Chapter 3

		

		I was insatiable that night. As soon as we were in the car, I started working to free Todd’s cock from his dress pants.

		“What are you doing?” he asked.

		“I’m going to suck your cock.”

		Before putting him in my mouth I whispered just loud enough for my husband to hear. “I really did it, I let another man see my pussy. I did it for you, but it turned me on.”

		This was not like me. I’d talked about flashing before, but only because it was exciting. And, I’d never just taken my husband’s cock in my mouth, much less in the car. Todd’s cock was growing hard rapidly again.

		I ran my tongue over the mushroom shaped head, like velvet on steel. A little drop of pre-cum formed on the tip and I licked it up. Something else new, I’d never tasted his cum before. Todd sucked in his breath.

		“Don’t you cum before we get home,” I warned him. I knew my own cream was staining the back of my dress.

		Once we were in our house, I let him lead me into the bedroom. I was able to get undressed without him noticing my lack of underwear. By the time he had his pants off, I was laying on the bed, my legs spread, holding my arms out to him.

		“How come you’re so horny,” he asked me.

		“I told you I flashed my pussy,” I tugged him toward me.

		I was so sloppy wet Todd slipped easily inside and started fucking me slowly and carefully while kissing me. I kissed him back with more passion than I normally showed. I wanted him to ride me, hard. I should have been thinking about my husband but when I closed my eyes all I saw was Jerry. I came quickly, shouting wordlessly. When I climaxed, I was remembering Jerry’s thick cock pressing against me.

		The next day I woke feeling like a rock was sitting on my chest. I felt guilty about what I’d done, and how I’d acted with my husband. I lay in bed while Todd got ready for work. I was having trouble believing what had happened. I’d exposed myself to another man, and not just any man, I’d exposed myself to my husband’s horrible boss.

		While Todd was in the shower, I touched myself between my legs. I was still wet from the night before. My clitoris seemed especially sensitive when I stroked it, and the pleasure caused me to suck in my breath and stifle a moan.

		I suddenly remembered giving Jerry my panties. He had my wet, brand-new panties and he’d ordered me to have myself waxed. My husband’s boss had ordered me to wax my pussy bare because he was going to fuck me!

		The outside door had just closed behind Todd when my orgasm overwhelmed me. I didn’t try to smother my moans. I was going to do it, I was going to have a bare pussy for Jerry.

		My hands were shaking when I called to make the appointment for a wax. It was as if l were watching myself and had no control of my actions. How would I explain it to my husband? How was Jerry making me do this?

		The salon was able to work me in the same day. It seems strange, but I enjoyed the pain. I was having my pussy waxed for a man who wasn’t my husband. It seemed right it would hurt. Afterward, it felt so different down there, so much more sensitive. I was aware of my pussy with every movement I made. I didn’t bother with panties and I could feel everything. The seam of my jeans felt as though it was pushed tight between my labia, and I felt it rubbing against my clit. I wanted to rush out to my car because I was afraid I might climax while walking.

		At the same time, my sense of guilt returned. I had to make sure Todd didn’t find out what I’d done with his boss, and yet I’d just had my pubic hair removed and I felt thrilled by the dangerous adventure I was on.

		I rode the escalator to the women’s department and bought a pair of panties that matched what I’d given Jerry. I used a dressing room to slip them on, and once home casually threw them in the laundry basket.

		“What happened at the party?” Todd asked.

		I hoped guilt didn’t show on my face. “What do you mean?”

		“When Jerry called me into his office, he had a pair of red panties on his desk. A very wet pair of panties that looked exactly like the ones you were wearing at the office party.”

		“And, you think they were mine?” I looked at my husband as though he’d lost his mind. “You think I gave my panties to your boss? Not just panties, but wet panties? What kind of whore do you think you’re married to?”

		I knew exactly what kind of whore he was married to! The idea of Jerry showing my panties, still damp from my pussy, to my husband thrilled me. Bad whore Pamela.

		“Why don’t you look in the laundry and check to make sure. I might be such a slut I tried to seduce him. Doesn’t that sound just like me? Then you can apologize for being a jerk,” my voice was growing loud. The best defense was a loud offense.

		Todd’s handsome face showed confusion and anger before he stomped upstairs. A few minutes later he came back to the kitchen and tried to hug me. I pushed him away, “Well?”

		“I’m sorry. But they did look like yours.”

		“What did your boss do with the panties that weren’t mine?” I was dying to know.

		“He held them up to his nose and said something about how he hated pubic hair, even pretty dark fur, then he dropped the panties into a drawer,” Todd said.

		“You said he was an asshole,” I reminded him. He’d sniffed my wet panties? It was wrong, but so was what I’d done with him. Why was I excited by it?

		I tried to act interested in what Todd was telling me, but my thoughts were stuck on Jerry sniffing my used underwear. I should have been appalled but I was only excited. While my husband was talking, all I could think about was Jerry visiting me in our home. It was wrong, he couldn’t come here and fuck me. I pressed my thighs together.

		Apparently, Todd’s boss had said something good about him in a staff meeting and the other guys seemed more welcoming. My husband was in a good mood, despite the panties, and too distracted to notice I wasn’t listening to him.

		How could I stop Jerry? I couldn’t just call him at work. What was I supposed to do, give my husband a note for his boss? “Please don’t come fuck me.”

		Todd thought I was smiling at him in forgiveness. We hugged for a moment before I turned to fix dinner and think about what I should do.

		I felt myself tingling at the memory of pulling my dress up and showing Jerry everything. It had been so naughty; so dirty. I was a married woman, and happily married women just didn’t allow what he was planning to actually happen. Happily married women didn’t get excited thinking about another man coming to visit them while their husbands were at work.

		Did this mean I wasn’t a happily married woman? My husband didn’t treat me badly, most of the time he just took me for granted. Todd was handsome in his own way, not a knock-out like Jerry, but my husband was a good-looking man.

		We didn’t fuck, we made love. Todd tried to take his time and appreciate me, but now I found it irritating how he thought of me as fragile. He spent so much time with fumbling foreplay I was usually bored and ready for it to be over by the time he penetrated me.

		My irritation at Todd made me feel awful. I was married to a gentle, caring man and I was planning to do things behind his back with the man who was my husband’s bully. For the millionth time I asked myself ‘what was I doing?’

		For the next two mornings I woke excited because Jerry might visit. It was wrong and when he didn’t show, I’d beat myself up. By the third morning I’d forgotten my disappointment and regret. I woke convinced that this was the day. I even touched myself. It felt so different to touch myself without the light coating of pubic hair.

		I masturbated in the shower, something I hadn’t done since Todd and I had married. It felt so good, touching myself as the hot water beat down on me. I could have orgasmed if the water hadn’t run cold.

		My frustration focused on my husband. I seethed because Todd still hadn’t noticed my wax. I wasn’t trying to hide it, he was being indifferent again. I’d have to shove my pussy in his face for him to notice. I wanted to scream in frustration at both men.

		I’d just about given up on Jerry. I tried to tell myself it was for the best as I stomped around the house. I was married and it was wrong for me to be excited by another man, even though my body was crying for release.

		After my shower I’d slipped on a long, light blue summer dress decorated with large white flowers. It was going to be a hot day and I didn’t plan on going anywhere, so I didn’t bother with underwear. The feel of my now bare pussy open to the warm air was amazing. But instead of being calmed, I felt even more like laying on the bed and finishing what I’d started in the shower.

		When the doorbell rang, I thought it was the delivery guy. I opened the door without looking and stepped back in surprise when I saw Jerry grinning at me.

		“Is that how you treat your lover?” he asked. I backed up startled, my hand over my heart.

		Jerry turned in a complete circle, checking to see if anyone was watching. “What will your neighbors say. ‘A strange man is standing in front of Pamela’s open door. I wonder who he is?’” Jerry mused.

		“Please, come inside,” I begged him. I couldn’t afford a neighbor blabbing to my husband.

		“Tell me what I can do to you, first,” he said.

		“Please, just come inside,” I was in danger of becoming hysterical.

		“Tell me first, and make it loud enough for me to hear,” he insisted.

		“You can do anything you want,” I said.

		“Louder, and who can I do anything to?”

		“You can do anything you want to me, just please come inside,” I almost shouted. Jerry stepped through the door.

		“Pretty dress - take it off,” he said.

		Why did his arrogance turn me on? Telling the entire neighborhood he could do anything he wanted to me had been exciting. Being ordered to get naked caused my already aroused pussy to ache for him.

		This time, we were in my sunlit kitchen. Our kitchen, mine and Todd’s, but I was naked in front of another man. I felt like I should hide my breasts and pussy but I didn’t do it. I wanted to display myself for him. My pussy seemed to be having spasms I could feel throughout my body.

		“There’s cum dripping down your thigh,” Jerry said. Without thinking I bent to look, my large breasts almost hitting me in the face. He was right, a honey like liquid was running down my leg.

		“Beg me to fuck you,” he said. I wanted to refuse, how dare he ask me to beg him to fuck me like a common whore would?

		“Please fuck me, Jerry,” I was a common whore.

		He handled me like a doll, his large hands pushed on my shoulders and I fell to my knees. “First, suck my cock Pamela. Get me ready for you.”

		My hands trembled as I fumbled with his belt. The lump in his pants was large, and when I pulled his boxers down his erection sprang up, almost striking me. I pulled back in surprise.

		I held him, for the first time in my life I was holding a cock that wasn’t my husband’s. He was huge and uncircumcised, and too big around for my hand; my fingertips didn’t reach my thumb. I was captivated by it.

		I’d never seen a foreskin before and I wanted to explore. His balls were large, together the size of an apple, and cleanly shaved. I licked his balls while I stroked his long, heavy erection. I’d never put my tongue on my husband’s balls, but it seemed so right with Jerry.

		“Look up at me while you worship my cock,” he ordered.

		I looked up at him, enjoying the pleasure I saw on his face. I was able to roll his foreskin down to lick and kiss the large head, as if it were an ice cream cone, only much better.

		I continued to look at his face, and the desire I saw for me caused my pussy to clench. Every time my tongue touched the magnificent head of his erection, I wanted more of him and Todd seemed even further from my mind.

		“You’re doing great. Now, use both hands at the same time, prove you want to be my slut.” His words should have offended me, instead I desperately wanted to be Jerry’s slut.

		I tried to fit the large head of his dick in my mouth and both hands around the thick shaft at the same time. There was still too much cock.

		I thought of Todd and what he would think if he saw me. The mental image of my husband walking in on us turned me on even more. I was thrilled by the fear of being discovered.

		I was lost in the flavor and feel of my new lover’s huge erection. I licked and sucked it. I kissed his cock and rubbed it on my face marking myself. When a drop of pre-cum appeared, I smeared it on my lips and looked up at him as I licked it off with the tip of my tongue.

		His body was so hard and fit, I held his cock between my lips and continued looking up at him while my hands caressed his six-pack stomach.

		“Tell me you want to be my slut, beg me to fuck your cunt,” he said. He wanted me to use words I hated, words that offended me to the core.

		“I want to be your slut, Jerry. Please, please fuck my married cunt.” What was happening to me?

		He picked me up as though I weighed next to nothing and bent me over the kitchen counter. I found myself looking out the window at our neighbor working in her yard, when he spread my pussy and pushed his giant cock inside. He was the first man to really fuck me. Todd had always wanted to make careful love to me, Jerry just wanted to fuck. I reveled in the difference.

		Our neighbor waved to me, and my mouth dropped open as I felt Jerry stretching me. His thick cock spread my pussy as wide as it could go. He wasn’t gentle and caring like Todd. Jerry wasn’t concerned about me, he spread me so wide I could feel his hard shaft stroking my clitoris as he fucked me. His balls slapped my pussy as he pounded inside.

		My neighbor had an odd expression on her face when she looked at me through the window. My breasts were swinging wildly, in time with the pounding I was taking. My first orgasm caught me by surprise and I screamed. My elderly neighbor figured out what was happening and smiled, thinking perhaps Todd was home.

		Jerry didn’t let up, he fucked me through my climax and continued fucking me through my second and third orgasms as well. I’d never cum more than once with Todd. I had no more strength in my legs. When Jerry exploded inside me, my body collapsed and he held me up.

		“Now, thank me for fucking you.” He said.

		“Thank you for fucking me so well,” I said, and Jerry was gone, leaving me naked leaning for support on the kitchen counter. My pussy was still leaking hours later when Todd arrived home from work.

		

	
		Chapter 4

		

		“Pam, come here and look at this clip I found on the internet,” Todd sounded excited.

		I looked over his shoulder. A pretty dark woman was being roughly fucked by a large black man. A thin naked white guy was filming them with a small hand held camera. Apparently, he had also set up a second, stationary camera, to catch the action from the foot of the bed.

		“That’s the husband filming his wife being fucked by a black guy. He’s so turned on he’s jacking off,” Todd was excited. I could see my husband’s erection through the thin shorts he was wearing.

		“Todd, I don’t want to see this,” I only said it because I couldn’t admit how warm it made me feel to see a strong black back. The man’s muscles flexed as he pounded into the wife.

		“Look at the size of the black guy’s cock! The thing is enormous, and the husband’s is tiny,” Todd was touching himself. I didn’t know where to look.

		The black cock was large, it might have been about the same size as Jerry’s. I felt my face burning.

		I was wearing a tee-shirt of Todd’s, it was too long for me, but it was something to sleep in. I was aware of the familiar tickle in my pussy as I watched. Todd was tugging on his hard-on through the slit in his boxers.

		“Look how much he stretches her; can you imagine how it feels?” Todd pulled his erection out through the slit in his shorts. Watching him masturbate fascinated me. He turned on the computer’s speakers so we could hear as well as watch.

		“Fuck her, Bubba. Give it to her. How’s that big cock feel honey?” the husband was pumping his small erection and filming at the same time.

		“Oh god,” the woman was on her back with her legs spread. “He’s so big… it’s so good.”

		The black guy knelt between her thighs so we could clearly see his thick cock. It looked like he was stretching the woman so much her hole reached from one leg to the other. Her husband focused on her erect clitoris, which was sucked into her vagina each time the fat black cock thrust inside her. She was delirious with need. Her eyes had rolled up so only the whites showed. Her lips were moving but the only sound she was making was a loud, continuous groan.

		I was lubricating freely. I didn’t need to imagine how it felt to her, I knew. The tickle in my pussy had become a hot, demanding burn. The muscles in my stomach and thighs had tightened.

		“Would you ever do that, Pam?” Todd asked, breaking my concentration.

		“Do what?” I gasped. My husband had taken off his boxers and his good-size erection seemed small in comparison.

		“You know… let me watch you fucking another man?” Todd’s eyes were fixed on the screen, his face had grown red. His fist was wrapped around his cock.

		I didn’t know how to answer him. Did he know about Jerry? Maybe he thought it was okay and this was his way of asking if he could watch? Thoughts were ricocheting around my brain too fast for me to catch one.

		“I could never…you want me to do something like this?” my voice trailed off. My need crowded out my thoughts.

		Todd asked me to stand in front of him, in front of the computer monitor when another movie entitled “A Hotwife” started. My husband pulled me backward to on his cock. He poked around until he found my very wet pussy. “You love it, don’t you?”

		“Oh… oh, Todd,” I said as he pushed inside me. Sitting backward on his lap allowed both of us to watch the screen. “He’s too big.”

		“Would you do it?” he breathed in my year. “Would you let me watch you fuck another man?”

		I put a hand on Todd’s knee and rubbed my clit on his balls. “Oh god, Todd. I don’t know… it seems wrong.”

		“Look how excited she is.”

		The new woman was under the same black guy. All we could see of her were her face, her arms and legs were wrapped around his body. Her mouth was hanging open and her eyes were staring at the camera.

		His back was amazing. Muscles flexed on his slim, powerful looking butt. I felt myself gushing in shared excitement.

		“Would it… turn you on?” I managed to say. “Wouldn’t you be jealous?”

		“Yes!” Todd’s hands were on my hips sliding me faster. I was so wet I could hear my pussy making squishy noises as I fucked him. “Please say you’d do it. Please say you’d let another man fuck you while I watched.”

		“I love you… for you I’ll do anything,” I was close to cumming.

		“Yes,” Todd’s hot sperm suddenly coated the inside of my pussy. My orgasm felt small and left me feeling even more horny than I’d been before we started.

		

		“I had my pussy waxed,” I said. We were in bed, cuddled together. Why did I say that?

		“You did, why?” Todd pulled up the long tee-shirt and examined my pussy. Another thrill went through me.

		“I thought it would be something different for us, I did it for you,” I lied so easily. “And maybe for the black guy you want me to do it with.”

		“Funny thing,” Todd said. “When Jerry showed me the panties, the pair I thought might have been yours, he told me how much he hated pubic hair.”

		“You’re not back on those panties, are you?” I tried to sound indignant. Jerry was all but telling Todd he was fucking me whenever he wanted.

		“No, of course not,” Todd backtracked rapidly. “It’s just a strange coincidence.”

		“You do feel a little looser,” Todd said, trying to turn it into a joke. “Maybe you’ve already been with the black guy.”

		“I must be getting older,” it was Jerry, he was so big and I could take him much more easily now. “Maybe the black guy would fit after all.”

		I’d become insatiable. I wanted Jerry all the time, and when I couldn’t have him, I’d try to get Todd to fuck me as much as possible.

		“Jerry said another odd thing today,” we were sitting together on the couch. I was thinking of putting my husband’s cock in my mouth, something I’d wouldn’t have done even a few months earlier.

		“He said a woman, like you specifically, needs a lot of sex. More than I would be able to give her by myself,” Todd said.

		“That is odd,” I really wanted him to fuck me. “Did he have anything in mind for the job of keeping me satisfied?”

		“He said he’d be willing to help out. He actually said he’d fuck you while I watched,” my husband was hard, and I hadn’t done anything to cause it.

		“That must have been hard, er difficult to hear,” I said.

		“It made me jealous, I was insane for a moment thinking of him with you. I wanted to kill the asshole,” Todd even sounded angry.

		“You didn’t do anything, did you?” I was suddenly worried.

		“No. I had a hard-on. As mad as I was, I had a hard-on. Can you believe it?” he said.

		“You were jealous because Jerry offered to…you know, but you had an erection?” I asked amazed. What Jerry had said was he thought Todd was a cuckold at heart. “So, if you walked in and I was in bed with Jerry, you’d be mad but you’d sit down and jackoff?” I asked.

		“Weird, isn’t it,” Todd seemed perplexed. “Do you think I should just beat the crap out of him?”

		It felt as though the subject had changed. Todd seemed again to be saying he already knew about Jerry and me. “I think that would be a terrible idea. Besides, I think Jerry’s a lot bigger than you are.”

		“You’re probably right. What do you think I should do?”

		“I think we should go to bed and I’ll tell you a fantasy. We’ll pretend Jerry is fucking me,” it wouldn’t be difficult. “I’ll make up a story.”

		Todd loved playing with my breasts. I’d always thought they were too big, it was difficult to find nice bras and I was too busty to go without one. But my nipples were sensitive, and I could feel a quiver between my legs when my husband took one in his mouth as I stroked his hard cock and started my story.

		“I was only wearing my blue house dress when the doorbell rang,” I began, taking a chance by telling my husband what had actually happened while pretending it was a fantasy. I felt the thrill of being discovered.

		“Did you have on underwear?” Todd asked.

		“No, I was completely naked underneath my dress, and I’d been playing with myself in the shower,” I told him. “Shaving my pussy had made me so horny I’d masturbated, but we’d run out of hot water before I could finish.”

		“What were you thinking about?”

		“Mostly I was thinking about how good it felt to play with myself. But I was also thinking how good your hard cock would feel inside me,” my husband’s cock was so hard I was afraid he’d come. I straddled his thigh and rubbed my bald and sensitive pussy on him while kissing his chest and whispering to him.

		“The bell rang and when I opened the door, Jerry pushed his way inside. He surprised me, and he was so much bigger than me he was inside the house before I could do anything,” Todd’s cock throbbed against my belly. “He ordered me to take off my dress. I couldn’t help myself. I could see the outline of his large cock in his pants. I let my dress drop to the floor, and then I was naked in front of him.”

		“You let him see you?” Todd’s hands were on my ass, he wanted to push inside me.

		“I reminded him I was married, and he’d have to leave. But feeling his eyes on me was exciting. I could feel my… my pussy getting ready for him,” I was having a hard time breathing. I was telling my husband how his boss had fucked me.

		“You could really feel your pussy?” Todd asked. “How did it feel?”

		“It felt swollen, like my lips were too large down there, and I could feel myself lubricating. It felt like my pussy had just let go,” Todd’s cock jerked against me.

		“Then what happened?”

		I sat on my husband’s cock, I didn’t let him move inside me at first, I just wanted to feel him throbbing.

		“He made me suck his cock, but it was too big for my mouth, so I just licked and kissed it. I rubbed it all over my face while I looked up at him. Then he bent me over the kitchen counter, and he shoved his enormous thing inside me. He was so big I thought he’d tear me in two,” Todd was trying to fuck me harder.

		“Did you like his big cock?” Todd was almost incoherent.

		“It hurt at first, he was stretching me, then he started fucking me. He was fucking your wife and his big cock felt so good I came almost right away. I was by the window and Mrs. Hankie was in her yard waving at me,” I was taking a big chance, but telling him the truth was sending me close to the edge of a monumental orgasm.

		“She saw you being fucked by another man?” I could tell Todd was close.

		“Does this excite you. Do you like the idea of Jerry fucking me?” I asked.

		“Yes… god, Pamela. I don’t understand it,” Todd was trying to gain more leverage.

		“Mrs. Hankie could tell I was being fucked; my tits were swinging every time Jerry slammed into me. His cock was so big he made my pussy hurt and I begged for more at the same time,” I was really getting into it and fucking my husband hard from the top.

		“When he came inside me his big cock throbbed so hard, I came again. I had two orgasms with him, each one stronger than the last,” I screamed when I came, and Todd exploded inside me. It felt good, but it wasn’t the same as Jerry.

		“When Jerry pulled out of me,” I was laying on top of my husband, his cock was still hard inside me. “I turned my head saw you watching us. Your cock was hard and you’d been jacking off.”

		“I watched him fuck you? What did I do?” I let Todd’s still hard cock slip out of my pussy and I lowered myself onto his face.

		“Then you ate me, you made me yours again by claiming my pussy,” Todd had only gone down on me a few times, and now I was demanding he eat his own sperm.

		“Pamela, what are you doing? Don’t.” But it was too late. I sat on his face and when he didn’t turn his head away, I moved my hips, so my clit rubbed against his upper lip. After a second, I felt his tongue licking me. He didn’t eat his sperm, but he did lick and nibble my clitoris, and that was enough for me.

		“You took me back, you reclaimed me Todd, and I came so hard-on your…” I screamed when I came.

		My husband’s chin was wet with his cum, and I carefully licked it off him, and smiled. “Did you like my story?”

		Todd seemed to be studying me. “Are you sure I was watching?”

		“I liked that part the best. It was like you were giving me permission to be a whore with your boss,” I was really pushing it. I felt close to being caught and it was keeping me turned on. What if Todd caught me, what if he knew it was mostly a true story? What if I’d just confirmed something Jerry had told him?

		“Would you have done it?” Todd asked.

		“Would I let another man have me while you watched? Is that what you’re asking?” My heart was beating so fast I was surprised Todd couldn’t hear it.

		“Would you let Jerry, the asshole who bullies me almost every day, come in our house and fuck you?”

		Whoa, this wasn’t a game anymore. “No, of course not. It was just a story I made up. Next time, you make up a fantasy,” I said.

		I hopped off the bed and started dressing. I could feel Todd’s eyes burning into me from the back. “It seemed so real when you told me, like you were describing something that really happened.”

		“Don’t be silly. I’m just a good story teller,” I didn’t want to leave the room in a hurry, but I didn’t waste any time either.

		Todd was quiet all evening.

		

	
		Chapter 5

		

		I stood in front of our full-length mirror looking at my naked body and wondering why I had two good-looking men so interested in me. What had changed?

		My dark hair looked the same as it always had, long and straight, I loved the way it framed my face. A lot of women went to a lot of trouble and expense to have hair that looked like mine.

		I’d always been vain about my breasts. They were large but well-shaped, I thought. I looked at myself sideways, my breasts still had very little sag. Of course, I wasn’t yet 30 years old.

		My belly was flat, and I liked the shape of my ass. I would never tell anybody what I thought while looking at myself in the mirror. They would think I was hopelessly narcissistic.

		I told myself I was just taking a survey. I wanted to know what these men saw in me. I wanted to know why they thought I was special.

		With the fuzz gone from my pussy, I could clearly see my swollen and shining wet slit, with my clit seeming to peek out at me.

		I was turned on wondering what would happen next. I knew I was living dangerously, but I couldn’t help myself. The fear I felt being so close to the edge added to the excitement of enjoying all the sex I’d ever wanted. I was spiraling out of control, and I knew it.

		I wondered what Todd would do if he ever discovered my secret. A small part of me thought he’d enjoy it, maybe he’d even want to join Jerry. What would it be like to be fucked by two men at the same time?

		But mostly I knew he’d be devastated by jealousy and anger. He’d probably divorce me. I needed to find a way to end things with Jerry before it all blew up on me, in the meantime I tried to be careful.

		Deep inside I knew that no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t be careful enough because Jerry was always dropping hints. He thought of it as a game. If he won, he got to fuck his employee’s wife. If he won, Todd would quit. No matter what happened – Jerry won.

		“Jerry tried to tell me he’d already fucked you and he was going to do it again. All the guys overheard him. He said I couldn’t sell anything, but he kept me around because he could fuck my wife any time he wanted.” Todd looked beaten.

		“Are you accusing me, or just repeating crap your boss says?” I didn’t want to make the poor guy feel worse, but I thought an innocent wife would be offended.

		“No… no. I know he was just trying to get to me. Maybe he thinks it motivates me. He’s such an asshole,” Todd shook his head, he was staring at his hands. “I know I have sales, I don’t understand any of this.”

		“I’m sorry, Todd. I know you can sell, you’ve got real talent and besides, you’re in a big firm with a lot of people who could help you,” I said.

		“Jerry controls the guys I work with. Even Marsha won’t help me, and she thinks less of him than I do,” Todd was whining again.

		“Who’s Marsha?” I asked as if I didn’t care.

		“She’s a really pretty woman who works with us. Jerry takes her to lunch at least once a week.”

		“How long are the lunches?” I asked.

		“They can be gone a couple of hours. Why?” Todd really was an innocent.

		

		Todd had left for work and I was all alone with the door unlocked. I was naked on my hands and knees with a scarf over my eyes on our bed.

		Ever since he’d left, I’d been shaking. My trembling had become so bad it had been a struggle to knot the scarf behind my head. I’d been instructed to tie it so I couldn’t see.

		I was startled by a heavy hand on my ass, and I giggled, only to be spanked, hard. Jerry was strong and the slap hurt and excited me.

		I tried to talk but a plastic ball gag was shoved in my mouth and tied around my head. My wrists were tied together, then to the head of the bed, forcing my head to the sheets. I could smell my husband.

		My legs were roughly forced apart and tied. I knew he could see how wet my pussy was, and the thought made me even wetter. I wondered if he could smell my arousal.

		I could hear heavy breathing. Shh, I thought I heard him telling someone to be quiet. I must have been imaginings things.

		I’d never been licked like that before. He first tongued my asshole, sending a shiver of delight through me and causing me to groan. How could it feel so good to be touched back there?

		“Do you want me to lick your cunt, Pamela?” his mouth was next to my ear. Was I still being licked? I felt disorientated.

		I mumbled “Yes,” as well as I could around the gag.

		“You know better. Use your words and tell me what you want.”

		“Please lick my cunt,” it was hard to talk.

		“Louder.”

		“Please lick my married cunt,” I screamed. My head was on the bed and I pushed my ass toward where I thought he was.

		“Oh, god,” he was tonguing my clitoris from the rear. The stubble on his face was rough on my thighs and pussy, the feel of his face excited me as much as his tongue did.

		He’d made my butt wet. I tried to jerk away as his finger penetrated my back passage. Todd had never played with my ass.

		Jerry held me still with a hand on my back and pushed his thick finger inside. “Don’t fight it, Pamela. Just relax, it’ll feel good in a moment.”

		I relaxed as much as I could and to my surprise, it did feel good. It felt even better when he drove another finger into my pussy. I moaned loudly when he was somehow able to suck my clit into his mouth at the same time.

		He was working me up, I wanted his thick cock inside me. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if he used my ass? The thought aroused me even more. What was I thinking? His cock was far too big. Wasn’t it? Oh, god I wanted him.

		Then he was behind me, spreading my labia open as if showing me off. “Whose cunt is this, Pamela?”

		“Yours,” spit was running down the ball gag and forming a puddle under my head, just as my juices were soaking the sheet beneath my pussy.

		“Tell me, say it and I’ll fuck you.”

		“It’s your cunt, Jerry,” it came out muffled by the gag, but he seemed to understand. I squealed when his thick cock penetrated me, filling me with one stroke. He wasn’t gentle, he just took what he wanted.

		His hands were on my hips and his balls were slapping my clit in rhythm to his attacks. I could hear my groans as if from far away. But, other than that, I was only aware of the powerful feelings at my center.

		When he stopped, I moaned in frustration. “Do you want me to keep fucking you, Pamela?”

		“Yes, please fuck me. Fuck me hard, Jerry,” despite the gag the words sounded clear.

		He took me with new urgency and I had my first orgasm. The second one followed closely behind when Jerry exploded deep inside me. He was buried far deeper than my husband had ever been. I loved how his huge cock seemed to swell and stretch me even further before he came, and how it throbbed so powerfully as his hot sperm flooded me. I’d done it; I’d aroused him so much he came. I climaxed again, screaming into my gag.

		“I’m leaving the ties I used, you are not to remove them from the bed. Do you understand me?” the gag was gone and my body was beginning to cramp.

		“Yes, what about Todd seeing them?” I asked.

		“Also, you are not to shower or clean yourself. Am I being clear?”

		“Yes.”

		“When Todd gets home bring him to this bed and fuck him.”

		“Okay, I mean, yes.”

		“One final thing, you are not to clean or wash these sheets. When you go to bed with your husband tonight, you’ll be sleeping on sheets covered in my cum stains. Repeat what I’ve told you to do, so you don’t forget,” Jerry said.

		I repeated his orders, shivering in fear mixed with anxiety. There was no way Todd wouldn’t know, was there?

		I greeted my husband at the door wearing just a pair of panties and holding a beer for him. “I’ve been waiting for you all day.”

		“What’s going on?” he looked confused, but happy to see me topless.

		“I want to fuck my husband. You are my husband, right?” I asked.

		“Right.”

		“Good, then I’m going to fuck you,” I said.

		“What if I hadn’t been your husband. What if I’d have been some door to door salesmen, or a pizza guy with the wrong address?”

		“Then this would have been his lucky day because I can’t wait,” I pulled Todd into the bedroom. I hadn’t washed the sheets but I had at least made the bed.

		I was about to push him onto his back when he picked up the tie that had been holding my left ankle. “What’s this man’s tie doing here? It’s doesn’t look like one of mine.”

		“I was going to tie your legs to the bed so I could have my way with you,” I pulled the covers back and knelt to work on his belt.

		“Where did you get this thing? It looks like one of Jerry’s,” I licked his soft cock.

		“I bought it used, so I wouldn’t ruin one of yours,” I told him.

		“Hmm… it looks just like my boss’s tie.”

		With his pants off, I pushed Todd onto his back in the center of the bed. I didn’t need any foreplay; my pussy was filled with Jerry’s cum. Todd was fully erect when I sat on his cock and felt him slide smoothly all the way inside me.

		“Pamela, god. You’re so wet,” Todd’s cock felt wonderful inside me. He didn’t fill me the way Jerry did, but we fit together well. I managed to get my legs under me, my feet flat on the bed and I fucked my husband without mercy.

		“Pam, slow down. You’ll make me cum.” I sat down so his cock was fully inside me and rubbed my nipples on his chest.

		“I’ve been waiting for you all day.” I was thinking how comfortable he felt inside me. Todd’s cock was the right size for me, but still I missed being stretched until it hurt.

		I took a deep breath and smelt Jerry.

		“I want you to cum inside me,” I never talked like this. “I want to feel your sperm in my pussy.”

		Todd looked surprised, and I took advantage, fucking just the tip of his cock before pushing myself down on him and squeezing him with my pussy.

		My husband didn’t stand a chance. With a loud groan he exploded inside me. I felt his cock throbbing as he came, I moaned and lay on top of him.

		“I didn’t get to tie you up,” I said.

		“So to speak,” Todd was holding Jerry’s tie. “It does look used. Were you really going to tie me to the bed?”

		“Yeppers, I was,” I said kissing him. “That was my evil plan. Maybe next time I get this horny.”

		“Okay,” Todd said. But we both knew it had never happened before and wasn’t likely to happen again.

		Despite how aggressive I’d been, Todd was his usual gentle self the next time we made love. He even asked if it was okay with me if he went a little faster.

		

	
		Chapter 6

		

		I couldn’t resist Jerry. I knew what I was doing was wrong and dangerous, but it didn’t matter. He had control over me and every time I was with him his control grew stronger. Eventually I’d do whatever he wanted me to do.

		Jerry started sending me texts in the evening when he knew Todd would be home. The first text surprised me and caused me to panic. Todd and I had been sitting together watching a movie on television when my phone chirped.

		

		[Jerry] What are you wearing?

		

		Todd could have easily seen my screen.

		“Who’s sending you a text?” he asked.

		“Just my mother, you keep watching and I’ll text her back,” I stood up holding my phone.

		“What does she want?” You can answer her here, I don’t mind.”

		“It’s okay, I think she’s just lonely. Let me know what happens,” I didn’t care what happened in the movie. I was excited to hear from Jerry, the tingle between my legs had returned.

		

		[Me] Todd’s here. What do you want me to wear?

		

		[Jerry] I want you to play with your cunt for me.

		

		[Me] I hate that word.

		

		[Jerry] I don’t care if you hate it, get used to it.

		

		[Jerry] Are you playing with your cunt yet?

		

		I went into the bathroom carrying my phone. I really did hate the word “cunt,” but hearing it from Jerry was somehow different. He’d caused an irresistible itch in my pussy.

		I lowered my jeans and panties and sat on the toilet. When I touched my cunt, I still hated the word, I was aroused and wet.

		

		[Me] I’m touching my cunt. Do we have to use that word?

		

		[Jerry] How’s your cunt feel.

		

		[Me] I’m really wet, and I feel swollen.

		

		[Jerry] Is your clitty hard?

		

		[Me] Yes

		

		[Jerry] Tell me. Use the words.

		

		[Me] You made my cunt wet and my clit is hard and sensitive

		

		[Jerry] Make yourself cum for me and maybe I’ll fuck you again

		

		[Me] My husband might hear me

		

		[Jerry] I don’t care. Do it. My cock is hard and I’m jacking off thinking about you.

		

		[Me] Oh god.

		

		I was stroking my clit, my mind full of images of Jerry’s huge, hard cock. The veins and nobs were so perfect. I bit down on my fist as I came, trying hard to stay quiet.

		

		[Me] I came, Are you happy now?

		

		[Jerry] Not yet. Tell Todd you’re visiting your mother tomorrow night. Instead, I’ll fuck you.

		

		[Me] Please, no. I don’t want to lie to him anymore.

		

		[Jerry] Do it, Pamela.

		

		I’d given him control over me and there was no going back. I dreaded telling Todd I was visiting my mother, but the promise of being with Jerry made it seem worthwhile. I felt myself becoming aroused again.

		

		[Me] Okay.

		

		“Honey, I’m going to visit my mom tomorrow night,” I told Todd. “What’s happening with the movie?”

		“You look flushed, are you getting sick?” Todd held his hand to my forehead. “You even feel a little warm.”

		“I just went to the bathroom while we texted. It embarrassed me. Like I was peeing in front of her,” I hated sounding like a child, but this time it helped Todd buy my lie.

		“Are you going to stay with her overnight?” he asked.

		“I don’t think so, but I’ll send you a text either way,” the excitement of seeing Jerry combined with my recent orgasm and the possibility that my husband would see through my deceits was making my pussy leak even more.

		Todd had a strange, faraway look on his face. I laid down next to him and put my head on his lap and stroked my dirty-minded husband’s hard-on.

		“What’s this about?” I asked him. His cock jerked in my hand. “Are you having dirty thoughts about your innocent wife?”

		“Maybe,” his voice sounded more guttural than usual.

		“Want to tell me what your dirty thoughts are?” I unzipped his jeans and put the head of his cock in my mouth.

		“What if you weren’t telling me a story when you said Jerry had been here, and what if you’re not seeing your mother at all. What if you’re going to fuck my boss?” his cock was jerking in my mouth.

		“Do you want to cum in my mouth? You can, you can do anything you want with me,” I told him.

		“Will you be my whore?” he asked.

		“If that’s what you want, but you can’t just ask me,” I told him.

		“What does that mean?”

		“Whore’s are made, not asked,” I wondered if he’d get it? He didn’t get it that night, and he didn’t get to cum in my mouth either.

		“I’m going to bed,” I told him, leaving his cock wet and twitching.

		“Wait, I don’t know what you want from me,” he begged.

		“If you figure it out, you can have everything you ever wanted,” I felt his eyes on my ass as I left the room. I stopped in the hallway, my hand on the wall while I tried to control my pounding heart. He knew what was happening, he had all the pieces he just hadn’t put them together.

		I was in bed with the lights off when Todd crawled in next to me. “Give me a blowjob, bitch.”

		I laughed at him. “Todd, really? What was that?”

		“I wasn’t asking, was I?” he whined.

		“I’ll maybe give you a blow job when I get back from my mothers. Now, I’m going to sleep,” I’d probably be so horny when I got home, I’d do anything he wanted.

		

		[Jerry] Be in the lobby of the Waverly at noon. Wear the dress you wore to the party. But no underwear.

		

		I couldn’t wear the thigh-length dress out of the house to visit my mother. Maybe if I could get it out of the house without being seen, and later I’d change in the car?

		I was dripping so much the inside of my jeans were soaked by the time I arrived at the hotel. My hands, sweaty from excitement, kept slipping on the old steering wheel.

		The Waverly was a massive hotel, and so was their underground parking garage. I drove down two levels before I found a dark spot I could back into and change my clothes.

		It was dangerous for an unattended woman to park in the shadows, but I didn’t want to be seen undressing. I climbed into the back seat and stripped before sliding into my dress. I put everything else into a small case and walked toward the elevator.

		Two men waited with me in the small elevator lobby and we rode up in the same car. I tried to pay no attention to them, even though I could feel their eyes on me. I didn’t know how to hide the size of my breasts or the way I wobbled as the elevator started and stopped. The two men didn’t even try to hide their interest, and knowing they were looking, added to my excitement.

		What had come over me? Maybe I was the whore and slut Jerry said I was.

		As I walked off the elevator a breeze blew up my skirt and further aroused my over-stimulated wet pussy. I was getting more turned on by the second.

		“Come with me,” and as I followed Jerry back to the elevator, the same two men got on with us.

		The four of us entered a suite on the top floor, I looked at Jerry and back to the two strangers.

		“These are men who work with your husband, you’re going to fuck them today.”

		“Jerry, what… I don’t understand,” I stammered. One of the men handed me a drink from the mini-bar.

		“You’re excited, aren’t you Pamela. Tell me your cunt’s wet,” Jerry said.

		“I hate that word,” I said absentmindedly.

		“I don’t care. Tell me what I want to hear,” the two men were watching me with interest.

		“Only for you, Jerry,” I managed to say, gulping my drink.

		“No, Pamela. It’s too late now. Say it,” Jerry hadn’t touched me but it felt like he had his hands on my throat.

		“My cunt’s wet,” I choked out, humiliated, and felt my pussy release a flood of lubrication down my leg.

		

	
		Chapter 7

		

		“You can call them Curly and Moe. That goes nice with Jerry, don’t you think?” I was held by his gaze. “And you can call her Marsha.”

		A beautiful dark-haired woman stood behind me. “Jerry, she’s naked, I can’t… not a woman.”

		“Are you my slut, Pamela?”

		“You know I am,” I couldn’t help myself. I had no defenses.

		“Use your words,” he ordered quietly.

		“I’m your slut, Jerry.”

		“Kiss her Marsha,” the woman held my face in her hands and looked deeply into my eyes. I’d never seen eyes so vividly green. Her lips were soft against mine. The tip of her tongue touched my top lip and I opened my mouth to her.

		I moaned when her hand held my breast, as though she were weighing it. My nipples were hard and I was kissing her back.

		“Touch her pussy, Pamela,” I’d never thought of touching another woman there, and although I didn’t intend to start, somehow my finger was rubbing between her folds gathering moisture to spread on her clit. Her kisses became hotter and Marsha sucked my tongue into her mouth.

		“Don’t forget us guys,” I think it was Moe. Or maybe it was Curly. I didn’t care. Marsha helped me strip as we stumbled to the bed.

		“You weren’t lying, Jerry,” I’m sure it was Moe. “Look at the body on your new whore. How did Todd land someone like her?”

		I felt a burst of pride at the mention of my body, then shame at the mention of my husband. I was in a hotel room with three men and a beautiful woman, and I was going to fuck all of them. Where was the naïve virgin Todd had married?

		I was on my elbows and knees on the bed. Was this Jerry’s favorite position? Marsha was on her back, her legs on either side of my head, her hands were pulling me down to her pussy.

		It was wrong, I wanted to resist even as I recognized her pussy as the same as mine. I knew how anything I did would feel to her. I knew just where to lick her. Her clitoris felt strangely familiar in my mouth even though her taste and smell were different. I told myself it was just like eating my own pussy. I wouldn’t hesitate to do that, would I?

		My moans matched hers as a cock was pushed into me from the rear, and Marsha worked on Jerry’s monster while I ate her pussy. I fought down my jealousy. Jerry wasn’t mine, I was his.

		The cock inside me felt finished and a long, skinny erection took his place. Marsha held my head and came when I sucked her clit deep into my mouth. Her cries gratified me, I’d made another woman orgasm. I’d pleased her and now she was under me, sucking my clitoris into her mouth just as Jerry spread my labia and pushed his massive erection deep inside.

		I’d never been eaten by another woman, and nobody knew their way around a pussy like she did. Feeling her suck and lick my clitoris while Jerry fucked me almost drove me insane.

		I felt Jerry’s hands around my throat, choking me. I’d never done breath play, but I’d heard how good it could be, and how dangerous.

		Marsha’s legs were spread beneath my head and Jerry tightened his grip on my throat and rubbed my face in Marsha’s wetness.

		“She really likes pussy, Jerry. She’s a good slut to have.” Marsha grunted her agreement. I had been accepted into the unit even if my husband hadn’t been.

		My face was buried in Marsha’s open pussy as I came. The second time I howled and Jerry flooded me with his sperm. I wasn’t fully conscious when the last man added his load.

		They left me on the hotel bed, my pussy leaking onto the spread, as they took turns with Marsha. Then the men ordered food while Marsha and I cuddled together. Someone threw a sheet over us when the woman from room service brought what they’d ordered.

		“It smells like you boys have been having a party,” I heard her say. “I hope the women under the sheet are still alive.”

		I waved a bare arm at her without looking. “Honey, your boobie’s showing,” she said.

		“Oops,” Marsha and I giggled like schoolgirls.

		“She sounds pretty young.”

		“She’s not, I inspected her,” Marsha said. We both giggled again.

		“Do you mind?” She must have been asking Jerry. The sheet was pulled off and we were looking at a pretty woman in her late 30s wearing the hotel’s uniform.

		“Are you going to inspect me, too?” I asked, rolling onto my back. My heavy breasts swayed to meet her eyes.

		“You can inspect both of us,” Marsha said, squeezing my nipple.

		I hadn’t noticed Jerry behind her until his hands appeared, caressing her uniform encased breasts. “If you must inspect, I insist you be as naked as they are.”

		Her name tag read “Shirley,” and she wasn’t shy about reaching behind herself to find Jerry’s erection pressed against her ass. It scared me a little when she lifted her handset to her mouth. She could have been calling security.

		“Room service, this is Shirley. I need to take a break,” her handset squawked. “That’s right. I don’t know how long. Gotta go, sorry.” Jerry already had her hotel issued belt undone.

		We were too much for the guys. Jerry had great stamina, but eventually three horny women were too much even for him. Marsha, Shirley and I continued the party until I left to get home, so I’d arrive before Todd did.

		I was in the shower when I heard my husband in the bedroom. I could still taste Marsha and smell Shirley and my pussy was tender to the touch.

		“That damn Jerry,” Todd groaned. “He gave me a shitload of work then disappeared and took two of the other guys with him. He damn near wore me out.”

		I had to stop myself from laughing. I’d worn out Jerry and the guys for him.

		Todd hugged me as soon as I dried off. I could feel his erection pressing against me, and normally I would have welcomed his interest.

		Todd kissed me hard and I had to control myself to keep from wincing because my mouth was so tender. My body betrayed me, damn body, I felt my pussy prickling. What was going on down there? I was having more, and much better, sex than I’d ever thought possible, but it only made me want more.

		I was tingling for another reason too. The anxious feeling in the pit of my stomach, the fear of being caught, was making me even more excited.

		

	
		Chapter 8

		

		“Jerry said something weird today,” Todd and I had been eating dinner in front of the television. “He asked me if you were a lesbian. Don’t you think that’s weird?”

		Unbidden I thought about eating Marsha’s pussy and her saying how much I liked it. “He’s always saying something weird. I think he’s just trying to get a reaction out of you, don’t pay any attention to him.”

		“I think it’s wrong he’d say something like that about any employee’s wife. Doesn’t that break some law?” Todd wondered.

		“Don’t make trouble by going to HR, they’d just take his side and you’d get fired,” please don’t be stupid enough to complain, I thought.

		“Do you ever think about having… you know? Having sex with another woman?” he asked me.

		“I used to wonder about it,” why had I said that?

		“Did you ever do it? You know, actually fool around with another girl?” Todd had moved closer, he was kissing my neck, which I love. His hand was on my thigh. “She’d know just what to do.”

		He was right about that. “You’re probably right about that, but still, I couldn’t do it with another woman.”

		“However, when I was younger, we used to practice so we’d know how to kiss a boy. A girlfriend and I used to kiss each other. Does that count?” Todd’s sudden erection threw his plate off balance, and it slid off his lap.

		“It counts,” he ignored his plate. “Did you like it?”

		“It was just practice, we weren’t supposed to like it,” I said. “But I kinda did, especially when we practiced with our tongues.”

		“Did you ever do anything else?” Todd was trying to take my plate away so he could get at me.

		“No, not really. Well, we did practice what to do if a boy tried to touch us. Is this turning you on?” I wondered how I sounded to Todd.

		“How did you practice?”

		“I wore a skirt and my girlfriend tried to feel me up. I was supposed to stop her nicely, as though she were a boy I liked, so he’d ask me out again.”

		“How did it go?” Todd’s hard-on had produced a wet spot on his pants

		“I let her go all the way. I even spread my legs for her,” I laughed. “We were kissing and I just went with my instinct, I guess.”

		“What did your girlfriend say?” Todd moved my hand to his erection.

		“She thought it was funny. She called me a slut and said I’d be pregnant before I was eighteen.” My husband was kissing my throat and stroking my nipples. His erection felt good in my hand.

		“Maybe you were a lesbian?”

		“Maybe.” I had Todd’s throbbing cock out of his pants.

		“Jerry talks about tying a woman up and having sex with her,” Todd said. “Have you ever done that? You know… been tied up?”

		I took his prick in my mouth so I wouldn’t have to answer, I’d been a virgin when we’d married. If I admitted to having been tied up, I’d have been admitting to having an affair. I was excited by Jerry’s clues, but I didn’t want Todd to put it all together.

		“What were you going to do with the tie and stuff on the bed?” Todd asked.

		“I was going to tie you up.”

		We were both naked by then. Todd was gently touching me as I caressed his erection with my boobs.

		“Have you ever… you know, in the butt?” Todd finally asked.

		I released his cock and turned to face him. “What’s going on, Todd?” I wasn’t in the mood any longer.

		It’s that damn Jerry. He’s making a big deal about how you’d like to be tied up and fucked in the butt,” Todd was getting angry. “He won’t shut up about it. He keeps telling the guys how he’s going to come over here and tie you up again and fuck you back there.”

		“Tie me up again?” I said in a small voice. Alarm bells were going off in my head. “How could he tie me up, again if he hasn’t tied me up the first time?”

		“He asked me to give him his tie back,” Todd explained. Oh, shit,

		“He said he left it here on purpose, so I’d know, and now he wants it back. He even told me what it looked like. Tell me the truth, is it Jerry’s tie?”

		I felt cornered, I did the only thing I could think to do. I got angry. “What. The. Fuck. Todd? You asked Jerry about that stupid tie a week ago. You even told him exactly what it looked like,” I guessed. “Now he’s telling you what it looks like and claiming it’s his. What’s wrong with you?”

		I was angry at both men, but especially at myself.

		“You’re right, I did tell him about the tie. Shit, I’m sorry, Pam. I’m an idiot.”

		I didn’t bother with my bra or panties, I just wanted to cover myself. The mood in the room had darkened. Jerry already had my body, now I felt him threatening my relationship with Todd like never before.

		Jerry sent me a text to tell me I was spending the next night with him. I resisted as much as I could but he wasn’t asking. I had to think up an excuse for Todd.

		I was awake most of the night, my mind in turmoil. Todd looked troubled in the weak light whenever I rolled in his direction.

		I felt guilt-ridden, what was I going to do about my husband’s boss? My body hungered for Jerry, but I didn’t want to hurt Todd. I was having an attack of conscience.

		I agreed with Todd, Jerry was an asshole. I didn’t like the man, but the sex was wonderful.

		I slipped my hand under the long tee-shirt I was wearing to feel my wetness and to touch my aching clit. I masturbated slowly, not wanting to wake my husband. Tension built in my body, but I couldn’t allow myself the comfort an orgasm would have brought me.

		I gravitated between the two extremes while I played with myself. When I got out of bed to pee, I almost instinctively grabbed my phone. In the bathroom, I sent Jerry a text and a picture of my aroused pussy to let him know what I was doing.

		My phone buzzed almost immediately with an incoming picture of Jerry’s erection. It was enough to send me back to the edge of climax. I sat panting on the toilet, the dew from my pussy dripping into the water with tiny splashes.

		In a perfect world I’d have Jerry’s baby and raise it with Todd. I don’t know where the idea came from, but it aroused me even further and it was another half hour before I slipped back into bed.

		“I’m going out with a girlfriend tonight. I’m not sure how late we’ll be, don’t wait up,” I told Todd before he left for work.

		“Which girlfriend?”

		“Shirley,” I said as if it were no big deal.

		“Do I know her?” Todd asked.

		“Gee, I don’t know mom. You’re so old, maybe you just forgot,” sarcasm was often wasted on Todd, but not this time.

		“Okay, I get it. You’re a big girl now and you can pick your own little friends to play with.”

		“What if we want to practice kissing?” I asked. I tried to sound like a little girl.

		“Then you should do it here, so I can supervise,” Todd looked eager.

		“I’ll keep that in mind.”

		I snuck a bag into the trunk of my car and felt guilty and aroused enough to finish a bottle of wine. When I said good-bye to my husband over video conference, I was dressed in a simple blouse and jeans, underwear in place.

		“We’ll probably be late, if you’re in bed when I get home, I’ll just sleep in the guestroom,” I told him. Todd was a slave to his schedule. Barring something drastic, he’d be asleep by midnight.

		It’s a wonder I didn’t get stopped on the drive into town. I was pretty lit from the midday bottle of wine, and I had another open bottle squeezed between my thighs.

		At the hotel, I parked in the same spot as before, surprised by how much wine I’d finished on the way into town. I emerged from my car wearing a short skirt and a transparent blouse. My nipples were puckered hard and poking out the thin material. The quiver of my breasts was sure to attract attention as I staggered to the elevator.

		I wondered if Shirley was working.

		There were five men sitting at the booth with Jerry in the otherwise deserted bar. They all looked familiar to me.

		“Guys, you know Todd’s wife, Pamela?” They stood, puzzled looks on their faces.

		One guy whispered to Jerry, “You said there’d be a stripper.”

		The guys were making room for me to slide across their laps so I could sit next to the boss. “Guys, I promised you a stripper, and I got something even better. Pam is going to be our entertainment.”

		“What about Todd?” a middle-age man asked.

		“If you don’t tell him, I won’t either,” I said sitting on his lap. “It feels like you’re happy to see me, Percy.”

		“I’m sorry, Pamela. This just doesn’t seem right,” Percy said.

		I put his hand on my breast. “Does this feel better?” I was buzzed.

		Percy looked shocked at first but smiled when the other guys laughed. “Yes, that does feel better.”

		“Stop feeling up Pamela for a minute, Percy, and pass her along. You’ll have another opportunity,” I was passed to the next lap and hard cock.

		I didn’t know I was taking the place of a stripper for five men, I thought it was going to be just Jerry and me, but I was horny and drunk, and ready for anything.

		Finally, I was on Jerry’s lap and his giant cock was pressed against me. I wanted him, my pussy was lubricating freely.

		“Important rule tonight, guys. Nobody tells Todd anything. Agreed?” They all agreed, and Jerry pulled my short skirt up, revealing my bare twat.

		“What do you want to do tonight, Pamela?” Jerry asked and the table paid close attention.

		“I’ll do anything you want me to do,” Jerry pulled back so the guys could see his finger between my folds.

		

	
		Chapter 9

		

		I was passed from lap to lap while I drank more wine and we flirted and talked. Their erections and wandering hands gave me a feeling of power. Just by letting these guys kiss me and feel me up, I was able to make them hard. By the time I was given back to Jerry I was ready to go up to his room.

		“We’re going up to my room,” he told me.

		“Yes, sir,” I wiggled my butt on his lap.

		“You’re going to strip for us,” I looked at him in surprise.

		“I’m going… for all of them?”

		“Yes, I’m sharing you tonight. They’re all going to fuck you,” Jerry was giving me an order.

		“Anything,” I couldn’t find my own will when confronted by Jerry. If he wanted to share me, that was his right. I felt myself swelling down there.

		“Dance for us, Pamela,” Jerry ordered as soon as we were comfortable in his room. It felt crowded with so many men in a small space. I was dwarfed by the size of them and the overpowering sense of testosterone in the air. It was a heady combination.

		I did the best imitation of a stripper I could while trying to keep my drunken balance. I could feel their eyes on me and it made me brave. When I was naked, I knelt in front of Jerry and worked on his belt to get his pants down.

		The guys crowded around me and I was lifted onto a short table. I didn’t recognize the guy who spread my pussy open and pushed his short, rather thin, cock inside. While he fucked me, I was offered cocks from both sides of my head. I sucked on one until my head was turned and another took his place.

		I heard a loud grunt as the guy inside my pussy came and another man entered me.

		I was excited, I’d never been the center of so many men. Their smell was making me dizzy with need. I felt an ache because I wanted all of them, I wanted them to finish inside me and on me. I wanted to swallow their essence. I was hungry for them.

		Jerry went last. The men cheered him on and I lost my sanity. I’d been building to an explosion all night and when Jerry entered me, I orgasmed, screaming, only to come again before he did.

		Jerry woke me at about 3:00 in the morning and had me again. I didn’t want to leave his bed, but I finally showered, and avoiding sleeping men, made my way out the door.

		“Do these guys really work with Todd?” I whispered before I left.

		

		The guys had some kind of wild party last night,” Todd said. He’d been asleep when I’d crept into the house just beating the arrival of the morning newspaper. “They all looked like they’d been on a drunk.”

		“Really? What did they say?” I’d slept for most of the day and was feeling good.

		“They wouldn’t tell me anything. They acted strange around me. I thought I heard them talking about some slut they took turns banging. Can you imagine that?” Todd looked flabbergasted. “They’re all married, except for Jerry.”

		“Maybe she was a hotwife,” I said.

		“Oh, jesus. That would be so hot,” Todd’s eyes were wide. “What if they all fucked one of their wives?”

		“What did Jerry say?” I asked.

		“He just looked at me kind of funny all day. He asked me how you were doing this morning,” Todd said.

		“Strange question, what did you tell him?”

		“I said you’d been out with a girlfriend and you were still asleep when I left for work,” for a moment it seemed Todd had put it all together. Then the moment passed. “In fact, a couple of the guys told me to say hi to you. Probably trying to make trouble. Fuckers.”

		He was right about that, they were fuckers.

		“How come you mentioned ‘hotwife’ again?” he asked.

		“It’s been on my mind, ever since the clips we watched,” I looked at him with my head down and my eyes peeking upward.

		“Does that mean you might be interested?” he asked.

		“It means I can’t stop thinking about it,” I told him. What was I doing? I didn’t seem able to stop myself. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”

		“Sometimes I… I can’t tell you,” Todd looked uncomfortable.

		“You whack off, don’t you?” Todd looked up in surprise. “You beat your meat, you jackoff, while you watch those clips. I’ve looked at your history, I know.”

		“I can’t help it, Pam. It’s my fantasy, I’m glad you know,” he sounded out of breath.

		“So, you want me to fuck some guy?” I asked him, feeling brave.

		“Only if I can watch. Would you do that for me? Really?” he sounded hopeful.

		Why did I feel closer to my husband than I had for a long time? He wanted to watch me with another guy and it made me feel close to him. Strange.

		“I’ll do it for you, Todd. Seriously,” Our faces were only inches apart. “If that’s what you want, and you think you can handle it, I’ll do it.”

		“You’d fuck another man for me while I watched?” Todd was excited.

		“Yes, seriously. You pick out the guy and I’ll fuck him for you,” I smiled at him. “I might be getting the better end of the deal.”

		“Pamela, I don’t know what to say. Tell me you mean it, you’re not just teasing me,” Todd seemed shocked.

		“I mean it, Todd,” I offered him my hand to shake. “I’m dead serious.”

		“It’s a deal, oh Pam. I never thought…” Todd was grinning.

		“What if you couldn’t watch? What if you found out about it later?” Wow, I was taking a big chance.

		“No. That would be cheating. It’s not the same thing. I have to be able to watch so we’re together in this thing, or maybe know about it before it happened.” Todd was digging in his heels. Damn.

		

	
		Chapter 10

		

		“I’m going to go to Chicago for my cousin’s wedding in a month. I’ll be gone almost a week,” I told my husband in plenty of time. “I’ll leave you with dinners you can heat.”

		I was going to the wedding, but it would only take a few hours.

		“Chicago? I think Jerry’s going there for some conference.”

		“Interesting. But, it’s a big city, I’m sure they can handle both a wedding and a conference in the same week,” I pretended not to be interested in what Jerry was doing.

		I’d hoped he wouldn’t tell Todd where he was going but that was Jerry. He was all but telling my husband we were fucking, and there was nothing I could do about it. The bastard knew the danger of discovery amplified my pleasure.

		Jerry was talking about a tattoo for me with his name in it. So far, I’d been able to resist, but I quivered inside whenever he mentioned it.

		He tied me up almost every time we were together and handled me so roughly he left marks. The week before leaving for Chicago, he’d choked me again while we’d fucked. I hadn’t been able to breathe when my climax had overcome me and I’d passed out shaking wildly. Jerry video recorded us every time, and I’d been astonished how violently my body had shaken.

		I wanted him to be rough and demanding. I wanted to know that clothespins hurt more coming off than going on. I wanted to be choked and spanked. I wanted to come back from Chicago with marks around my wrists where he’d tied me. I’d given my body to another man.

		We checked into the Palmer House four hours apart. There was enough time for me to dress before joining Jerry for the conference reception in the ballroom.

		I was wearing my wedding rings when Jerry introduced me as his date, Pamela. Most of the men probably thought I was an escort. A few, men I was sure knew my husband, looked at me strangely.

		I overheard two of the attendees talking while I waited for Jerry to return with our drinks.

		“Isn’t Todd’s wife named Pamela?” the first guy said.

		“I think so. He isn’t here, is he?”

		“Isn’t Todd working for that asshole now? You don’t suppose?” the first guy was putting things together much faster than my husband.

		“I wouldn’t put it past him to screw the wife of an employee. Again,” the second guy said.

		Again? I wanted to ask him what he meant but they’d moved off.

		“Jerry, have you done this before. You know… with an employee’s wife?” I asked him.

		“Relax, have fun and don’t ask so many questions.”

		I’d only ask one. Despite my unsettled feelings, I’d did have a good time. If I danced with Jerry during one of the slow songs, he pressed his erection against me. If I happened to be dancing with one of the other men, I’d enjoy the electrifying feeling of making him hard, too.

		When had I become such a slut?

		The next morning, I woke in a rumpled bed with the hotel maid at the door. The sheets were stiff with our combined juices. Jerry had fucked me until nearly daylight.

		He had amazing stamina. He could pound me for hours and be ready again only minutes later. He had a shorter refractory period than I did. I felt sore, sticky, and in need of a shower.

		What the hell was buzzing?

		Shit, Todd wanted to talk with me on video chat. I quickly sent him a message that I would call him back in ten minutes.

		After telling the maid to come back in an hour, I took a fast shower and rearranged the desk to give me a neutral background. I didn’t want Todd to see anything of Jerry’s. Todd saw me wrapped in a towel, my hair wet, when he answered.

		

		[Todd] Pamela, it’s almost noon there. Why are you just getting out of the shower?

		

		[Me] We partied last night. Chicago’s a fun place and we don’t have anywhere we have to be until the rehearsal and dinner tomorrow night.

		

		[Todd] I miss you. Do you want to see how much?

		

		God, Todd wanted us to masturbate together on video chat.

		

		[Me] I do, sweetie. But I need to get dressed. I’m having lunch with a few of the girls. You understand.

		

		[Todd] Give me something, Pam. I’m so hard for you.

		

		He was hard for me? What was going on with me?

		

		[Me] This will have to hold you.

		

		I pulled my robe down to show him my breasts.

		

		[Todd] Oh Pam, how about your pussy?

		

		I couldn’t do it. I was red and swollen and the thought of another night with Jerry was causing me to drip. Just the thought of showing myself to Todd was even making me hornier, as if that were possible.

		

		[Me] My boobs aren’t enough for you? I need to get ready for lunch.

		

		[Todd] No… please don’t go.

		

		[Me] We’ll talk tomorrow… I’ll call you.

		

		I playfully caressed a nipple for him.

		

		[Todd] Pamela, you’re driving me crazy. What time tomorrow?

		

		[Me] Love you… gotta run.

		

		I disconnected just as Jerry opened the hotel room door. I took off the robe I’d been wearing and threw myself at him.

		“Who were you talking to?” he put his hand under my chin so I was looking up at him. We were going to spend a week together and the thought caused my stomach to tighten and my clitoris to tingle.

		“Todd,” I answered.

		“You hung up? I’d have liked to talk to him,” Jerry looked at my laptop. “I’d like to fuck my little slut so he could watch. I’ll bet he’d like to see that, once he got over his shock.”

		Jerry thought he was being funny, but Todd might have liked seeing me beg his bullying boss. “Please fuck me, Jerry. I’ll do anything for you.”

		“Tonight,” he put me on the bed, my legs fell open facing the blank screen of the laptop. “You’re going to accidentally leave the laptop on for your husband while I fuck you. Maybe Todd will see what a whore he married.”

		A thrill went through me causing my nipples to harden. Jerry was going to fuck me in front of my laptop. “I think, if he doesn’t answer, the program will record us. It’s as if we were leaving a message for him.”

		“What a handy feature.”

		We had lunch together in the hotel restaurant. Several of the conference attendees stopped by, men I’d met the night before. The blouse I was wearing was made of a sheer, almost transparent, cotton. My nipples made hard points and drew the eyes of each of the men. To help them see better I left the top three buttons undone.

		We were joined by Muriel, a beautiful older woman who had worked with Jerry. “Are you banging this gorgeous young thing?” she asked him.

		“What gave you that idea?” he answered with a smile.

		“For one thing, I can see her tits. For another thing, she had a wet spot on the back of her skirt when you came in,” Muriel was smiling at me. “It reminded me of how I looked after spending a night with you.”

		I was confused. My Jerry and this woman? Muriel was certainly beautiful and she was smiling at me.

		“You’re thinking about it, aren’t you dear?” she said to me. “You don’t know how to feel, do you?”

		I nodded dumbly.

		“Jerry, how do you feel about sharing her with me?” she said to Jerry without taking her eyes off me. I felt my face getting redder and I’m sure the wet spot on my skirt had grown even larger.

		“I’ll just get the check,” he said.

		Muriel took her time stripping me. She kissed each part of my body as it was exposed, murmuring her appreciation. I felt as though I was being worshipped by her.

		Jerry had taken his suit off and was sitting naked in a chair watching us, his massive cock beginning to harden.

		When the last piece of fabric dropped from my body, it was my turn to strip Muriel. I kept an eye on Jerry as I unbuttoned her blouse and removed her bra.

		Muriel had small, pointy breasts with large pale nipples, just right for sucking. She moaned as I first licked than sucked a nipple into my mouth.

		“How did you know how much I love having my nipples suckled? I could cum when you do that,” she moaned.

		I made my way down her body to the light red fuzz above her pussy. It had been trimmed into an arrow shape, as though pointing the way to her clitoris. I didn’t need directions.

		Muriel moaned loudly when I sucked her clit into my mouth, my fingers rolling her nipples at the same time. She put her hands on my head and pulled me in to her body.

		“Ohgodohgod,” I sucked her clit and hood deep into my mouth, my tongue flicked her. The clitoris is such an amazing body part, it exists only to give a woman pleasure.

		While I adored her clit, I straddled her thigh and rubbed my swollen pussy on her soft skin. I wanted to feel her mouth on me, or better yet, Jerry’s now erect cock piercing me.

		Muriel and I were in the sixty-nine position when Jerry guided his big, beautiful cock into her drenched pussy. Every time he pushed inside her, his cock rubbed against my nose and his balls hit the top of my head. Muriel’s clit throbbed in my mouth. She tried to push me away after her first orgasm made her sensitive. But I was gentle with her, and soon she stopped trying to escape my tongue.

		When Muriel licked me, I groaned and pushed my hips off the bed to get even more of my pussy against her face. We were in a true sixty-nine position, only with a giant male member pounding her.

		The sight of Jerry’s cock, so close to my face proved to be too much for me. I pulled him out of Muriel’s pussy and sucked the wet head of his cock. Muriel ground herself against us, begging for our attention.

		When I felt he was close; when his balls started to constrict, I shoved him back inside Muriel. She groaned loudly when he came. I watched, amazed, as his balls pulled up tight and the thick cord on the bottom of his erection throbbed rhythmically, pumping his sperm inside her.

		How could he fuck her for such a long time and have so much sperm? My own orgasm overtook me when Muriel sucked my clitoris into her mouth. It was as though she were sucking the climax out of me. I was lost to the sight of Jerry filling her, and I fought to keep my eyes open as she made me cum.

		Then we were done. Muriel and Jerry dressed to go back to the conference. I lay on the bed, unable to move and aftershock orgasms raced through my body.

		That night, when Jerry took me out on the town, I was his whore. He had me dress the part and even offered to let two strangers fuck me for money. Fortunately, they changed their minds before anything more than groping happened. I was sexually deranged enough, I would have done it. I’d have done anything for Jerry and he knew it.

		I made it to the rehearsal and the wedding. My cousin was confused by the man I brought with me, even asking if Todd and I were divorcing. Jerry just smiled and said Todd was otherwise engaged.

		

	
		Chapter 11

		

		“Jerry told me he saw you in Chicago,” Todd said. I’d only been home for a few days.

		“Yeah, I ran into him in the hotel, he was there for some conference. No biggie,” I said, pretending to be busy with something else much more important.

		“You should have mentioned it, so I’d have been ready for him,” Todd might have been accusing me of something.

		“Why, do you still have your fantasy of Jerry and your wife?” I asked, unbuttoning Todd’s shirt. “Do you want me to tell you a story about how your boss fucked me all night in Chicago?”

		My husband was already hard and I stroked him through his dress pants. “Maybe how he made me eat a… another woman while he…did her?”

		We’d moved to the bedroom and Todd was on his back, his erection pointed straight up.

		“I’m taking off my clothes, but you can’t touch me while I tell you a story because here’s the deal, I can touch you, and I’m going to try to make you cum,” I told him. “If you can hold off, you’ll get a special treat.”

		“What if I can’t hold off?” Todd asked.

		I was bent over him, dragging my full breasts over his body. My fingers caressing his balls. “The story ends when you come.”

		“Okay, but you’ll finish it next time. Right?”

		“No,” I said. His balls were moving on their own. “I’m in the mood right now to tell you a good made up story.” I shouldn’t have made a big deal out of the story being fantasy. Todd’s cock throbbed in my hand.

		“I did run into Jerry in the hotel, but instead of just saying ‘hi,’ he invited me to have a drink with him and a beautiful, older redheaded lady who was with him,” I began.

		“What was her name?” Todd asked. I couldn’t say Muriel, it was possible he’d heard of her or even knew her.

		“Mary,” I said. “She flirted with me. I’d never had a woman come on to me before, at least not like she was.”

		I was lightly caressing Todd’s straining erection; my nipples were just touching his chest. “Jerry kept buying drinks for me and I was getting really turned on by then. Mary asked if he would lend me to her because she wanted to make love to me.”

		“She wanted Jerry to lend you to her? How much flirting were you doing?” Todd asked.

		“She had her hand on my thigh, under my skirt, and was caressing me. I really like how her hand felt and my panties were soaked when she touched them,” I rubbed my waxed and sodden pussy against Todd’s thigh, leaving it wet.

		“I wanted Jerry to say he’d lend me to her, somehow that would make it okay,” I licked the head of my husband’s cock while I stroked my wet pussy on his knee.

		“She was touching your pussy?” Todd was struggling not to get too excited. “What did it feel like to be touched by another woman?”

		“Her hand was soft and warm, she wasn’t demanding at all,” I was suddenly lost in the memory.

		“Then what happened?” Todd said, pulling me back to the present.

		“Jerry took us up to his room and Murl… er, Mary undressed me while he watched,” I was using Todd’s boner to caress my clitoris. “She kissed my bare skin as it was exposed.”

		“A woman’s kiss is different, Todd,” I told him. “It’s softer, and she lingered so I could feel her lips on me. Every touch went straight to my clit.”

		“Pam, this all sounds too real,” Todd’s was trying hard not to cum.

		“I was on my back with Mary’s pussy pushed into my face by Jerry’s huge cock,” I was panting, reliving the experience. “I watched him fuck her. Her pussy was so wet, he could just push his beautiful big cock inside her while I sucked her clitty.”

		“Oh… Pam… I don’t want to cum yet,” Todd was trying to pull his cock away from me, but I already had him at the entrance to my pussy.

		“Cum inside me, Todd. Let me feel you shoot,” I was ready for him, and I wanted to win.

		“No… oh god… Pam,” and Todd lost. I felt his hot sperm scalding me inside, punishing me for cheating.

		I made myself feel better by telling him about Chicago, in a way.

		Two days later, Jerry laid another bomb on me.

		“Jerry said he ran into Muriel in Chicago. I remember when she worked with us. She’s a pretty redheaded woman, maybe ten or twelve years older than us,” Todd said looking right at me. “The rumor was she and Jerry had a thing going. Probably doesn’t mean anything, but she just sounded like the woman Mary from your fantasy.”

		“Really?” I was panicked. “I don’t remember saying she was a redhead. Odd, isn’t it?”

		“Yes, very odd,” Todd stood up from the table and walked away leaving his dinner uneaten.

		“What are you doing to me, Jerry?” I wasn’t happy. “Todd has this almost figured out.”

		“Shut up, Pamela, and get your clothes off,” I was sitting on our couch as he was towering over me. Jerry had his shirt off and I was confronted by his six-pack abs. When I looked down, my vision was filled by the large, hard tube in his pants. I could feel myself swelling and lubricating.

		“We’ve got to talk…” my voice trailed off. I couldn’t resist him. “Please, Jerry.”

		He didn’t wait for me, he tore my flimsy robe from my body, leaving me naked. I looked up at him in shock. I’d often fantasized about a man needing me so much he’d rip my clothes from my body, leaving me exposed.

		“I’m not interested in your bullshit today,” he dragged me to the bedroom by my hair.

		“Okay, okay. Whatever you want.” Jerry wouldn’t let me get my feet under me. He threw me on the bed, on my back, and started tying my wrists with soft rope. Jerry had come prepared.

		I tried not to hyperventilate when he tied my knees so my pussy was spread wide.

		Just when I thought he was done, a plastic ball gag was shoved in my mouth and tied around my head. Jerry knew I hated the gag, but he wasn’t in the mood to listen to me. Even if I’d been able to make myself understood.

		It helped that I was so wet when Jerry shoved his huge erection inside me. He wasn’t interested in my pleasure, he fucked me hard and seemed angered when I climaxed before him. For the first time, Jerry pulled partly out and shot his enormous load just inside my pussy so that over the next two hours it would leak out.

		Jerry never needed much time, he was still hard when he used his cum to coat my asshole. I screamed into my gag when he pushed his cock inside my backside. He stretched me and it hurt. Even the vibrator he held against my clit didn’t help much.

		I was crying when he came, his cum was leaking out both holes and I knew our relationship was over.

		I heard the door slam when he left. I pulled against the ropes, and tried to yell and then scream for help, but the ball gag muffled the sound of my voice. Jerry had left me naked, tied to my own bed, with his cum slowly dripping from my pussy and ass. I started to cry.

		I was still crying when Todd walked into the room. “Jerry told me he’d left a gift wrapped present for me in our bedroom.”

		My husband walked around the room, looking at me from all angles. Cum was still dripping from both holes. “You slut. Those ‘fantasies’ about fucking Jerry weren’t just stories at all, were they?”

		Todd was taking off his pants. “Admit you’re a cheating cunt, Pamela.”

		I nodded my head “yes.” What else could I do?

		“I’m going to fuck you now, just like Jerry did. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

		I nodded again. I would have agreed to anything at this point and my husband’s cock was hard from looking at me.

		He lined up with my dripping vagina. “Is this just Jerry’s cum or have you been fucking other guys today?”

		I tried to tell him it was just Jerry’s, but the gag made it impossible for him to understand. My husband pushed inside me and I moaned loudly. I hadn’t realized how much I’d needed him.

		Todd was true to his word. He fucked me harder than he ever had. He showed no concern for what I wanted. He called me a slut and a whore, and it seemed to make him fuck me even harder when I tried to talk through the gag.

		When I came, he growled at me and banged against my clitoris until he exploded.

		I thought we were done when he added his sperm to Jerry’s. I thought my husband would untie me and we’d figure out a way to move forward. I was wrong.

		Todd untied one hand before he left the house. “I’ll be back in two hours. Make sure you’re gone and take your stuff with you.”

		I cried at first, then I got busy and untied myself. Everything I needed fit into two suitcases.

		I thought I saw Todd’s car parked at the end of the block when I pulled out of our driveway in my old beater.

		

	
		Chapter 12

		

		“Oh, shit,” Marybeth looked at me in surprise.

		“What’s the matter, Pam?”

		“My ex-husband just sat at one of my booths,” I’d been waitressing for most of the two years since Todd had divorced me. I’d been to college, but in the current economy nobody was hiring someone with a liberal arts degree.

		Todd looked great, had he always looked so good? Still, he was about the last person I wanted to see. We hadn’t seen each other since he’d left me to untie myself and pack. I felt my skin prickle in humiliation, just like it had when he’d discovered me. When the divorce papers had been served, I’d signed and sent them back without reading them. I’d cried long into the night.

		“May I take your order?” I held my order pad high and turned my face away. It didn’t help. I felt him staring up at me.

		“Pamela?” he said.

		I sighed. “Hello, Todd.”

		“What are you doing here?” he seemed strangely happy to see me waitressing.

		“I work here now. I’m sorry Todd but are you ready to order?” I said.

		“No, but I’m ready to talk. I’m actually glad to see you,” he looked happy.

		“I can’t, I have to work,” what in the world did we have to talk about? Did he want to rehash the past? That was the last thing I needed.

		“We really do need to talk. Just answer one question, are you married or seeing anyone?” he asked.

		What a strange question. What possible difference could it make if I’d remarried? “No, I haven’t even been on a date since… well, that day.” I felt my face glowing red with remembered shame.

		“Let me take you to dinner. I don’t want to talk about… you know. I just want to talk to you,” Todd looked so earnest. I’d forgotten how sincere he could be. “When do you get off?”

		“In two hours, but I can’t go anywhere dressed this way,” why was I even considering this?

		“I’ll be back in three hours to pick you up here,” he slid out of the booth and walked away leaving a nice tip.

		Todd had actually taken control. He’d left without giving me a choice, my body tingled for the first time in two years. Three hours later I was waiting outside when my ex-husband pulled up in a far better car than we’d had when we were married.

		“This is really nice, Todd. You must be doing well,” I told him.

		“Turns out my commissions were being stolen by… the previous management,” he said. A chill went through me.

		“What did you want to talk about?” I asked as soon as we were seated at a restaurant I could never afford on my own.

		“I miss you,” Todd’s eyes were penetrating. Had they always been so piercing?

		“I don’t know what to say.” I answered.

		“You haven’t been on a date. Admit you’ve missed me, too,” he said.

		I looked up in surprise. Once again Todd had given me no choice. “I’ve missed you, and I’ve been sorry every minute of every day for what I did.” My eyes felt damp.

		“I know I’m just a bad memory for you. I should leave now,” I reached for my purse, but Todd stopped me. Had he always been so strong?

		“We’re still married,” he said. I sat frozen.

		“What do you mean? I signed the papers,” I whispered.

		“I didn’t sign them, Pamela, I didn’t want to let you go until I understood.”

		I was suddenly very angry. How dare he put me through the last two years. “Asshole,” was all I could think to say. I jumped up to leave but Todd’s hand was around my wrist.

		“Sit the fuck down,” he ordered. My anger was replaced by heart-pounding excitement. He’d given me three orders now and I was beginning to like it. I sat the fuck down.

		“Talk to me, make me understand,” he commanded.

		We had drinks while I mulled over his question and finally decided to answer truthfully. What did I have to lose?

		“I needed something more from you, Todd,” I started. “Jerry took control of me. I didn’t know what I needed until he excited me, and I gave in to him, then I kept giving in.”

		“I tried to treat you with respect,” Todd looked confused.

		“I didn’t want respect,” I told him. “It turns out I’m just a slut who wants to be pounded by a big cock.”

		Todd threw his napkin onto his plate. “Here it is,” I thought.

		“We’re going home and I’m going to fuck you like the whore you are. Now give me your panties, just like you gave them to Jerry.” I was excited, I hadn’t been with a man in a long time.

		Nobody seemed to be paying attention to us as I pulled my dress up and slipped my panties off. When I handed them to my husband, I was surprised by how wet they were.

		We had just walked into the kitchen, my old kitchen, when Todd pushed me against the counter and pulled my dress up over my hips. I was in the same position I’d been in when Jerry had first taken me, this time it was my husband’s cock pushing inside me.

		It felt so good, it had been too long. Todd didn’t give me time to think. He fucked me, hard and fast. I was shocked when he spanked my ass.

		“You’re a real slut, Pamela. Fucking other men behind my back [slap]. You whore [slap]. I’m going to fuck your cheating cunt until you cry [slap]”

		I’d never been so turned on by Todd. I climax, screaming. But he didn’t stop. Where had he found so much stamina? He was hammering me so hard my knees gave out and he held me up.

		I don’t know how he got me on the bed or how he managed to tie my knees, holding them apart. I watched him tie one wrist to the bed.

		“Masturbate for me, slut,” he ordered. I was confused, his cock was hard, wet and throbbing. Why didn’t he just fuck me? “Do it, you’re mine again and you’re going to do what I want you to do.”

		His words went through me. I was his again? We were married but I thought he was just going to torture me and throw me out.

		“I’m yours Todd? You’re not leaving me?” How did my hand get between my thighs?

		“Here’s a secret. Jerry’s gone, I’m the boss now and I’m not kicking you out because I never stopped loving you.”

		“Damn it, Todd,” I was crying again. This time I was happy.

		“Play with yourself, whore. I didn’t tell you to stop,” he ordered.

		“Yes, sir,” I said with a smile.

		

		We’d been back together two months when Todd sat me down. “Remember when we talked about you becoming a hotwife?”

		“Yes,” what was he doing?

		“We’re going to do it. I’m going to watch you with another man,” he said.

		“Do you just want to get rid of me?” I was afraid. I didn’t want to lose Todd again.

		“No, it’s all I’ve thought about the last two years,” he said. “We were both played for fools in the past.”

		“Do you want me to be a hotwife so you can fool around?” I said. “I wouldn’t like it, but I guess I’d understand.”

		“No. I don’t want to fool around with another woman, and I don’t want to get rid of you,” he was adamant. “A jump-drive full of video clips of you being fucked up other men was sent to me after… well, just after.”

		Oh, no. Jerry had sent him copies of those videos he’d made. Oh, crap.

		“I jacked-off to them. For two years I watched them repeatedly,” he didn’t look embarrassed. “I’ve seen you with other men, now I want us to do it together.”

		“If you’ve seen… the clips,” I was trying to marshal my thoughts. “Why do you want…?”

		“Because every time I played them, I realized how much I loved you,” he was holding me. “I saw how you needed more than I could give you.”

		“I don’t want to lose you again.”

		We talked for days about my needs and Todd’s. In the end, I think it was really about my husband’s cravings. But that was enough for me. I tried to put aside my fear and go for it.

		The first few times we weren’t successful. It was difficult finding the right man.

		“Him. You’re going to ask him to fuck you while I watch,” Todd said. He was indicating a tall black man walking on the beach by our vacation hotel. “Go over to him and invite him back to our room, tell him your husband has to watch.”

		“Todd? Please, I’m not sure,” I began.

		“Go.”

		I went. By the next morning I was a hotwife.

		

	
		Other Hotwife Books by Thomas Roberts

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost!

		Book 1 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

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

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost Again!

		Book 2 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

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

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Finally Won!

		Book 3 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

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

		

		Katie’s Hotwife Awakening

		Book 1 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

		

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

		

		Katie’s Hotwife Reawakening

		Book 2 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

		

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

		

		Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story

		

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

		

		A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal

		

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

		

		Brianna's Hotwife Offering

		

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

		

		Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife

		

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

		

		Sex Addict Hotwife

		

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

		

		A BBC Bull’s Tale

		

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

		

		My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures

		

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

		

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the Challenge

		Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

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

		

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge

		Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

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

		

		Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker Gangbang

		Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

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

		

		My Smutty Hotwife Confessions

		

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

		

		My Illicit Hotwife Gangbang

		

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

		

		Naughty BBC Hotwife Adventures #1

		

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

		

		Hotwife Voyeur Resort

		Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

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

		

		The Sybian Explosion

		Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

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

		

		Billionaire’s Reluctant Hotwife

		Book 1 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

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

		

		Billionaire’s Captive Hotwife

		Book 2 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

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

		

		Billionaire’s Defiant Hotwife

		Book 3 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

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

		

		The Hotwife Hooker: A Hotwife Fairytale

		

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

		

		Truth or Dare

		Book 3 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

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

		

		Hotwife Karina: Shared

		

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

		

		Please visit my blog for even more fun at

		
			https://thomasrobertsauthor.com and don’t forget to leave a review!
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