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Copyright © 2021 Thomas Roberts - All Rights Reserved THIS BOOK 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 want to tell, so thank you to the people who read my books. 



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



A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR: In the story you are about to read, the word come is used in place of orgasm, climax, and all the others. 

The alternate spelling, cum is used for the male ejaculate. Also, Black is capitalized when referring to an African-American, in line with most current practice. 

Chapter 1



I  was  just  out  of  college  when  I  first  modeled  for  Ethan.  He  was already a well-respected artist with an established clientele in lower Manhattan. The gallery owner where I worked part-time thought he’d be “big, huge, big as they come.” Which was his way of showing how

‘with it’ he thought he was. 

What  I  saw  was  a  beautiful  man  with  a  thick  black  beard  and laughing  blue  eyes.  I  saw  sex.  What  Ethan  saw  was  anybody’s guess.  Probably  just  a  college  kid  with  big  tits,  which  was  all anybody saw. 

That  day  I  followed  Ethan  around  like  a  lost  puppy.  He  talked about his work to admirers and patiently answered their questions. I loved his soft voice; no question, the man was arousing me. 

“God,  Barb,  I  wanted  to  fuck  him,”  I  was  trying  to  explain  to  my good  friend  Barbara  how  just  hearing  Ethan’s  voice  had  set  off  a responding chord in my body. “I was wet listening to him.” 

“What  did  you  do  about  it?  Don’t  say  ‘I  rushed  into  the  restroom and jilled-off hard and fast.’” Barb pretended to scold me. 

“I  gracefully  walked  into  the  ladies'  restroom  and  masturbated vigorously,” I corrected her. 

“Did you, really? His voice was so powerful that you diddled-miss-daisy in the bathroom?” Barb looked halfway between amused and aroused. 

“Yes, it is, and yes, I did. Now for the best part,” I tried to continue. 

“He discovered you on the toilet and fucked your brains out, which explains this conversation.” 

“No.  Ethan  offered  me  a  part-time  job  posing  for  a  class  he teaches,” I answered proudly. 

“Picasso wants you to pose, naked I presume, for a class of horny college guys,” Barb sounded jealous. 

“Yes, completely stark naked so they can see every mole and hair on my otherwise perfect body,” I went silent while I thought. “I have to get my pussy waxed.” 

“Oh  yes,  immediately.  We  can’t  let  college  students  know  that adult women have pubic hair.” 

Barb could joke, but the next day I had my pussy waxed. I stood in front  of  the  mirror  afterward,  admiring  the  effect.  I  thought  I  was  a good-looking  woman,  and  standing  five  foot  seven  inches  tall  was just  about  right.  Ethan  had  said  I  was  the  perfect  model  height, whatever  that  meant,  and  my  auburn  hair  reminded  him  of  fall.  I thought my best feature was my long legs, but men liked my breasts. 

My boobs were large enough to overflow my hands. 

Looking at my reflection, I decided I’d fuck me. 

I  was  nervous  all  morning,  and  my  nervousness  peaked  when  I walked  into  a  classroom  set  up  with  easels  for  twenty  students.  All were empty, except one. 

“Today, you’ll be posing just for me, no gawking students,” Ethan said. “I want to put you at ease.” 

I didn’t see how standing naked in front of the most beautiful man I’d  ever  seen  would  put  me  at  ease,  but  he  ignored  my  discomfort and had me stand on a riser under stage lights. He fiddled with them, and I used trembling hands to finish undressing. “I want to bring out the natural look of your skin,” he said as he worked. 

My skin did look different as he changed the lights. He’d add blue, then replace it with green, which made my skin look horrible. Finally, he was set, and I followed his directions for a pose while he painted. 

With the stage lights in my eyes, Ethan became just a voice coming out of the dark. 

“Normally,  I  would  want  several  sittings,  but  you’re  a  natural—

almost a professional.” 

“Scarlett,” I said. 

“What?” he said. 

“You’re a professional, Scarlett,” I finished for him. 

“Oh,  yes.  Right,  of  course,”  he  was  quiet  for  some  time, presumably studying his work. “But I have a problem.” 

“Oh?” I replied. 

“You’re such a professional I don’t know if I should include the line of womanly lubricants running down the inside of your left thigh.” 

I looked toward the sound of his voice for what seemed like a full minute. Then I bent in half to run my hand over the inside of my leg, and  it  came  away  wet.  I  cupped  my  mound  to  stop  the  leakage  or perhaps  because  I  wanted  to  hide  my  pussy  from  him.  My  fingers

couldn’t  help  touching  my  swollen,  smoothly  waxed  slit  covered  in oily juices. My clitoris was overly sensitive, and so hard it felt like a miniature cock I could jerk off. I moaned; I couldn’t help myself. 

“Will this happen every time you pose naked for men?” he asked me as he turned down the lights. 

I ran a finger over my erect and very sensitive clitoris and looked to  see  Ethan  removing  his  clothes.  His  erection  looked  monstrous. 

The sight of it caused another tremor in my pussy, and I pinched my clit between my thumb and forefinger before answering. 

“I think it’ll only happen when I know you’re watching me,” I said, reaching for his erection. 

“Scarlett, what?” he asked me for my last name. 

“Scarlett Wanz,” I answered. 

Chapter 2



His  body  was  perfect,  and  I  shivered  at  the  sight  of  him.  His muscular  chest  was  covered  by  a  matt  of  black  hair  that  narrowed below  his  waist  as  if  pointing  toward  his  long,  thick,  and  very  hard cock. His penis felt like steel covered in velvet when I took it in my hand.  His  beautiful  dick  grew  out  of  a  nest  of  thick,  soft  curly  dark pubic hair. Everything about him excited me. 

Ethan took me in his arms, and I held his biceps when he lowered me onto the stage. Again, I was touching solid muscle. His beard felt soft against my face when he kissed me, and I thought excellent, no whisker burn, and then all I could think about were his kisses. 

His  tongue  lightly  traced  my  lips,  and  I  heard  myself  moaning.  I spread  my  legs,  wanting  him  inside  me.  His  cock  touched  the  soft skin of my labia, but I couldn’t capture him while he continued to kiss me. Finally, too eager to wait, I reached to pull him inside. 

My pussy resisted him at first, I wasn’t accustomed to his size. He ran  the  head  of  his  enormous  cock  along  my  slit  and  spread  my increasing wetness over its large mushroom-shaped head before he finally  entered  me,  and  his  marvelous  cock  was  fucking  me  and driving me senseless. 

“I  don’t  have  condoms,”  he’d  stopped  moving,  and  I  groaned  in frustration. 

“I don’t care. Please don’t stop. I want to feel your cum inside me.” 

“But, what if I …” I kissed him and urged him onto his back. Once on top, I took his cock fully inside while I slid over his hard mound. 

We  fit  together  just  right,  he  was  as  far  inside  me  as  he  could comfortably go, and the mound at the base of his cock was just the right height to rub against my clitoris. I balanced with my hands on his rock-hard chest and heard myself murmuring, “Oh my God … Oh my  God  …  Oh  my.”  He  came  before  I  did  but  feeling  the  scalding heat of his sperm splashing against my cervix made me come with him. 

I played with myself that night. For one of the few times in my life, I repeatedly masturbated until I was too tired and sore to come again. 

Then,  I  drove  to  a  convenience  store  for  ice  to  hold  against  my

swollen  pussy.  When  I  woke,  I  was  lying  with  a  bag  of  melted  ice between my legs and on wet sheets. 

A week later, I modeled for an entire class of his students. I tried not to freak out when I saw all the men sitting behind easels waiting for the naked woman to pose for them. 

“Just act like you’ve done it before,” Ethan said, kissing my neck. 

I wanted him then. Wanting him was nothing new; I’d wanted him every  minute  of  every  day  since  he’d  first  …  made  love?  No,  had me? Perhaps. Well, he fucked me, for sure. 

I turned and hugged him. I was dressed only in a plain black robe, and  I  felt  the  hard  lump  in  his  pants.  I  pushed  my  hand  under  his waistband and stroked his cock. His big, hard, beautiful cock. 

My  life  changed  when  I  walked  out  onto  the  stage.  I  ignored  the students and kept my face expressionless as I adjusted the stool and dropped my robe. Only then did I look out through the lights at the sea  of  eager  male  faces.  Some  were  clean-shaven,  a  few  had beards or mustaches, most just looked like they hadn’t shaved in a few  days.  I  was  already  excited  from  playing  with  Ethan’s  erection, and the hungry looks on so many male faces were too much for me. 

I felt my pussy give way, and a small flood of my syrupy lubrication flowed again down my leg. 

I  couldn’t  stop  to  wipe  myself—I  had  to  maintain  my  pose,  even when  my  essence  reached  my  knee.  The  men  were  staring,  and instead of being embarrassed, I became even more aroused. I liked being naked in front of them. I feasted on their hunger for me, and I wanted to lie on the stage to spread my legs. But, instead, I subtly pushed  my  breasts  at  them  and  felt  an  approaching  orgasm,  a feeling that lasted the entire hour. 

When  Ethan  finally  said,  “Time’s  up.”  I  stretched  to  ease  my muscles from holding one position for so long. It was a subconscious gesture, one I would have made getting out of bed in the morning. At full  stretch,  I  looked  out  at  the  men  and  realized  they  were  still staring at me. For the first time in the hour my waxed pussy was on full display, and my large breasts were pushed high on my chest by my stretch. 

My reflection caught in a mirror to my side but behind the students, and I saw myself for the first time as they saw me. My pussy looked

red, swollen, and gaping slightly open. The line of wetness running to  my  knee  showed  my  excitement,  as  did  the  small  puddle  on  my stool. 

I  acted  like  I’d  been  there  before  and  never  smiling,  I  wrapped myself  in  my  robe  and  gathered  my  things.  I  was  even  holding  a cigarette when I rushed into Ethan’s arms. 

Chapter 3



The  day  after  I  posed  for  his  class,  I  could  tell  Ethan  was struggling  with  something  he  wanted  to  say  to  me,  and  I  thought  it might be about our work together. 

“Ethan, just spit it out. You’ll feel better,” I didn’t sound angry, just matter-of-fact. You’ve got something to say, so say it—like that. 

Looking stupefied, he blurted out. “Would you go out with me? You don’t want to because I’m older and your employer, kind of, anyway. 

I get it. I just wanted to ask.” 

Now  it  was  my  turn  to  look  dazed.  “Are  you  asking  me  out  on  a date?”  Ethan  started  to  speak,  but  I  held  a  finger  against  his  lips. 

“Cause if you are, the answer is ‘yes, I’d love to go out with you.’ If you’re not asking me out, the answer is ‘fuck you.’” 

Ethan's  lips  curled  into  a  smile  against  my  finger,  and  then  he kissed my fingertip. “I’m asking you out on a date.” 

“How  much  do  your  paintings  sell  for?”  I  asked,  changing  the subject. 

"Don't you know it's impolite to ask such a question?" He was still smiling. 

“Don’t  you  know  it’s  rude  to  look  at  a  young  woman’s  pussy?”  I joked back. 

“I’ll  make  a  deal  with  you,”  he  drew  hard  on  his  cigarette  and looked at me over the rim of his reading glasses. 

“What kind of deal?” 

“You  let  me  paint  your  pussy,  and  I’ll  tell  you  how  much  the painting sells for,” he said. 

“You  want  to  sell  a  painting  of  my  pussy?”  I  asked  incredulously, but I could feel the excitement of the idea in my center. 

“Yes, with your legs spread, so I can stare as much as I want.” 

“I get half,” I said. 

"Half! I never give that much to a model." He acted outraged. 

“Then paint their cunts.” 

His mouth slammed shut. Whatever he was going to say was lost. 

“If  I  can  call  it   Scarlett’s Cunt,  I’ll  give  you  half,”  he  said  in  a  voice almost too soft to hear. 

“Deal.” 

The night of our first date changed our relationship, along with the course of my life. We were seated in the bar to wait despite having late reservations at one of the city’s recent “popular” restaurants and bars. 

I wore a long dress made of a light, thin material that was almost see-through and decorated in blue and green stripes. I called it my little  red  carpet  dress.  If  you  saw  it,  you’d  know  why.  The  neckline was obscenely low, threatening to expose my nipples. I couldn’t wear a bra. 

“Look around at the men,” Ethan said in a low voice. 

The  bar  was  dimly  lit,  and  most  of  the  men  were  business-types drinking  in  groups.  Some  talked  in  loud  voices  while  others,  their business  concluded,  were  sitting  back  in  satisfaction.  There  were only  a  few  couples  with  the  women  dressed  for  a  special  evening out. A few single men sat or stood at the bar. 

“Okay, why should I?” I asked him. 

“Tell  me  who  you  would  fuck?”  Ethan  asked.  I  looked  at  him  in surprise. “It’s a game. Let’s say you were a married woman who was allowed  to  break  her  vows  and  fuck  any  man  here  as  long  as  her husband could watch. Which man would it be?” 

I smiled at Ethan and played the game that would change my life. 

After  carefully  surveying  the  darkened  lounge,  I  pointed  at  a  man sitting alone at the end of the bar near us. “Him.” 

“Why?” 

“He looks rich, strong, a little dangerous, and lonely,” I said. 

“Go talk to him.” 

“No,  I  wouldn’t  know  what  to  say,”  I  protested,  pretending  to  be shy. 

"Tell  him  you're  a  married  woman,  and  your  husband  said  you could fuck any man you wanted as long as he could watch you do it." 

"But it’s not true," I protested. Inside, I felt my excitement building. 

What if it were true? What if I were married to Ethan, and he wanted me  to  fuck  another  man?  My  pussy  throbbed  when  I  stood  and walked to the bar. 

“Can I help you, ma’am?” the bartender asked. 

“No, thank you. I’m here to talk to this gentleman,” I answered. 

Seen close up, the gentleman had light brown skin and a full head of jet black hair. His face looked craggy, as if from living a rough life. 

I didn’t think he was Hispanic. Perhaps Pacific Islander? He was tall and  seemed  incredibly  strong,  even  through  his  custom-made  suit. 

His eyes looked at me without showing surprise. “Do I know you?” 

I stuck my hand out, “Scarlett.” 

He  looked  down  before  carefully  setting  his  drink  on  the  bar  and taking my hand with icy fingers. "Rocko." 

“Are you married, Rocko with-no-last-name?” I asked. 

“No,  ma’am,”  he  smiled  at  me,  then  waited  to  hear  what  game  I was  playing.  His  smile  wasn’t  warm  and  friendly;  it  looked  like  the grin a movie villain might have right before he lowers the hero into a boiling vat of oil. 

“Well, I am. In fact, I’m married to the handsome man sitting over there.”  Rocko  turned  slightly  and  looked  over  at  Ethan.  “Tonight’s very special for us. Wouldn’t you like to know why?” 

"Yes."  He  seemed  accustomed  to  being  in  control.  Hoping  to disturb  him,  I  played  with  the  top  of  my  dress  and  exposed  even more of my breasts. I knew he could see my nipples. 

"Tonight,  I  can  fuck  any  man  I  want,  as  long  as  my  husband watches." I kept my eyes locked on Rocko’s. 

“Pull up your dress and show me your pussy.” 

I hadn’t expected this. "What? Why?" 

"I  want  to  know  you’re  serious,"  he  said.  "Do  it  so  your  husband can see." 

I glanced at Ethan, but he was no help. My hand shook as I pulled on my dress. 

“Stop,” Rocko said. 

I was relieved and disappointed. 

“Sit  on  the  stool,  point  toward  me  but  let  your  husband  see  you showing me your pussy.” 

I  was  shaking.  The  game  was  serious  now,  and  all  I  got  from Ethan was an encouraging smile. He sat as though expecting to see something. 

Sitting on a high barstool, I tried to light a cigarette, but my hand was shaking too much. Then Rocko startled me with a question. "Are you wearing panties?" 

“What?” 

“Panties  will  make  it  difficult  for  me  to  see  your  pussy,  don't  you think?” Rocko’s mouth still curled in a smirking smile. 

“What would you suggest I do?” I challenged him back, my voice shaky. 

“Pull your dress up to take off your panties, then hand them to me so your husband can see you do it.” 

I was sweating beneath my breasts, and my thighs felt slippery. I pinched the light fabric of my dress and pulled the material up. It took a long time to pull the hem of my long, stylish dress high enough to expose my panties. 

Rocko slid a shiny aluminum menu holder to the edge of the bar between us, and I clearly saw Ethan in the reflection. His mouth was hanging partly open as he stared at me. 

Shaking,  I  pulled  my  panties  down  my  long  legs  and  freed  them from my shoes. I decided if I were going to do this thing, I would do it right. Rocko looked down the top of my dress when I bent to free my panties. He didn’t care when I caught him. 

I  was  embarrassed  by  the  strong  pussy  smell  coming  from  the dripping fabric. "You're turned on, aren't you, Scarlett?" Rocko asked unnecessarily. "You want to show your pussy to the strange man and let him fuck you for real, don't you?" 

I could no longer help myself. Ethan watching my reflection in the menu holder was forgotten, "Yes." 

“Rub my cock.” It wasn’t a request at all. Rocko demanded I touch his penis, and I felt the thick, hard jerking tube pushing out the fabric of  his  dress  slacks.  It  was  like  holding  an  electric  vibrator  to  my clitoris. I heard myself moaning softly. 

“Tell your man you want my cock,” he demanded. I looked around in confusion as if coming out of a dream. “Go over there and tell him you want me to fuck you.” 

I kept my eyes on Rocko as I tottered to where Ethan was waiting. 

I didn’t ask for the return of my panties; I didn’t want to take my hand off  the  live  throbbing  thing  in  his  pants.  I  finally  looked  away  from Rocko when I sat beside Ethan and whispered in his ear. 

“I want him to fuck me,” I said. 

Chapter 4



“Say you want to get to know him first,” Ethan said. 

“You’ve got a hardon,” I said, seeing how his pants bulged over his swollen dick. “This is doing it for you, isn’t it?” 

Ethan put his hand on my thigh, high under my dress to touch my aching pussy. “It’s doing something for you, too.” 

I shuddered at his touch. “One of you should fuck me soon.” 

“Go back, talk to him some more.” 

“He says it’s too soon; we don’t know anything about you,” I said as  I  sat  back  on  the  barstool.  Rocko  moved  to  stand  between  my legs and spread my dress wide to hide us from anyone looking. He pulled  me  to  the  front  edge  of  the  stool  and  touched  my  painfully aroused pussy with the fat bulge in his pants. 

Rocko said, “Unzip me.” 

“You want me to unzip your pants?” 

“Yes, and pull out my cock.” 

“Oh, God.” 

His  cock  wasn’t  pretty,  but  it  was  fully  engorged,  huge,  and  so thick my fingers wouldn’t touch when I wrapped my hand around it. I jacked  him  as  we  talked,  my  actions  hidden  by  my  dress  until  I moaned  out  loud  when  I  accidentally  touched  the  head  of  his enormous cock to my clit. 

“Are you okay, miss?” the bartender asked. 

“Tell him what happened,” Rocko insisted. 

I  looked  at  him  dumbly  before  saying,  “I  accidentally  touched  my clitoris with his big cock, and it made me … jump.” 

“Yeah, that’ll happen,” I couldn’t tell if the bartender believed me. 

“Do it again,” Rocko ordered. 

“Do what again?” 

“Rub my cock on your clit.” 

I glanced at the shiny menu holder. Ethan had his raincoat pulled over his lap and was staring intently at me. His raincoat was moving in small jerks. 

“He’s jacking-off, isn’t he?” Rocko asked. 

“Yes.” 

“He really does want to watch me fuck you, doesn’t he?” 

“I believe he does.” 

I squeezed my eyes tightly shut when his cock touched my clitoris again. “Put it inside.” 

“What?” I asked distractedly. 

“Put  my  cock  in  your  vagina,”  Rocko  ordered. A  crowd  of  people were  walking  past,  shielding  me  from  Ethan.  His  name  had  been called for a table sometime before, but he’d ignored it. 

“You’re going to fuck me right here at the bar?” I ran the head of his cock around my hole. 

“Yes, I’m going to fuck you right here. But first, you’re going to ask me to fuck you,” Rocko moved a tiny amount closer to me, and the head of his cock touched the outside of my hole. 

“Oh God … oh shit … do that again,” I said. 

“Do what?” 

“Fuck me, please fuck me Rocko,” 

Another step closer, and his cock stretched my pussy open. My left hand made a tight fist. 

“Stroke  your  clit,”  Rocko  ordered  while  pushing  his  cock  deeper inside  me  in  the  middle  of  a  crowded  New  York  bar.  I  did  as  he ordered. 

“When you come, keep looking at your husband.” 

I  fought  to  keep  my  eyes  open;  the  best  I  managed  was  a  slit. 

Ethan  was  swimming  in  my  sight  when  I  came.  My  orgasm  gained power first in my arms and legs, then in my chest, and finally in my pussy.  It  was  massive.  I  told  myself  to  stay  quiet,  but  at  the  last minute,  I  opened  my  mouth,  and  there  was  nothing  I  could  do  but howl. As I came, my pussy convulsed around Rocko’s big ugly cock, and I guessed it was too much for him when he exploded inside me. 

I felt every twitch of his dick and every blast of his seed as he held me close to him, almost lifting me off the barstool. Finally, I had no choice but to kiss him to keep from moaning out loud. 

Chapter 5



Ethan and I walked out to the parking lot, where he sat sideways on  the  driver’s  seat  of  his  truck,  and  I  pulled  his  pants  down  to  his ankles. Then, all I had to do was bend over to put his fat cock in my mouth.  I  tasted  his  cum  immediately,  but  I  didn’t  know  if  he’d orgasmed while watching me or if it was pre-cum. It didn’t matter. I savored the taste and licked him clean, making my pussy pound so hard I felt the vibrations in my soul. 

“He  fucked  me,  Ethan,”  I  said  before  plunging  his  cock  back  into my mouth. “His cum is burning inside me.” 

“I know; I saw him come in you.” 

“Am  I  your  woman,  Ethan?”  I  deserved  something.  Validation, maybe? 

“Yes, I love you. You’re my woman,” Ethan said. 

I hiked my dress up to my waist, bent over the hood of the car next to us, and begged Ethan to fuck me. Thanks to Rocko’s even thicker cock  and  the  huge  load  he’d  just  left,  Ethan  easily  slid  deep  inside my  used  pussy  while  I  looked  at  the  busy  avenue.  “Am  I  your  only woman?” I asked him. 

“Yes, you’re the only woman for me,” Ethan was trying to figure out where  I  was  going  with  this,  but  I  squeezed  my  pussy  to  keep  him focused. 

“You’re going to marry me, Ethan. You’re going to make me your wife, and we’re going to have lots of nights like this,” he was fucking me  hard.  Pulling  his  cock  almost  out  of  me  before  slamming  back inside my pussy. 

“He’s  watching  us,  you  know,”  I  said,  and  he  was.  Rocko  was standing just yards away watching me fuck Ethan. “If you don’t marry me, I’m going home with him, and it’ll be the last time you see me.” I was so close. My orgasm was taking over my body. 

“Marry me, Scarlett. I’m serious, be my wife.” 

“Will you watch me fuck strange men—guys with big cocks?” 

“Yes.” He moaned as he rammed into me hard, adding his load to Rocko’s.  Ethan  finished  too  soon,  and  I  rubbed  my  engorged  clit, trying to climax. When my senses returned, Rocko was gone, and I wished I had his number. 

“Why?”  I  couldn’t  hold  the  question  inside  any  longer.  His  attic studio  had  two  walls  that  sloped  upward,  finally  joining  to  form  the inside  of  the  roof.  The  other  two  walls  held  huge  windows  that flooded the immense space with light. The smell of paint thinner was everywhere. At least the parts that didn’t smell of pussy and cum. 

“Why, what?” 

“Why did you let that guy fuck me? Why did it turn you on so much to watch another man fuck your woman? I know what I got out of it, but I don’t understand what you got?” 

Did I want to marry a man who was excited by the sight of strange men  fucking  me?  I  had  to  admit  it  was  hot,  way  beyond  everyday hot. My blood was still boiling, and I resisted the urge to strip Ethan naked and suck his cock again. The thought was making my mouth water. 

I  sat  across  from  him  and  hiked  my  dress  almost  to  my  waist. 

While  he  watched  I  ran  my  index  finger  between  my  folds  and rubbed  my  gluey  lubrication  between  my  finger  and  my  thumb.  I made a long string of my wetness. 

“Don’t you want to fuck me again?” I asked him. 

“I wouldn’t be the first man inside you tonight, would I?” he asked. 

I wondered what game he was playing. He knew perfectly well that Rocko  had  already  fucked  me,  and  then  I  saw  it.  His  cock  was  so hard it made his pants stick up like he had a flagpole hidden in his shorts. 

“It  excites  you  knowing  you’re  not  the  first.  It  turned  you  on  to watch.” I’d found my clitoris with my index finger, and Ethan stared at my  pussy  as  I  slowly  masturbated.  “Maybe  you’ll  never  be  the  first again. Now let me see your prick.” 

After a moment, Ethan pulled his pants down, and I was right. His cock  was  huge  and  purple  with  need  again.  How  could  I  have forgotten what a monster his cock was? 

“Playing this game with my girlfriend is fun, but think how exciting it will be when you’re my wife.” 

“You haven’t told me why yet.” 

“I can’t,” he looked miserable. 

“What do you mean, you can’t?” I felt anger building. 

“I mean, I’m not sure I can put it into words,” Ethan said. 

“Try.” 

“There  are  so  many  pieces  to  it.  Let  me  try  and  explain  using tonight as an example,” Ethan paused to gather his thoughts, and I nodded  my  approval.  I  needed  to  hear  this,  but  I  didn’t  neglect  my pussy. 

“I  watched  the  sexiest  woman  I  know,  the  woman  who  was  out with  me,  have  sex  with  another  man.  It  was  like  watching  the  best porno  ever  made,  starring  my  favorite  actress.  Only  she  wasn’t  an actress;  she  was  the  woman  who  was  supposed  to  be  with  me  for the  evening.  She  was  the  woman  I  had  planned  to  propose  to  and watching her hurt me. The pain was almost unbearable. The hurt felt like  a  boulder  was  being  pressed  down  on  my  heart.  I  couldn’t breathe.” 

I looked at him in confusion and concern. “If it hurt so much, why did you have me do it?” 

“My cock was so hard it ached. I wanted to take it out and whack off  while  I  watched.  I  wanted  to  hear  you  beg  Rocko  to  fuck  you.  I wanted you to smirk at me as if you didn’t care about my pain. I even wanted you to make it worse. I’d never wanted anybody more than I wanted you when he was fucking you. I’m in love with you.” 

I  was  panting  so  hard  I  had  trouble  wrapping  my  lips  around  his cock.  My  tongue  had  barely  touched  him  when  he  exploded,  his sperm  coating  my  mouth,  and  I  swallowed  greedily.  I’d  made  him come with my mouth. 

I was proud of what I’d done. 

I needed more, but first, he held me in his arms. “I’m serious, you know.” 

“Which part are you serious about?” I asked. 

“I love you, and I want to marry you.” 

“And you’d want me to fuck other guys while you watch?” 

“Yes. I’ve been searching for you my entire adult life,” Ethan said. 

“You have to admit tonight was hot.” 

“Would you be fucking other women?” I asked. 

“No, I’d turn my life over to you.” 

“But I could fuck any guy I wanted?” I asked. He’d turn his life over to me? I wondered what that meant. 

“Yes.” 

“I’d get all the pleasure,” I said. 

“You have no idea how much pleasure I’d get too,” he told me. 

“Okay, it’s a deal. Let’s get married.” 

“When?” He asked. 

“I’ll  let  you  know,  buy  a  suit  and  tie,”  I  was  smiling  because  his cock was swelling and growing even more prominent. 

“You want to fuck me right now,” I said. It wasn’t a question. 

“Yes, you can’t imagine.” 

“Yes, I can.” I sat next to him and put a hand on either side of his face, feeling immensely powerful. “I can make you come whenever I want, can’t I?” 

“Yes.” 

“And, you’ll do anything I want.” 

“Yes, again. I’ll do anything you want.” 

“Here’s what I want. Are you ready? I want a lot,” our noses were touching. I was so close to him his eyes were a crossed blur to me. 

“I’m ready.” 

“From now on, you can’t have an orgasm unless I say you can,” I was  still  holding  his  face  and  smiling,  but  he  wasn’t  trying  to  get away. 

“Yes. Thank you, Scarlett.” 

I owned a full-grown man. 

Chapter 6



Marriage to a working artist was a constant challenge. I’d taken a job as an office drone so Ethan could concentrate on his work and because money was always tight. However, our sex life together was phenomenal,  and  as  difficult  as  it  probably  was  for  him,  Ethan obeyed my ‘no-orgasm-without-permission’ rule. 

I  learned  to  enjoy  controlling  the  big  man’s  dick.  Sometimes  I  let him  get  close  to  exploding  inside  me  before  telling  him,  “Not  yet.” 

Then, while he clenched his teeth in frustration and tried to hold off, I’d make it all about me. 

But  the  more  docile  Ethan  was,  the  more  frustrated  I  became.  I yearned  for  someone  to  control  me  and  give  me  a  red  Ferrari. 

Instead, I became a controlling bitch. 

Ethan’s work was expensive to buy, and we’d celebrate when one sold—celebrating meant trying to find a dominating stud for me. But we  weren’t  very  good  at  it.  Going  to  bars  hadn’t  worked  since  the first time, and I’d struck out looking for Rocko. 

Guys  would  try  to  pick  me  up,  and  I  enjoyed  teasing  them  while Ethan watched, but too often, they weren’t right for me. We were just getting  more  frustrated  when  my  husband  asked  me  the  critical question, “What are you looking for?” 

“I want a guy with a big cock who’ll fuck my brains out.” 

“You  want  a  guy  who  looks  like  me  but  doesn’t  give  a  shit  about you,” Ethan said, and I had to agree with him. 

“I need to visit a gallery in the Village today. It might help me if you came along,” Ethan said while I was sipping breakfast coffee. I was already in a bad mood after another luckless night, and my husband didn’t give me a hint as to why I might help. Maybe he wanted me to fuck the gallery owner. 

When  I  was  introduced  to  the  owner—Michelle,  the  look  on Ethan’s face was priceless, like the cat who’d eaten the canary. The look  on  my  face  was  probably  just  as  priceless.  But  when  Michelle took my arm, I didn’t protest. 

Michelle was older than Ethan but well short of being old—the lady was preserved as only the wealthy can be. Her face had some fine

lines, but her skin was taut, her smile was genuine, and the touch of gray in her hair only added to her beauty. 

When  she  walked  ahead  of  me  down  a  narrow  passageway,  I admired  her  firm  ass  swaying  in  an  expensive  dress.  Everything about  Michelle  screamed  class.  Everything  about  my  husband screamed desperation. 

“Ethan brought you along today hoping I’d sleep with you and give him something he desperately wants,” Michelle turned to face me in her  office  at  the  end  of  the  narrow  corridor.  “You  needn't  say anything, dear. I know what Ethan wants, but the question is whether or not I’d fuck you for it.” 

I stood stock-still, one hand hanging onto the handle of my purse. 

My  face  must  have  said  it  all.  “Oh  my,  Ethan  sprung  this  on  you without warning, didn’t he?” Michelle was smiling broadly. 

“You have a nice smile,” I said. 

“You can drop the pretense,” she said sharply. 

“I’m sorry, but it wasn’t pretense. You do have a nice smile.” She turned to look at me. 

“You mean I have a nice smile for an old lesbian.” 

“No, you even have a nice smile for a  young lesbian,” I grinned at her  and  wondered  what  it  would  be  like  to  kiss  her.  “I  was  just wondering what it would be like to kiss you.” 

Oh shit. Now I’d done it. 

“You mean, like this?” Michelle was a fantastic kisser. Her soft lips excited me, which didn’t take much by then. I saw our reflection in a full-length antique mirror. 

“Don’t  you  want  to  know  how  an  old  lesbian  eats  pussy?”  The word  pussy  coming  out  of  the  mouth  of  such  a  dignified  woman inflamed my senses. 

“Yes, and do you want to know how a straight woman eats pussy?” 

I asked breathlessly. 

Michelle  made  me  cry  with  pleasure,  and  Ethan  heard  me  from near the front door. I captured Michelle’s elegant head between my thighs and held her mouth against my … cunt. She told me I had a beautiful cunt! 

I’d never imagined a perfect pussy would look like before I gently spread  Michelle’s  thighs.  At  first,  I  thought  she  was  one  of  those

women whose pussy looked like a plain slit—one without character. 

Of  course,  there’s  nothing  wrong  with  it  since  I’d  tease  those  outer lips  apart.  But  Michelle’s  was  different.  Her  salmon-colored  labia minora  protruded  equally,  one  on  each  side,  offering  me  an invitation. It wasn’t just the labia majora hiding all the good stuff. 

She  was  perfect.  I  ran  my  tongue  up  her  center  and  was overwhelmed  by  her  flavor.  Then  I  did  for  Michelle  what  I’d  want done  to  me,  and  she  filled  my  mouth  with  more  of  her  intense essence when she came. 

As  we  cuddled,  I  answered  her  unspoken  question.  “I  allowed Ethan to come last Sunday. Do you think it’s too soon?” 

“He  likes  to  be  humbled  by  his  woman?”  Michelle  asked  as  she nuzzled my neck. “What else can you make him do?” 

I  kissed  her  soft  lips,  so  different  from  a  man’s,  and  Michelle played with my tongue before reminding me of her question. “Well?” 

“I don’t know. I haven’t thought of anything.” 

“Are  you  the  jealous  type?”  she  asked  me,  and  I  drew  back  only slightly. 

“No, what are you thinking?” 

“Ethan,” Michelle called out from the door to her office. “Would you please come back here?” 

I tried to dress, but Michelle stopped me. Ethan stood frozen in the office  doorway.  “What?”  he  started  before  his  eyes  had  fully transferred the image of two naked women to his brain. 

“I fucked your wife, and I feel like I owe you something,” she said. 

“Hey, I’m not for sale … or rent, or whatever.” Michelle continued as if I hadn’t said a thing. 

“I understand your wife has posed for you?” 

“Yes,” Ethan had to clear his throat. 

“You’ve  painted  her  naked,”  Michelle  said  while  moving  close  to my husband. Ethan was looking at me, his eyes showing their whites when Michelle stuck her thumb in his belt and let her hand hang near his cock. 

“It’s private,” Ethan said. “I’m not selling it.” Michelle lightly ran her fingers over the lump in his pants. 

Ethan looked at me helplessly. “What did you tell her?” 

“She didn’t tell me anything; I’ve heard the rumors,” Michelle was stroking  my  husband’s  bulge  in  earnest.  Then,  turning  to  me,  she asked, “Is it up to Ethan’s usual standards?” 

“I think it’s fantastic.” 

Turning back to Ethan, Michelle said, “Show me your cock.” 

“Why?” 

“Because  I’m  going  to  ask  your  wife  if  she’ll  let  you  fuck  me,” 

Michelle looked mischievous. 

Watching  Michelle  take  my  husband’s  fat  cock  was  one  of  the sexiest  things  I’d  ever  seen.  The  sight  was  even  better  when  he fucked Michelle from the rear, and I slid under her body to lick her clit again. The touch of her tongue on my pussy made the ring complete. 

Later, dressed and sipping coffees, Michelle made her pitch. “Let me handle the Scarlett painting …. “

“Lady in Winter?” Ethan cut in. 

“Oh … no. Let’s start with the first one in the series. We need to drive up the price.” 

“That’s the only one. After that, the series is just in my head.” 

“But you can see Scarlett’s nude body in the portrait?” 

“Yes,” I answered for him. “It’s very sexy.” 

“I’ll  promote  the  hell  out  of  it,  Ethan.  You  paint  three  or  five  of them, it has to be an odd number, and I’ll make you rich.” 

I  truly  admired  Michelle.  She  was  well-off,  confident,  knew  what she wanted, and wasn’t afraid to go after it. She was also a fantastic kisser.  So  I  decided  to  be  just  like  her—rich,  confident,  and  most importantly, in control. 

“When  did  you  and  Michelle  decide  to  sell  my  work?”  Ethan sounded  testy  during  the  cab  ride  back  to  his  studio.  “I  wanted  to keep it.” 

“Because we need to eat. Now stop being an asshole.” 

After a long pause, he said, "I’m sorry, Scarlett. You’re right.” 

I  turned  to  the  cab  driver,  “Do  you  mind  if  my  husband  eats  my pussy in your cab?” 

“May I watch?” 

“Of course,” Ethan knelt on the dirty floor of the taxi and spread my legs. I winked at the driver and moaned. We drove around the block

several times, but Ethan didn’t notice. Before getting out of the cab, I asked the driver if he liked what he’d seen. 

He gave me a card and said, “I’ll drive you anytime, to anywhere you’d like to go. Just call me.” 

“Do you want a piece of ass?” 

“Of course, but I’m happy with a peek.” I’d just been handed a rare and  invaluable  gift—the  personal  cell  number  of  a  New  York  cab driver. 

Inside the loft, I asked my husband, “Do you have enough of the

“Lady” series, if you actually painted them, to have your own show?” 

Chapter 7



I  was  inspired  by  Michelle,  determined  to  go  after  what  I  wanted and  to  be  self-confident.  Hopefully,  I  could  make  wealth  come  my way  as  I  went  along.  I  soon  discovered  being  and  showing  self-confidence  was  tricky,  and  I’d  have  to  work  on  it.  I  couldn’t  be  like Michelle in a day. 

The first thing I decided to go after was a big demanding cock to take charge and fuck my brains out. I didn’t see a conflict with being self-confident since I was the one who was deciding what I wanted. I had long conversations with myself until finally, my pussy entered the argument,  and  a  decision  was  reached.  I  needed  a  big,  hard, demanding cock. I needed Rocko. 

Later I cruised Ethan’s saved porn sites to read the stories, look at the pictures, and best of all, watch the videos when I learned about Bulls. 

I  found  myself  leaning  close  to  the  screen,  my  hand  inside  my panties,  watching  a  Black  Bull  fuck  a  young-looking  woman.  She acted  like  an  inexperienced  amateur,  and  maybe  she  was  the college  student  she  claimed  to  be.  Nevertheless,  watching  the  Bull slam  his  enormous  cock  into  her  tiny  pussy,  after  she’d  drooled  all over its head, was almost enough to get me off. 

I’d never been interested in Black men, and I didn’t believe they all had abnormally large cocks. I also didn’t think they all had incredible staying power just because of their race. 

I  put  those  stories  in  the  same  category  as  the  descriptions  of Asian  men.  Some  Black  men  probably  did  have  large  cocks,  but surely  not  all  of  them.  However,  there  was  one  thing  I  couldn’t dismiss—most Bulls were Black. 

Still,  the  word  ‘Bull’  was  intriguing—men  who  were  so  good  at pleasing  women  they’d  become  professionals.  I  spent  a  lot  of  time on  the  computer  researching  wives,  their  husbands,  and  the  wife’s Bull.  I  initially  dismissed  it  as  another  exaggerated  porn  fantasy.  I believed that virtually any woman willing to put out could find a man who would fuck her. 

That  was  the  problem.  She  could  find   a  man,  but  it  might  not  be the  right man. What if she wanted a Black man with a large cock, for

instance? A woman couldn’t approach every Black man and ask if he was well endowed because every man would claim he was, and of course, other pitfalls and risks came with such an approach. 

It made sense there would be a way for such a woman to hire a Bull, and it would make sense for such a man to publish the relevant measurements.  After  all,  a  woman  may  want  a  man  with  a  large cock, but not a cock so large as to be painful. 

Later the same day I hired a Bull. 

Tyrell turned out to be a good-looking young Black man of twenty-three. We arranged to meet at a casual dining place to get to know each  other  first.  After  talking  for  about  five  minutes,  Tyrell  slid  a picture  across  the  tabletop.  Unfortunately,  the  image  had  been printed  on  plain  paper  and  was  upside  down.  I  first  looked  at  it  in confusion before turning it over, feeling a little stupid. 

I  gasped  and  quickly  turned  the  picture  face-down  again  before looking at Tyrell in disbelief. Then, breathing heavily, I moved to his side of the booth. 

“Is this really you?” I asked before slamming the photo face-down once more to hide it from the waitress. 

“Must  be  something  good,”  she  was  smiling.  “Are  you  ready  to order  from  the  menu?  I  assume  you’ve  already  ordered  from  the picture.” 

“Did you see?” I choked out. 

“Just enough, if you don’t see anything you’d like, maybe I could offer something else.” 

“No,”  I  said,  with  too  much  haste.  “I’ll  just  have  a  BLT  and  the picture.” 

Tyrell was hungrier than I was. After the waitress left, I looked at an entire stack of pictures. The first was a close-up of his dark brown cock,  fully  erect,  next  to  a  long-neck  beer  bottle.  The  cock  was slightly longer. 

The second picture showed a smiling Tyrell, holding the beer bottle next to his erection. This time it was as though I was looking up at his  face  from  his  knees.  Again,  there  was  no  doubt  the  man  in  the picture was Tyrell, and his hardon dominated the shot. 

I  felt  my  pussy  tingle  and  moisten.  I  was  breathing  heavily,  and  I welcomed  Tyrell’s  arm  around  my  shoulder.  The  longer  I  looked  at

the pictures, the hotter I became. 

“So … um, Tyrell,” I began. “How do we do this?” Tyrell caressed the back of my neck. 

“I’m available right now.” I was embarrassingly wet. I wondered if, when I stood up, the back of my dress would be soaked, too. 

Ethan’s  eyes  bulged  when  I  walked  into  our  living  area  holding Tyrell's hand. My husband stood ready to shake before he reached full awareness. I could see it in his face; this young Black man was in his loft to fuck his wife. 

“Honey,” I said sweetly. “This is Tyrell, he’s a Bull, and he’s going to fuck me. You’re welcome to watch.” 

If Ethan had an objection, he’d ask to talk privately, and I was half expecting it, but Ethan simply smiled a dopey grin and led the way to our bedroom. 

I suddenly felt embarrassed and awkward, not knowing what to do or how to start. Finally, I just stood in the middle of our bedroom and looked at Tyrell until he took control and kissed me, hard. His body felt solid against me; it was as if he would bend me backward like in an old movie. 

I  sensed,  rather  than  felt,  his  fingers  running  the  zipper  down  on the back of my dress. Then the snap as my bra was released, and I groaned.  A  man  who  wasn’t  my  husband  was  playing  with  my  tits. 

Tyrell  pinched  my  nipples,  and  I  lunged  for  his  cock,  but  it  was already out of his jeans. The monster filled my hands. 

I didn’t have to look at the flesh burning my fingers. My body knew, and my pussy was already reacting. I let my eyes slide from Tyrell’s knowing, smiling face over his muscular chest and six-pack stomach to his incredibly long, thick brown cock. How could this be real? How could a man’s penis grow to this size? I felt as if I were flying, and I momentarily became unmoored from reality. My body yearned for his member, and all I could think of was putting it inside me. 

I was on my back with my legs bent at the knees and spread wide apart when I had the presence of mind to wink at Ethan. My husband looked shocked and scared, with his eyes opened wide and staring. 

Tyrell saw me wink while he used his thumbs to spread my pussy for him to push the fat head of his dick inside. 

I  yelped  at  his  sudden  thrust,  even  as  I  moved  my  hips  to  draw Tyrell’s cock further inside me. Despite the initial pain, Tyrell wouldn’t stop, and I was determined to fuck him. If he thought he could pound me into submission with his gigantic pole, I’d fuck that idea out of his head. 

I  pushed  against  him—my  teeth  grinding  together,  and  Ethan’s expression reflected the pain I felt. Then, just as suddenly, the pain was  gone,  and  his  massive  shaft  felt  good  inside  me.  Then  it  felt terrific.  At  the  same  time,  Tyrone’s  look  changed,  becoming  softer somehow,  and  we  smiled  at  each  other.  My  pussy  was  once  again stretched to its limit, and wetness flowed out of me like a river. But I was taking him. I took all of his monster cock inside my pussy until I felt his Black pubic hair against my waxed mound. 

I  did  something  then  I’d  read  not  to  do.  “No  matter  what,  you should never kiss the Bull.” Fuck that. I kissed him, then I laid on top of him and kissed him again. My tongue was so far down the young man’s throat, neither one of us could breathe, and when I did take a breath, we looked at each other, smiling like kids on their first date. 

But what the hell? We were kids on our first date, and he was long fucking me with a cock that could reach from my wrist to my elbow. 

“You know what this means, don’t you?” I asked him. 

“What?” He looked concerned. 

“You’re  cute  when  you  look  concerned.”  I  moved  my  hips  and fucked his monster cock, and once I started moving, I couldn’t stop. 

His cock filled the space inside me and pressed against my cervix. 

“Doesn’t that hurt you?” he asked. 

“Yes,” I said. “Now, gently, feel around until you find an opening; it won’t be large … oh, shit.” 

I  held  onto  him  tightly,  enduring  pain  so  intense  I  wanted  to scream. Finally, Tyrell moved his cock the tiniest amount—and found it. “Now press inside, slowly … carefully … Stop, holy shit. Now fuck the hole, but just a little.” 

I came. My entire body exploded in orgasm. I felt it in my breasts, in my legs, in the pit of my stomach. I had a complete-body, never-ending  orgasm.  I  used  the  last  of  my  strength  to  kiss  him.  Tyrell came  with  a  grunt  emptying  his  cum  directly  into  my  womb,  and

when I felt the scalding heat of his sperm coating my uterus and the rhythmic pumping of his cock, I came again. 

I  wrapped  myself  around  Tyrell,  and  we  kissed  and  whispered  to each  other.  His  cock  stayed  hard  for  so  long  he  outlasted  me.  At some point, I caught sight of Ethan’s back when he walked out of the room. I slept wrapped around my Bull until the sun came up, and we did it all again. 

The next day I told Ethan, “Tyrell’s going to be staying with us for a while.” 

“Oh, that’s nice. How long are you staying, Tyrell?” 

“He’s  staying  as  long  as  I  need  him,  which  reminds  me,  you’re going  to  have  to  sleep  on  the  couch,  honey  bear.”  I’d  never  called Ethan ‘honey bear’ in my life. 

“Why  should  I  be  on  the  couch?”  Ethan  wasn’t  happy.  “What’s going on, Scarlett?” 

“Because Tyrell will be fucking me. He’s young, hung, lasts longer than  five  minutes,  and  doesn’t  lose  his  erection.  So,  you’ll  have  to sleep on the couch,” I said, taking charge. 

Ethan asked, “Will I be able to watch?” 

I glanced at Tyrell and detected a slight shake of his head. “No, but I’ll  tell  you  what  we’ll  do.  Because  I  love  you,  and  we  have  an agreement.  I’ll  leave  the  bedroom  door  open  a  crack  so  you  can listen.” 

I  didn’t  know  if  all  Black  men  were  the  same,  but  my  Bull  was incredible. His cock was even longer and thicker than my husband's, but  the  real  difference  was  his  stamina.  Tyrell  could  fuck  me  for hours,  and  it  would  only  take  a  few  minutes  after  he  came  before he’d be hard again. Oddly though, he never asked to be paid. 

After Tyrell left, I joined Ethan on the couch. “Did you hear?” 

“I had to hear; you were loud,” my husband looked tired. 

“Did you come?” 

“You told me I couldn’t.” 

“This  might  have  been  an  exception.”  I  pulled  my  husband’s covers off to see his painfully hard cock for myself. Pre-cum coated his  shaft,  and  the  sheets  under  him  were  stiff,  and  Ethan’s  cock throbbed  with  every  beat  of  his  heart.  I  lightly  touched  him  as  he moaned my name. 

“Your turn,” he said, and I didn’t understand what he was asking. 

Then I got it. 

“You want to see my pussy,” I said. “My cunt, my twat, you want to see my snatch.” 

“Yes, I’d give anything.” He should have been more careful of his words. 

“I’ll  let  you  see  it,  but  only  if  you  clean  it,”  I  told  him.  “With  your tongue.” 

I thought it was a horrible thing to make my husband do, but Ethan agreed  immediately.  First,  he  stared  for  long  enough  to  make  me uncomfortable.  Then  he  was  lightly  licking  my  slit,  starting  at  my asshole and moving upward to lovingly suck my clitoris after swirling his tongue in my cum filled hole. 

A  thrill  spread  up  my  spine,  and  my  nipples  were  hard  points feeling like old fashion pencil erasers. I pinched them hard enough to hurt. 

“How much would guys pay to fuck me right now?” I asked. 

Ethan’s face grew serious. “Why do you want to know something like that?” His voice climbing. 

“Because  I  love  it,  you  bastard,  and  now  I  want  it,”  I  shook  his head  in  mock  anger.  “All  I  can  think  about  is  sex  because  of  you. 

Besides, there are things I want to buy.” 

I was on top of him now, pushing my pussy against his hardened cock. “What things would you buy?” he asked. 

I ground down hard on his dick, “A red Ferrari.” 

“That’s very expensive. It would require a lot of fucking.” 

“Yum,  a  red  Ferrari  and  a  lot  of  fucking.  Maybe  I  should  start  by charging you.” I put my feet flat on the mattress when he penetrated me  and  slammed  down  hard,  engulfing  him.  “How  much  …  ugg  …

fucking … would it … oh god … take?” 

But before he could answer, I felt him explode inside me. 

“You  weren’t  serious  about  becoming  a  prostitute,  were  you?” 

Ethan asked as we lie next to each other, smoking and enjoying the feel of cool air blowing across our naked bodies. I was fascinated by how  the  breeze  moved  his  pubic  hair  and  how  wonderful  his  thick long cock always felt inside me while wishing he could last as long as Tyrell had. 

“Only  in  the  Ferrari.”  I  pretended  to  be  deep  in  thought  before saying, “I guess I wouldn’t turn down cash if it were offered.” 

I squealed when Ethan rolled on top of me, his beautiful cock hard again. He roughly pushed his hairy legs, thick with muscle, between my thighs and penetrated me without even looking. 

My pussy felt swollen and tender, and I heard myself squealing as I tried to adjust to his thick spear. Then, finally, he was on his knees, balancing himself on his fists just over my head as he fucked me. 

“Do  you  want  your  wife  to  be  a  whore?”  I  growled.  I  wasn’t  sure he’d  be  able  to  understand  the  words.  My  voice  jerked  from  his rapid, hard fucking. 

“You’re a whore, Scarlett. Right now, you’re my whore.” 

“Yes … yes,” I was coming as I screamed, “I’m your whore, now.” 

Chapter 8



He  looked  through  me  as  if  he  had  no  idea  who  I  was,  but  I recognized Rocko immediately. I’d come back to the dance club with a  few  unmarried  women  from  my  new  job,  leaving  Ethan  alone  at home  with  just  his  imagination  for  company.  My  husband  thought every time I left the loft without him, I was fucking some guy. 

I’d  dropped  a  few  hints  about  the  night  to  come  to  help  his imagination along, and I hoped Ethan would be hard and ready for me when I slipped into bed with him. 

“Rocko’s talking to Junior,” I pointed out to Lindy, one of the other women  in  the  crowded  dance  club.  We  were  packed  in  so  tightly  I was touching three other people, but none of us seemed to mind. I’d lost track of my other friends almost immediately. 

“So what?” she asked. 

“How  do  they  know  each  other?”  I  shouted  to  be  heard  over  the music. 

“Rocko works for the Sebastian’s, too,” she bellowed back at me. 

I  shrugged,  amused  to  be  working  at  the  same  firm  as  my  first hotwife fuck, and continued dancing with two other people. One was a  pretty  petite  blonde  with  perfectly  clear  skin.  Michelle  had  turned me on to women, and the blonde was pretty with full lips. Again, I felt the familiar tingle in my pussy when she flirted with me. “How do you keep your skin so clear?” Our cheeks touched when I spoke into her ear. 

“Cum,”  she  smiled  innocently,  showing  bright  teeth.  “I  don’t swallow—I rub it on my face.” 

“You’re serious?” and I laughed. The pretty blonde smiled, nodded, and danced into me so her pussy rubbed against my thigh. “Would you fuck me?” she asked. 

“I  would,”  I  shouted  back,  and  she  kissed  me.  The  dancers continued moving around us. Most of the crowd ignored two women locked in a passionate embrace. 

“Get a room,” a male voice yelled. 

“Could you handle both of us?” The blonde yelled back at him and lifted one of my breasts before letting it fall. 

“How  would  you  like  it  if  I  played  with  your  boobies?”  I  yelled  at her. 

“I’d love it.” I squeezed her erect nipple through her white tee shirt and  kissed  her  again.  Amid  the  noise  and  flashing  light,  all  I  could think  about  was  how  horny  I  was  all  the  time.  The  constant  pussy itch claimed all my attention. 

“Come on,” Lindy was standing beside me. 

“Come  on  …  where?”  I  bellowed  back.  The  blonde  was  dirty dancing with a greasy-looking dude I wouldn’t have touched. 

“Sebastian’s having a party in his condo upstairs, employees only,” 

Lindy  looked  excited.  I  could  only  guess  that  she’d  been  promised drugs. 

Money  is  always  short  when  you’re  married  to  an  artist.  Ethan taught  a  few  classes,  and  occasionally  he’d  land  a  commission. 

Usually  someone  wanted  their  portrait  painted,  and  usually  they didn’t want to pay very much. Otherwise, my husband painted what he  wanted  and  hoped  it  would  hang  in  a  gallery.  Often  what  he wanted to paint was me. 

I had no choice but to find a job, and with a limited skill set, I was lucky  to  land  a  position  somewhere  below  the  lowest  rung  on  the ladder at the reinsurance brokerage owned by the Sebastian family and run by Sebastian Senior. 

His  son,  Sebastian  Junior  had  money  and  position,  and  when Senior  retired  or  died,  Junior  would  get  his  position  and  his  almost dictatorial powers at the agency. Junior was already rich with agency and inherited money, which meant he was fabulously wealthy by my standards. There was no shortage of single women who eyed men like  Sebastian  as  their  golden  ticket.  He’d  be  able  to  provide  them with a condo in the city, a house in the Hampton’s, and more money than they could count. 

With  Junior,  a  woman  would  be  able  to  party  with  the  rich  and famous,  be  welcomed  at  every  nightclub,  and  have  an  invitation  to every  restaurant  opening  from  every  celebrity  chef.  She’d  also  be able to have a red Ferrari. 

Sebastian Junior had set out to score with me from the first day I worked  for  the  company  owned  by  his  family.  At  first,  I’d  been

flattered by Junior’s attention while hoping it meant a better position in  the  firm.  But  Lindy  was  the  one  who  told  me  how  Junior  hit  on every woman, single or married, working there. As the sayings go—

he dipped his pen in the company ink, or he got his honey where he earned his bread. 

Junior  wasn’t  especially  attractive.  He  was  tall  and  reed  slender with  thinning  blond  hair  and  a  crooked  smile.  I  knew  there  was  a limitless  pool  of  women  for  him  to  date,  but  it  came  down  to  those working  for  him  or  the  gold  diggers  just  waiting  to  claim  paternity. 

Even though I knew better, it seemed the attraction between us went beyond a guy just looking for ass. Probably my ego talking. 

I’d explained on the first day how I was happily married and would not sleep with him. Against all logic, we became friends. Junior often stopped  by  my  grubby  little  desk  in  the  basement  just  to  talk.  My wicked  witch  of  a  boss  couldn’t  complain  if  Junior  pulled  me  away from  whatever  it  was  I  was  sorting.  We  even  went  out  to  lunch together,  which  inspired  romance  rumors  in  a  firm  loaded  with gossipy women. 

With my mind back at the club, I followed Lindy to an elevator in the  lobby  of  the  building  housing  our  offices.  I  thought  I  knew  the place  pretty  well,  but  I’d  never  been  allowed  down  the  side  alcove where she was headed. It was an entrance I was in every day, often looking and feeling beaten after my commute. There was usually a red velvet rope in front of the entrance and a guard checking names, but  not  tonight.  There  was  no  rope  and  no  guard,  just  a  private elevator I’d never seen before—an express ride to the penthouse. 

On the way up to his condo, I decided I’d take it if the opportunity came  up  to  fuck  Sebastian  Junior.  I  loved  Ethan  with  all  my  heart, but I was getting tired of the struggle, and I was only getting older. I wanted the nicer things in life, and I wanted my red Ferrari My  mind  made  up.  When  the  elevator  door  opened,  I  looked  at Junior,  and  my  pussy  dripped.  Thoughts  of  my  new  car  when through my head. 

It  didn’t  take  much  convincing  to  get  Sebastian  to  fuck  me.  All  I had  to  do  was  dance  and  grind  my  ass  against  him.  “Fuck  me, Sebastian,” I said. “You have to fuck me before you can own me.” 

After  that,  he  laid  naked  on  his  back  on  the  condo’s  dance  floor, and  I  put  a  foot  on  each  side  of  his  hips.  Then,  still  wearing  high heels, I sat down on his erection. Other employees gathered around and applauded when Sebastian’s cock disappeared up my pussy. 

I moaned loudly because penetration always felt good. Sebastian’s cock may have been small after Ethan’s, but his net worth made up for it. 

“We’re  getting  married,”  Sebastian  yelled,  then  softer,  and  just  to me. “You better get divorced first.” 

I  nodded  my  head  vigorously.  I  didn’t  know  if  he  was  serious  or not, but it felt good to my drunk, stoned, and over-sexed brain. 

I  don’t  remember  much  after  Sebastian  Junior  came  inside  me until  I  woke  cuddled  against  Ethan  and  with  his  hard  cock  tucked between  my  legs.  What  a  fantastic  way  to  wake  up.  My  husband fucked me like the “stud” he was, and he didn’t let on noticing how wet  my  pussy  was  with  another  man’s  cum.  But,  damn,  I  meant  to rub it on my face. 

Ethan was so fucking nice about it he broke my heart. It’s too bad I had to ask him for a divorce. But by the end of the month, I’d moved into the condo with Sebastian. 

On the plus side, Sebastian loved to go down on me, and he was good at it. I think being skillful at cunnilingus is essential for any man. 

A  few  months  later,  we  were  married.  Naturally,  I  expected  a prenup,  but  neither  Sebastian  nor  his  old  man  mentioned  it. 

Sebastian, Senior, the man who started the business and ran it like a despot,  seemed  happy  his  son  had  finally  married.  I  think  he  was hoping  Junior  would  settle  down  and  give  up  his  parties  and  the drugs.  Perhaps  we’d  even  give  the  old  man  grandchildren  to continue the family line. But, it was probably too much to hope that he’d stop partying. 

Chapter 9



Sebastian and I were summoned to the top floor. I’d met the firm's head  before,  of  course,  Senior  had  been  at  our  wedding,  but  this was my first time in his office. The great man sat behind a mammoth desk,  with  a  large  wooden  tray  pulled  out  from  the  side  to  make  a smaller second desk. That’s where Rocko stood with his laptop and a yellow legal pad. 

Senior was looking frail and elderly. Sometimes he’d lose track of the  conversation,  but  Rocko  was  there  to  remind  him.  Rocko’s  job was  to  do  what  Senior  told  him  to  do  because  he  was  Senior’s bagman, and most, but not all, of his duties were actually legal. 

Rocko had a law degree from some night school, but he didn’t look like a lawyer. Instead, he was big and strong, not to mention rough looking  with  the  permanent  intimidating  scowl  I’d  noticed  the  first time  I’d  met  him.  He  looked  like  the  lost  product  of  some  Pacific Island warrior tribe. When he stood, I had to look almost straight up to see his face, and then I wished I hadn’t. Rocko always gave the impression of impending violence. 

Senior  had  me  sign  an  NDA,  a  non-disclosure  agreement.  He wanted  me  penalized  if  I  spilled  any  of  the  family  or  company secrets.  I  didn’t  bother  getting  a  lawyer  to  look  it  over  since  I  had Junior  wrapped  around  my  finger,  or  my  pussy,  or  whatever. 

According  to  Senior,  a  family  member  couldn’t  be  a  regular employee,  so  I  was  promoted  to  vice  president.  I  had  no responsibilities and lots of pay but no actual company money. Rocko must  have  informed  human  resources  because  my  new  business cards were ready that day. It was something I hadn’t asked for—and didn’t want. 

Rocko walked us to the door and allowed Junior out first as if there were some final thing Senior wanted him to tell me. 

“I  remember  you,  Scarlett,”  he  said  as  soon  as  the  door  closed behind my husband. ‘Oh shit.’ I hoped Rocko had forgotten all about me.  “I  know  you’re  a  slut,  and  I  know  you’re  just  using  Junior.  You may have the Sebastian’s fooled, but not me.” He was smiling, but I remembered his long, thick, ugly cock. 

“Why are you telling me this?” 

“I’m going to keep my mouth shut, for now. But I’m going to collect from  you.  I  know  you  can’t  be  satisfied  with  Junior's  pencil-dick  for long.” 

“What are you going to collect?” I moved so my hip was pressing against his cock. I could feel it beginning to thicken. “Would it involve pussy?” 

“I  think  you  can  assume  it  will,”  and  he  smirked.  I  decided  I couldn’t wait. “Then why don’t you show me to my new office?” He led me down the hall with a smile until we reached a door with my name on a little brass plate. I opened it and saw a typical office with a nice window view. I looked out, and Rocko lifted my skirt with one hand as the other pushed me against the glass. His huge ugly cock rubbed my pussy for a second before he rammed it inside. 

It had been a long time since a big thick cock stretched my pussy open,  and  I  hissed  painfully  with  every  inch  as  he  forced  himself inside  me.  Thankfully  I  was  already  wet  from  being  near  him,  or  it might  have  been  worse.  Rocko  covered  my  mouth  with  his  large hand to muffle my screams as he fucked me in front of the window. 

He must have been excited because it didn’t take him long to grunt and come deep inside me. I came for the third time when I felt him erupt.  I  had  forgotten  how  much  I  loved  his  cock,  and  now  I  had  it again along with Junior’s money. I finally had all I wanted except for one thing. 

“Do  you  remember  when  you  asked  me  if  I  would  be  your hotwife?” It was a year later, and I’d waited long enough. Sebastian had never mentioned having me fuck other men, and I wasn’t even sure  he  knew  what  a  hotwife  was;  still,  anything  having  to  do  with sex caught his immediate attention. 

“Yes, I guess I remember something like that.” But, of course, he didn’t remember, just like he didn’t remember being told not to hit on all the female employees. 

“I  was  surprised,  I  thought  you  were  trying  to  get  rid  of  me,  or maybe you had a girlfriend or something,” I said. “But you made me curious.” 

“I  did?”  Sebastian  was  trying  hard  to  keep  up  his  end  of  a nonexistent conversation. 

“I  did  some  research.”  I  sat  next  to  him  with  my  head  on  his shoulder and my hand on his cock. 

“What  kind  of  research?”  He  sounded  suspicious  now,  but  he seemed to enjoy what I was doing to his dick. 

“The usual kind; I searched the internet. It turns out to be common for  men  to  want  to  watch  their  wives  with  other  guys,  and  some people think it’s good for their marriage.” I snuggled in a little tighter. 

“I even looked at some clips and read some stories.” 

“Did you like them?” Sebastian couldn’t control his eagerness any longer. I was rubbing his slowly growing erection in small circles. 

“Some of them turned me on,” I wiggled against him. “I even had to touch myself.” 

“Show me,” he said. 

“You’ll have to read a story to me.” 

“Which one?” he asked. 

“Read a Ben Boswell story, maybe “Killing the Past,” I answered, pushing  my  pants  down  and  spreading  my  labia.  This  was  how  I masturbated  when  I  meant  it,  first  gently  rubbing  my  pussy  and gathering my wetness to spread over my clit. It felt so good I moaned as I touched myself with my husband looking on. 

Sebastian’s cock grew hard. His wasn’t a large organ, but the story excited  him  as  much  as  it  excited  me.  My  pussy  was  tingling,  and waves of pleasure were building fast. With my muscles tightening, if I wasn’t  careful,  I  was  going  to  fuck  him,  and  that  wasn’t  what  I wanted. 

I  stopped  suddenly.  My  body  felt  warm,  and  enormous  pressure had built inside me. “Stop,” I said louder than I intended. 

“What?  No,  I’m  almost  there,”  Sebastian  protested.  I  seized  his hand to make him stop. I was shaking and panting. 

“We’re going to ‘edge.’” I told him. 

“What the fuck, Scarlett?” 

“Wait to calm down, and then we’ll do it again,” I explained to him. 

But,  of  course,  I  was  ready  to  start  again  by  the  time  I  finished talking. 

“Are you going to yell ‘stop’ again?” 

“Yes,  Are  you  ready?”  Sebastian  started  beating  his  cock  while staring at my pussy. 

“I wish you could see how your pussy looks,” he told me. 

“Get me a mirror.” He was right; my twat was bright red and gaping open.  Clear  drops  dripped  from  my  labia—my  pussy  looked  like  a ready-to-be-fucked cunt. “Do I look like a whore?” 

“Yes …God, yes,” he said. 

“Do you want to fuck me?” 

“More than anything,” now he was gasping for breath. 

“You  can’t.  Do  you  want  to  know  why?”  I  was  strumming  my achingly hard clit. 

“Why?” A drop of creamy-looking sperm ran from his hardon to his pubic hair. 

“Because you’re going to watch some other guy fuck your wife with his  massive  cock.  I’ll  scream  when  he  makes  me  cum,”  I  hoped  I hadn’t gone too far. 

Just then Sebastian came. The first explosion hit him in the chin, and  the  next  several  traveled  nearly  as  far.  His  cock  kept  pumping out sperm, even when he didn’t have much more. 

“Scarlett,” he gasped. “I don’t know what to say. You’re incredible.” 

I held my hands tight between my thighs and humped against my thumbs  to  keep  myself  on  edge.  “Sebastian,”  I  groaned.  “Are  you going to watch me fuck some other guy? Do you want to make me your whore?” 

“Yes,”  and  his  softening  purple-looking  cock  pumped  two  more times. 

Sebastian  had  to  smoke  some  grass  to  calm  down  while  I snuggled against his chest. “I want to pick the guy,” I told him. 

“Okay.” 

“But I want you to invite him to fuck me.” 

“How would I do that?” 

“I  don’t  know.  Maybe  invite  the  guy  to  do  a  line  with  you  or something. Then ask him if he wants to fuck your wife.” 

“Are you sure you want to do this?” 

“If I pick out the guy, I do.” I was aroused again. 

“When do we start?” Sebastian poured a shot of very old scotch. 

“We start when I see the right guy.” 

“What if he doesn’t want to do drugs with us or gets suspicious?” 

“Just  jump  to  the  last  part.  Do  you  suppose  a  guy  won’t  want  to fuck me?” 

“One last question,” Junior was starting to slur his words. “What if he’s with his wife, or a date, or something?” 

“Invite her along. Once we’re alone, ask them both if they want to fuck your wife,” did I have to think of everything? 

“What do I do while they fuck you?” 

“You jack-off and watch, or you fuck his girlfriend. Either way, you know  I’ll  make  sure  you’re  taken  care  of,”  I  was  hitting  the  scotch along with him. 

Chapter 10



On my way to the restroom, I caught sight of Ethan sitting alone at the bar. It was the first time I’d seen my ex-husband in more than a year.  He  was  sipping  what  looked  like  a  beer  and  trying  to  make  it last.  There  weren’t  many  people  early  on  a  Wednesday  night,  and the stool next to him was empty. 

“Order  a  Cosmo  for  me,  and  save  this  stool,”  Ethan  looked  both shocked and surprised. “I’ll be right back,” I continued. 

Loud gossiping women filled the restroom, but fortunately, one of the  stalls  was  available.  The  first  thing  I  noticed  was  how  wet  my pussy was—I’d only seen Ethan for a few minutes, and already I was dripping. I played with myself for another full minute and reached the front edge of an orgasm before someone banged on the stall’s door. 

“Some of us have to pee, too, you know.” 

“Just  finishing,”  I  yelled  back.  The  gossiping  women  stopped talking  to  watch  what  was  happening.  Maybe  they’d  get  to  see  a catfight,  and  they  were  already  picking  the  woman  banging  on  my stall door as the early favorite. I left my pussy vibrating and wanting more,  a  whole  lot  more.  I  didn’t  wash  off  the  womanly  honey  I’d gathered from my pussy play. As I walked back to my ex-husband, I had a wicked idea. 

“What are you doing here?” I asked him after we’d kissed hello. 

“I  could  ask  you  the  same  thing.  I  thought  you  lived  in  the Hamptons now.” 

“I’m living in the condo downtown. I still work at the same firm,” I told him. 

“Then  where  does  Sebastian  take  his  coke  parties  and  women?” 

Ethan asked. 

“I  don’t  know,  probably  some  hotel,”  I  answered.  Talking  about Junior bored me. 

“You don’t care?” Ethan swung around to look at me. 

I  sipped  my  drink  and  considered  how  to  answer.  “I’ve  missed you,” I finally said. 

“I’ve missed you, too. You have no idea,” Ethan’s answer made me feel even warmer, as did the bulge in his pants. 

“Have you continued the series you painted? Lady in Summer …or Winter, or whatever,” I joked. “I’d heard she looks a lot like me.” 

“You  know  she  is  you,”  he  said  matter-of-factly.  “You  probably haven’t seen  Lady in Orgasm.” 

“You didn’t,” I said, shocked but also pleased. 

“I did. I probably owe you a fee,” Ethan laughed. 

“Do you want to do another?” I asked. “Oh shit, please forget I said anything.” 

“I’d  give  almost  anything  to  do  another,”  he  wasn’t  laughing.  “I even have titles for them.” 

“I almost hate to ask.” 

“But not enough to stop you,” he was chuckling now, and I joined him. 

“No, not that much. What will you call the next two paintings?” 

“Lady’s  Pussy  Before,  and   Lady’s  Pussy  After.”  Half  serious,  he said, “I was hoping you’d model for me.” 

“Before  and  after  what,  I  wonder.”  I  had  to  say  it.  “I’ve  been  told you have several young beauties on the line, and you have to give me  the  details.”  I  stood  now,  so  close  to  him  that  we  touched  from our  hips  to  our  shoulders.  I  was  wearing  a  thin,  slight,  almost summery  dress  with  bare  legs  and  an  extra-low  neckline.  I  wasn’t wearing a bra, and I felt my nipples growing hard. 

“You look fabulous,” he told me. “Really, you look good enough to eat.” 

“Eat,  eat,  eat,  doesn’t  anyone  fuck  anymore,”  I  gave  him  the punchline  from  an  old  joke.  “So,  tell  me  about  all  these  women you’re seeing.” 

“I’ve had some dates,” he said, non-committally. 

“Anyone in particular, or are you letting more than one young thing enjoy your … talents?” 

I watched him grow serious. “Oh-oh, what is it?” I asked him. 

“Scarlett … I don’t know how to say this.” Ethan wanted to tell me something important. His voice quivered, and his discomfort moved me. I hugged him for the first time in years. 

“It’s  okay;  you  know  you  can  tell  me  anything,”  I  said.  Our  faces were so close my eyes felt like they were crossed. I stroked his hair, expecting him to tell me he was about to get married. 

After a long minute, he asked so softly I had to strain to hear, “Are you still a hotwife?” 

“Not  yet,  but  I’ve  been  working  on  Sebastian.  I  have  a  plan  that could include you if you’d be interested,” I answered. The time to ask was now while Ethan stared at my breasts. He seemed mesmerized by them. 

“Stop  watching  my  boobies,”  I  said,  smiling  at  him.  The  moment seemed to break the spell. 

“I cannot and will not stop watching the tits I love.” 

“At least you’re honest about it.” 

I rubbed my hard nipple on his arm and continued, “If I were going to  put  money  on  it,  I  think  Sebastian  gets  off  on  the  cuckold  idea. 

Now, he’s never met you—he’s never even seen a picture of you. If we did this right, you could fuck me with my husband’s permission,” I felt  embarrassed  asking  my  ex-husband  to  fuck  me,  yet  even  this was  turning  me  on.  “I’m  going  to  arrange  for  us  to  be  here  at  the Easy Screw on Saturday night at about 11:00. Sebastian will have a booth reserved for us.” 

“Let’s say I was here. How would you work it?” 

“I’d point you out to my husband as a man I’d want to fuck while he watched,”  I  said.  “We  should  probably  dance  a  little  first,  and  then Sebastian has to approach you.” 

“How would he approach me—if he does?” 

“Just keep your cool, and if you’ve got the ‘right’ kind of date, it will help.” I made air quotes around the word ‘right.’

“Why?” 

“You ask a lot of questions for a guy I’m trying to screw,” I kissed him again. “I’m hoping he’ll invite you and your date to the condo to party and to fuck his wife.” 

“Who would be my date?” 

“I’m  sure  you  can  work  something  out,”  I  patted  his  cheek  and walked away, feeling Ethan’s eyes on my ass. He always said I had a  cute  little  butt,  but  I  wouldn’t  let  him  in  my  backdoor  despite  his best  efforts.  It  was  so  early  he  could  watch  me  through  the  thin crowd to the door. So I put an extra bounce in my step. 

I  knew  Ethan  would  be  thinking  about  me  and  my  marriage  to  a guy like Sebastian Junior. I knew what would happen next because

I’d planned it. Ethan would reach for the handkerchief in his pocket but instead pull out my soaked panties and smell my pussy. 

He’d want me even more then, not just because of the panties, but because he was still in love with me. He’d just need to find a date. 

Before our little group reached the door, Ethan yelled loud enough for my friends to hear. “Sorry about your panties.” 

“Who was that?” Lindy asked. 

“My ex-husband,” I said. 

“That explains a lot. Look at the lump in his pants. Is that all cock?” 

“Yes, he’s endowed.” 

“Is he going with anyone?” 

“Don’t worry, Lindy. You’re just asking a friend if you can sleep with her ex-husband. I’m sure she’s fine with it,” Barbara pointed out. 

“He’s  going  with  several  women,  actually,  but  I’m  sure  he  can  fit you in if you don’t mind taking a number.” 

“I’d take one.” 

“Me too.” 

“You mean you’d rather go out with my ex-husband than go to one of Junior’s orgies?” 

“His orgies blow,” Lindy said. “He’s just trying to fuck one of us or some  model.  Sebastian’s  a  modelizer.  But  the  ‘refreshments’  are excellent.” 

I said goodbye to the girls and took the elevator up to our condo. 

Less  than  twenty  minutes  after  seeing  Ethan,  I  had  an  enormous dildo buried in my pussy. It felt delicious. 

Chapter 11



“I  want  to  go  out.”  It  was  Saturday,  and  Sebastian  was  already eying some game on television. “Let’s go out. How can I find another guy unless we circulate?” 

I  thought  I  had  the  perfect  argument.  Besides,  I  knew  precisely where Ethan was going to be. 

“It’s  been  a  long  week;  let’s  do  it  some  other  time,”  my  husband could be such a grouch. 

I  made  sure  Junior  saw  what  I  planned  to  wear.  The  dress  was made  entirely  of  thick  black  yarn  knitted  into  a  series  of  large  two-inch diagonal squares. The knit gave the illusion of covering me, but most  of  my  flesh  was  actually  exposed.  My  breasts  could  be  seen and  touched  through  the  holes,  and  the  only  cover  for  my  laser smooth  pussy  was  slightly  smaller  squares  and  marginally  thicker yarn. The dress was only solid below my knees and at my wrists. 

“But honey,” I could whine too, hopefully in a sexier tone. “I really want to get laid. Me so horny.” Junior smiled at me. 

I inched my fingers up Sebastian’s thigh until I could squeeze his cock. “Wouldn’t you like to have a good time with your whore wife? 

Don’t you wonder just how far I’ll take it and remember how good the idea sounded to you?” 

Sebastian’s  cock  grew  hard  with  my  tongue  on  the  mushroom-shaped head and my fingers wrapped around the shaft. He pushed against my mouth, but I pulled off before he could come. 

“Scarlett, please,” too much whining for one night. 

“No, we’re going out. Maybe the guy I choose will have a date, and you  can  fuck  her,”  I  doubted  it,  but  it  was  best  to  give  him  some hope. 

The  club  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  East  River,  and  when  our driver  dropped  us  off  I  was  still  picking  Sebastian’s  pubic  hairs  out from between my teeth. The noise assaulted us as we stepped up on the curb and saw the long line of party-goers waiting to be admitted by a doorman/bouncer. 

“Hello, Mr. Sebastian, sir. Would you like your usual table?” 

“Yes, William.” 

“Just give me a minute to get it ready for you.” 

We waited while the people in line glared at us. I guessed William needed time to chase off whoever was sitting at “our” booth. Soon he was  back,  and  we  followed  him  through  the  crowd  to  our  freshly cleaned table with a harried-looking barmaid standing by to take our order. 

The  crowd  was,  as  usual,  packed  in  so  tight  each  of  us  touched other dancers. I tried dancing with Sebastian; a painful experience in the best of times, and ended up dancing with a man who had been next to us, and then Sebastian was gone back to the table. 

I  enjoyed  letting  loose,  and  it  felt  good  to  be  alone  on  the  floor dancing  with  whoever  came  near  me.  I  danced  until  I  was  out  of breath  and  covered  in  light  perspiration  before  going  back  to  our booth to get my drink. Sebastian smiled when he handed me a fresh cocktail. I didn’t know what was in it that made my pussy buzz—as if I  needed  any  help.  I  went  back  to  the  dance  floor  and  was  again caught up in the music. Then I was dancing with Ethan and a petite, young-looking  blond  woman  with  a  stoned  look  in  her  eyes.  The crowd  had  packed  the  three  of  us  so  close  we  were  separated  by mere inches. I could have simply moved my head forward slightly to kiss  my  ex-husband.  His  date’s  small  pointy  tits  rubbed  against  my arm. 

“I want you to fuck me,” I yelled to him. 

“Cool,” his date shouted. “You should totally fuck her.” 

“This is Jill,” Ethan said, introducing us. 

“My husband wants to watch,” I continued. Ethan was the one who usually watched. “Okay.” 

“What would I do?” Jill asked. 

“You can watch or diddle my husband.” 

“Does he have a big cock, too?” She asked. 

“No.” 

“Does he do anal?” Jill still looked stoned. 

“For  you,  he  might.”  I  led  them  to  our  booth  and  saw  Sebastian deep in conversation with one of the bouncers. 

“Honey, this is Jill and Ethan,” I said. “You said we might go to our condo and party.” 

Sebastian’s  eyes  were  suddenly  bright,  no  longer  looking  bored. 

William  squeezed  behind  me  on  his  way  back  to  the  door,  making sure to press his long spear of a cock against my ass. I pushed back at him, making a mental note of the size of his cock. 

The party started before we reached the bridge. I finally had what I’d wanted. Sebastian and Jill laid lines on a mirror as if they’d been together for years instead of minutes. I’d never known Ethan to use drugs,  but  then  I’d  never  known  him  to  be  offered  so  much  at someone else’s expense. Jill went first as the big car rolled smoothly over the river. The bump I took combined with whatever Junior had been slipping into my drinks, and I was flying. 

I announced to the car, “My cunt is dripping. I’m so fucking horny I could take you all on,” and I flung myself on Ethan’s lap. “You’d fuck me, wouldn’t you?” I asked, ruining Junior’s chance to ask a guy to fuck his wife. 

My arms were around Ethan’s neck, and I was going crazy kissing his mouth, his face, the right side of his neck, and then the left side of his neck. 

“You  should  see  his  cock,”  Jill  said.  “It’s  enormous,”  and  I  slid  to the floor of the big car to pull down my ex-husband’s pants to get his cock in my mouth. 

“I  want  to  watch,”  Jill  was  saying,  and  then  to  Sebastian.  “Would you like to eat me?” 

Out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye,  I  saw  Jill  sitting  on  the  car’s  back deck  as  Junior  knelt  on  the  seat  and  buried  his  face  between  her thighs. 

We took one more break before pulling into our building’s garage to mix Jack with the drugs we’d already taken. Ethan helped me into our condo, and Jill pulled my husband along behind herself. 

Inside, Jill and I smiled at each other, and Jill put her hands on my head to kiss me. I could taste the Jack on her lips, and she moaned as  her  kisses  became  more  frantic.  Every  few  seconds,  she’d  pull back to look at my face before kissing me wildly again. Her tiny hand was between the squares of my dress, pinching a nipple when Ethan asked if he could have another turn. 

Jill  continued  to  hold  my  breast,  her  eyes  all  pupil.  She  was panting when Ethan moved her into Sebastian’s arms. Jill gave me a

look  before  attacking  my  husband’s  pants  to  get  his  cock  in  her mouth. My husband was hard and already flushed when he followed Ethan  and  me  into  a  bedroom  where  we  could  lie  down  on  a  real bed. After so many years apart, I thought it would be strange, but it wasn’t. 

It was as though my pussy remembered him even better than the rest of me, and Ethan fucked me through a diamond-shaped opening in my dress. His cock stretched me, along with the knit, and I heard myself  groaning  for  him.  There  was  tremendous  energy  pent  up inside me, power I hadn’t been aware of until Ethan’s cock released it. I felt deeply connected to him as if we were one person, and there had been no separation. 

I  wrapped  my  arms  and  legs  around  him,  luxuriating  in  the oneness  I  felt.  We  weren’t  trying  to  pound  toward  an  orgasm, although  I  had  several.  It  felt  so  good  to  be  with  him  again—I  just wanted it to last. 

I felt a chill when I heard Junior’s long moan from the floor next to our  bed,  followed  by  Jill  giggling,  “Now,  it’s  my  turn.”  I  closed  my eyes to concentrate on Ethan. Jill would be enjoying more of Junior’s oral skills. 

“I can’t hold it, baby. You feel too good to me,” Ethan moaned in my  ear.  I  felt  his  already  huge  cock  swell,  and  he  pushed  even further  inside  me.  There  was  a  sharp  pain  as  his  massive  cock touched  my  cervix,  and  then  he  was  through,  and  the  pain  turned into indescribable pleasure. His fat cock slowly rubbed against what had been a barrier but was now setting off continuous orgasms. 

I  stopped  taking  birth  control  after  I  married  Junior,  and  I whispered  for  Ethan  to  cum  inside  me.  I  thought  I’d  whispered  in Ethan’s  ear,  but  I  might  have  screamed  when  the  pleasure threatened to turn to pain. 

Then  Ethan  was  up  on  his  hands  and  knees,  his  face  looked strained as I clung to him, and he flooded my cervix with sperm. His cock  pumped  hard  deep  inside  me.  One  intense  blast  followed another until he was drained, and still I held him close to my chest. 

He kissed me then, a soft, tender kiss so full of love I cried. 

“Well, that sure looked like fun,” Junior said; his cock was almost entirely soft. White drops dripped from the tip to the carpeting. 

We took a break with all of us naked. I wrapped a scarf around my boobs like a see-through bra and sat with my knees together, hiding my engorged and leaking pussy. 

I was jealous of Ethan when he recovered enough to fuck Jill. She was a madwoman, sitting on his cock as she frantically rubbed her pelvis  against  him.  Her  pointy  breasts  wobbled  until  she  came, screaming. 

In the end, I was mostly jealous of her. I could imagine how good it must  have  felt  to  be  completely  filled  with  Ethan  while  rubbing  her clitoris so vigorously on his muscular body. 

Sebastian  had  his  more  human-sized  cock  inside  me  at  the  time and  was  grunting  in  my  ear.  He  used  Ethan’s  sperm  blanket  as  a lubricant, and when he came, I held him tightly as I had Ethan. But without the same feelings. I came one last time when Jill went down on me. 

We were relaxing in each other’s arms when I asked her, “How did Ethan convince you to come to the club?” 

Jill stroked my thigh, and her voice dropped low, imitating Ethan so poorly I started laughing, “Shut up, this is how it went, he said. ‘How would you like to be my date at the Screw tonight?’ I was trying to get his pants unbuttoned at the time.” 

I covered my mouth to keep the laughter inside as Jill continued. “I said,  ‘You  mean  like  a  real  date?’  He  surprised  the  shit  out  of  me, and I had to ask him if we’d do something besides fuck.” 

“So, Ethan asked you out on an actual date,” I said. 

“Yep,”  Jill  turned  so  she  was  looking  at  me.  “I  made  sure  to  ask him if we’d also fuck because I wanted to nail that down. I wouldn’t want to think fucking was off the table.” 

“Of course, otherwise, what would be the point?” I added. 

“Right?”  Jill  said.  “Ethan  stood  right  there  and  assured  me  that fucking would be involved, and I got excited, ‘You’re asking me on a real date?’ I thought it was pretty cool. Then we got naked.” 

I  rolled  on  top  of  her,  and  she  spread  her  legs  as  though  I  were Ethan.  Every  man  knows  an  athletic  woman  who  looks  like  Jill. 

Perfect  petite  features,  blonde  hair  cut  short  because  of  her  active

lifestyle. Jill had a flawlessly trim hourglass figure, a waxed smooth pussy, nice pointy breasts, and a constant desire for sex. 

“Do you want to know what Ethan’s cock does to me?” I asked her. 

“The same thing it does to me?” Jill murmured with her lips on my neck. She was pushing her pussy hard into mine. 

“First, my heart starts pounding, and I feel hot like I have a fever,” 

Jill said. “I have to swallow because my mouth is ready to suck his cock. My pussy gets wet too, but it's a different wet than normal.” 

“How’s it different?” I asked, kissing my way down her body. 

“First my pussy gets tingly, like it is now, then gooey wet just from seeing his cock,” Jill was panting. 

“I want you to say you’ll do anything for him,” I said before kissing her clit. “Anything that involves sex.” 

“I’ll do anything for Ethan.” Jill was looking down at me eagerly as I sucked her clitoris deep into my mouth. 

“Anything?” I mumbled around her clit. 

“Absolutely anything.” 

When  we  took  our  next  break,  Sebastian  laid  out  more  lines  of coke, and I made sure everyone had a drink. I didn’t bother with my

‘scarf bra’ this time. 

“I liked watching you with Jill,” my husband told me. “Are you sure you weren’t a lesbian in a previous life?” 

I wasn’t so sure myself. 

I rolled onto my right hip, and put my hand on the floor, to propel myself up to get more ice. The coke had me feeling wonderful, and I was more aware of the thunder in my pussy than ever before. I was sore and stretched, but mostly I was needy. 

Rolling  to  my  right  pushed  my  tits  into  Ethan’s  arm.  “You  know what, guys? I need more big cock tonight,” and instead of getting up, I went down on my ex-husband. The flavor of my pussy was mixed with  Jill’s,  but  mainly  I  tasted  Ethan’s  sperm.  What  a  strange combination of tastes. 

I didn’t let him get up. Instead, I sat in his lap, face to face with my long legs wrapped around his waist, and rocked to another massive orgasm. I held Jill’s hand as Sebastian licked her to another peak. 

Then  I  saw  Rocko  watching  us  from  the  dark  hallway  leading deeper into the condo. I would have expected a normal man to play with himself, but not Rocko. I had no idea how long he’d been there or what he’d seen. 

Chapter 12



If Rocko had told Senior about me, I’m not sure what would have happened.  But  I  didn’t  want  to  find  out.  Rocko  had  been  onto  me from the first day. He knew what I was, and he knew about Ethan. I didn’t want to think about what would happen, so we became friends. 

Friends  with  benefits.  What’s  that  old  saying?  “Keep  your  friends close, and you’re enemies closer?” I kept Rocko so close I couldn’t cross my legs. 

I  became  more  open  with  Rocko  than  I  was  with  any  other  man, even more honest with him than Ethan. There was no reason not to be.  He  already  had  everything  he  needed  to  take  to  Senior  and  to end my marriage to Junior. My only defense was to take him to bed, and  since  he  was  unmatched  between  the  sheets,  I  didn’t  feel  as though I was giving up too much. I certainly wasn’t complaining. 

Laying naked, I blurted, “Do you want to know what I’ve fantasized about?” 

“I can only imagine.” 

We  were  lying  on  top  of  a  rumpled,  cum  stained  sheet  smoking cigarettes  and  trying  to  get  our  strength  back  for  the  next  round. 

Rocko's fat, wet brown cock was lying over his left thigh as though it were looking at me. 

“I’ve had a fantasy of being kidnapped, stripped naked, and made to fuck a room full of horny men.” Just the act of telling a man one of my  go-to  masturbation  dreams  brought  back  the  itch  to  my  clitoris, and I squeezed my legs tightly together. “I even think I want to do it someday.” 

My fantasy had become more elaborate over the years, especially after  I  posed  in  front  of  the  painting  class.  I’d  already  been  naked; what if I’d been made to fuck them? That got me thinking of the thrill I’d felt when Rocko had watched Ethan fucking me. 

“No shit,” Rocko was looking at me strangely. “Are you blindfolded in your fantasy?” 

“Maybe at the beginning, but I’d want to see their cocks.” 

“You know Junior is okay with you fucking around some, but your fantasy might piss him off. Especially if more people knew.” 

“You don’t think I could talk my way out of it?” 

“Maybe. I don’t know how you talked him into the thing with Ethan. 

I would have bet against you.” 

Rocko mentioning Ethan made me remember. 

“I saw you watching us. Are you okay with it?” 

“Yeah. You’re not my wife. Anyway, in your fantasy, do you know it’s going to happen?” 

“No way. I’m just picked up, and the next thing I know, I’m showing the goods, and they're pulling a train on me. Pretty sick, huh?” 

“Yep,” but Rocko seemed to be thinking. 

Life returned to normal after the party with Jill and Ethan. For the next  few  weeks,  we  were  on  fire.  Junior  would  fuck  me  in  the morning and greet me at the door in the evening with his cock hard and ready. He even called me into his office to give him head under his desk as he talked to visitors. 

While I was under my husband’s desk, Rocko came in and caught on  almost  immediately.  He  even  walked  around  the  desk  to  watch me sucking Junior’s cock. 

“Have a seat Rocko. Scarlett would be happy to get you off, too,” 

my  husband  offered.  In  this  case,  he  was  right.  I  would  have  been happy to suck Rocko’s cock. For the second time that day. 

Sebastian and I left work for an early weekend, with Junior acting all mysterious as we rode down the elevator to the parking garage. It turned out all he wanted to do was fuck in the backseat of the limo before ordering a pizza for dinner. It was something different, but it wasn’t  someone  new  with  a  big  cock.  The  following  week   was different. 

“You don’t have a choice,” Rocko was standing too close, forcing my back hard against a concrete block wall. We’d been on our way to lunch since Senior and Junior were out of town on business, and in an instant, everything changed. 

I  could  see  my  reflection  in  Rocko’s  sunglasses.  I  looked  scared before  he  used  my  elbows  to  lift  and  turn  me  and  make  my  knees weak at the same time. 

“I have a thing …” 

“No  bullshit,  Scarlett.  Today  you’re  mine.”  He’d  turned  me  so quickly  it  was  as  if  I  weighed  nothing  at  all.  Rocko  held  my  hands

behind  my  back  with  my  palms  facing  out,  and  I  felt  cold  metal before  hearing  the  handcuffs  click  shut.  My  scream  turned  to  a choked sob when a bag was slipped over my head. 

My  mind  refused  to  work,  but  I  should  have  guessed  at  what Rocko planned next. Of course, I hadn’t expected to be loaded into the cab of a monster rumbling pickup truck, but at least I still had on the dress I wore to work, and I’d found my squeaky voice. 

“Where are we going?” I sounded like a cartoon character. “What are you doing? Rocko, talk to me.” 

“I’m  going  to  do  any  fucking  thing  I  like,  because  today  you  get what you’ve always wanted.” 

At first, I thought maybe this was him having fun. Then I thought he was mad about the thing with Ethan. It didn’t occur to me until I’d calmed he might be fulfilling my fantasy. But since I had no way to know, I was scared and really turned on. 

After  driving  for  so  long,  time  lost  its  meaning.  The  tires  finally crunched  over  loose  gravel,  and  the  truck  pulled  to  a  stop.  A blindfold replaced the bag so quickly I didn’t see a thing. Then Rocko held me up by my hair, and it hurt like hell when he lifted me off the seat. Finally, he whispered directly in my ear, “You’re going to tell me everything. If you tell me now, it’ll go easier on you later.” 

“What’s  everything?  What  are  you  talking  about?”  I  hated  the whine in my disorientated voice. 

“I  want  to  know  what  game  you’re  playing.  Is  Scarlett  even  your real  name?  I  know  you’ve  been  married  before,  and  I  know  it  was your  ex-husband  you  fucked  at  Junior’s  condo.  Start  by  telling  me Jill’s part in all this,” he was still holding me off the seat by my hair. 

“Are you planning some half-ass robbery?” 

“There  are  no  parts;  there’s  no  game.  Jill’s  just  a  girl,”  I  was screeching  in  fear  and  starting  to  tell  him  he  was  hurting  my  hair when he slapped me. 

“If you’re going to lie, I can’t protect you,” and I heard the rumble of a large motorcycle pulling into the space next to us. I wanted to pee. 

Rocko dragged me over the consol by my hair and out the driver’s side door. “There are some unpleasant people inside, people you do not want to mess with, and you'll do whatever you’re ordered to do. 

Do  you  understand?”  I  was  lying  with  my  legs  on  the  truck’s  seat, 

and my head was suspended above the gravel by the fist still in my hair. 

“No,  Rocko,  what’s  going  on?”  I  croaked.  “Please,  you’re  hurting me.” 

He pulled harder on my hair. “This is serious, so pay attention.” 

“Okay, all right.” I sobbed, knowing it was hopeless. 

“Because  once  we’re  inside,  it’s  out  of  my  hands.  Things  will happen,  and  I  can’t  stop  them.  Do  you  understand?”  He  sounded serious, and my voice shook from fear. 

“Rocko, you’re sca …scar…scaring me.” 

“Good.  You  should  be  scared;  these  men  will  punish  you  for  not doing what they want. Some of them have nothing to lose by going too far, so tell me you understand what’s at stake here.” 

“You can’t be ser …serious,” I protested, hoping it was a sick joke. 

Rocko  pressed  his  forehead  to  mine.  “No  matter  how  disgusting, do what you’re told to do. Suck or fuck, or whatever. Just do it. I’m not bullshitting about these guys.” 

I  started  to  cry  because  I’d  heard  the  rumble  of  more  big  bikes, and I knew Rocko wasn’t trying just to scare me. 

“Last chance. Tell me what you're up to, Scarlett. Are you trying to get the company?” 

I couldn’t answer him through my tears. All I could do was shake my head, no. 

He  pushed  me  through  the  splintered  wood  door  and  into  a barroom smelling of spilled beer and male sweat. The voices of both men and women echoed off the walls, along with loud country music coming from my right. 

Two cold blades cut my clothes off, and my dress was sent flying into the peanut shells on the floor. The bar was warm, but I felt my nipples  pucker  and  goosebumps  on  my  skin  as  though  I  was freezing. 

Hard,  calloused  hands  forced  my  knees  apart,  and  more  hands pushed me down onto a dildo. My pussy resisted until a warm liquid dripped on my lower lips, and the fake dick popped inside me. It was fat and hard, and I realized how wet I was when my clit was mashed against something pebbly. My knees told me that I was straddling a

machine, then they started a motor and I realized it was a Sybian—

the vibrations were going straight through my clitoris. 

I loved the Sybian. I’d used mine every day Sebastian was out of town.  Now  I  was  naked,  blindfolded,  and  as  the  center  of  attention made  to  masturbate  for  an  audience  in  a  bar.  My  fear  mixed  with something else—intense arousal. I was more turned on than I’d ever been. I felt as if my entire body had become a giant clitoris. 

A woman urged Rocko to turn the machine up high before I was ready.  The  combination  of  the  rapid  vibrations  against  my  clit,  the rotating rubber cock in my pussy, and knowing people were watching pushed me toward an explosive orgasm. I was panting and fucking myself against the machine's pebbled pad, trying to come, when the motor suddenly turned off, and I fell forward, gasping loudly. 

When  the  blindfold  was  ripped  off  hair  covered  my  eyes  at  first, and it took a moment before I could see. I was in a dimly lit honky-tonk  bar  crowded  with  a  mixture  of  men  and  women—but  mostly men. 

I was pulled off the dildo, a thick cock was pressed against my still vibrating  pussy,  and  in  one  thrust,  it  penetrated  me  to  my  cervix.  I knew it was Rocko. I wasn’t sure if it was because of the Sybian or Rocko’s big cock, but I had yet another orgasm and then another as he pounded me as hard as he could before spilling his seed inside me. 

Rocko  helped  me  up  and  shoved  me  into  the  arms  of  a  muscle-bound,  young-looking  guy  standing  at  the  bar  wearing  jeans  and  a tee-shirt with the sleeves cut off. “You’re on your own now, Scarlett.” 

“Scarlett,  nice  name.  Get  on  your  knees  and  suck  my  dick.”  He didn’t need to say another word, he just pushed down on the top of my head and pulled his trousers open, exposing a nicely sized cock nestled  in  a  patch  of  curly  blonde  hair.  When  I  didn’t  move  fast enough, he slapped me lightly on the cheek to get my attention and pointed to his sperm-dripping dick. 

I  started  sucking  him  as  soon  as  my  knees  touched  the  peanut shells on the floor. There must have been something about my hair; he grabbed a handful to hold me still when two more men crowded in, and my head was moved from one cock to the other. I wondered

about my sanity. I could still feel the Sybian vibrations, and Rocko’s cum leaked from my pussy, adding to the thrill of cocks in my mouth. 

More men and a woman crowded around me, and after a time, I was moved to the top of the bar. I was sitting in a puddle of spilled beer  when  a  woman  spread  my  legs  so  she  could  finger  me  and sucked my clit with all her strength. 

“Don’t forget to thank me for playing with your slutty cunt,” she was pretty, in a rough way, and I liked her smile. 

I  kissed  her  and  tasted  myself  on  her  lips  before  saying,  “Thank you for playing with my slutty cunt.” 

She  slapped  my  tit  as  a  reward,  and  her  whack  stung,  but  I  was immediately pulled half off the bar and turned around. My face was pushed into the same puddle of spilled beer on the bar top. Powerful male  hands  spread  my  ass  cheeks  apart,  and  a  large  cock  was dragged over my asshole and vulva. I moaned loudly, he was too big for my ass, but I wanted him inside me. 

A finger pushed into my butt, and I thought it must be the woman because a guy thrust his cock deep into my pussy at the same time. 

He  held  me  down  with  a  hand  on  the  small  of  my  back.  I  was sopping wet and took his fat cock deep inside with one lunge as he held me. But I howled at the intrusion. 

“Shut the bitch up,” the guy snarled, and the next time I opened my mouth a ball gag was shoved between my teeth and lips. I grunted as  he  fucked  me,  and  after  a  while  his  fat  cock  felt  good.  It  felt  so good I fucked back at him as hard as I could. My body was moving of its own accord when he came inside me, and I shrieked into the gag. 

The guy fucking me had come too quickly, and when he pulled out, the  handcuffs  were  finally  removed.  I  didn’t  know  if  he  had  been pushed  out  of  the  way  or  if  he  had  pulled  out  because  he  was finished.  But  another  cock  was  shoved  inside  my  pussy,  and  the woman was looking down at me. We stared at each other as I was jerked back and forth by the new man before she kissed the edge of my gagged mouth. 

“Don’t get the table wet,” a male voice said as I was spread out on the pool table. The woman slapped my hanging tits as I was moved. 

Two men held my legs, and two men grabbed me by my arms as I

tried to keep my head up. Then, when the wet ball gag came out of my mouth, I kissed her hard. I was wildly aroused and willing to fuck anyone. 

“You heard the man, don’t get the felt wet,” and she went back to kissing  me.  She  ran  her  tongue  over  my  face  and  plunged  three fingers deep in my pussy. I knew I was making the felt wet. 

“Do you want to be a cumdumpster, slut?” she asked me. 

“Yes,”  it  sounded  like  I  was  begging  her,  and  I  guess  I  was.  She concentrated on my clitoris, and I felt like coming. 

Instead, she left me hanging and smiled as my wrists and ankles were  tied  to  the  four  corners  of  the  table.  I  was  helpless  when another  guy  climbed  between  my  legs,  and  the  woman  held  a massive electric vibrator to my clit. I couldn’t hear the motor over the bar's noise, but I felt the intense vibrations making my entire pussy throb. 

While the vibrator shook my body and he fucked me, I begged him to come inside me. I wanted it. I needed it so badly. 

Fully dressed people stood around the table watching and talking about  me.  It  was  as  if  I  were  just  another  in  a  long  line  of  women who had been gangbanged on that pool table. But I only cared about the  wonderful  cock  in  my  pussy  and  the  tremors  from  the  vibrator until  I  felt  something  new  pushed  into  my  ass.  After  that,  I  blocked out everything but the pleasure when whatever it was rubbed against the cock in my pussy. “That’s one way to play pool,” a man said, and I knew what he’d done to me. 

“We’ve  been  filming  this,”  the  woman  said,  loud  enough  for everybody to hear. “You’re our slut now, aren’t you?” 

I tried to nod, but she was having none of that. “Say it, say it loud so we can all hear you.” 

She pinched my clit, and I screamed, “I’m your slut now …I’m your slut now …oh, God. I’m your slut now.” 

I  was  untied  almost  immediately  and  led  to  a  decent  restroom, where  I  was  told  to  clean  up.  When  I  came  out,  shaking  with  my need to come, I was the only one naked in a regular-looking country bar. 

“Don’t just stand there; suck my cock,” one of the men ordered. I immediately  fell  to  my  knees  and  sucked  him  until  he  came  in  my

mouth.  After  that,  the  woman  who  had  been  with  me  on  the  pool table used my hair to pull my mouth into her pussy. I knew what to do, and I worked on her the way I’d satisfied Jill. 

She  kissed  me  after  she  came  and  reminded  me  I  was  their property. 

I  can’t  pinpoint  the  exact  moment  when  it  happened  because  I’d lost  track  of  time,  the  number  of  cocks  that  came  inside  me,  and  I just did as I was told. I forgot who I was except a slut for people to use  whenever  and  however  they  wanted.  I  had  become  a cumdumpster. 

“What’s your connection to Ethan?” I was standing naked outside, next to Rocko’s truck. The fresh air smelled nice. 

“We were married.” 

“Why did you leave him?” 

“For Sebastian Junior.” 

“Why Sebastian?” 

“He’s rich, and he could give me what I wanted in life.” 

“What do you want?” Rocko asked, and so it went. I had already been drained in the bar before Rocko took what remained. I told him everything. 

“Look  at  me,”  Rocko  ordered.  He  was  sitting  just  inches  away.  I looked at him. 

“Masturbate while you tell me what you are,” he said. 

People were walking past on their way to get a drink, and a small crowd had gathered to watch, but I didn’t hesitate. I spread my legs and  used  the  first  two  fingers  of  my  right  hand  to  make  my  clitoris wet before I began stroking it. 

“I’m just a slut, Rocko, a whore,” my clit was throbbing, and every muscle in my body tightened. “May I see your cock? Please, Rocko. 

I love your gorgeous cock.” 

He  unzipped  his  tight  jeans  and  pulled  out  his  beautiful  fat  cock. 

His  was  circumcised,  and  a  thick  vein  ran  the  entire  length  of  his long dick. I stroked myself faster. 

“I’m just a slut, [pant …pant] but please fuck me, please Rocko.” 

Rain had started to fall, but I didn’t care. I was stroking my pussy so fast I almost fell to my knees. “Please, Rocko …may I cum for you?” 

“We filmed the whole thing,” Rocko reminded me. “We filmed it for Ethan.” 

“What  about  Junior?”  I  was  still  obeying  his  order  to  play  with myself. 

“I  haven’t  decided  yet,”  he  said  with  his  evil  grin.  “Get  back  to work, and I’ll think about it.” 

Chapter 13



It had been a hard night or nights, and my pussy ached from the punishment it had taken. When I woke, my husband was sitting only a  few  feet  from  me,  staring.  I  didn’t  like  the  look  on  Junior’s  face when I opened my eyes. 

“What?” My voice didn’t sound or feel natural to me. My intonation was gravelly. I tried coughing to clear my throat. 

“I heard about what you did.” Junior didn’t sound angry or sad. He didn’t sound anything at all. My husband’s voice was flat but maybe held a hint of disappointment. 

“Junior, tell me what’s going on, please?” I croaked. 

“You  fucked  an  entire  cowboy  bar,  men  and  women.  There’s  no use denying it; I’ve got the recordings.” 

“I can explain, honey. I didn’t want to do it, but Rocko made me,” I hated to sound like I was pleading with him. 

“Really?  That’s  your  story?  Rocko  made  you  fuck  a  bar  full  of guys?” Junior was mocking me. He held up a small red plastic jump drive,  “And  you  even  made  my  friend  Rocko  film  it  so  you  could watch it with your ex-husband, right?” 

Then I knew what Rocko had done. “I didn’t know anything about filming.  You’ve  got  to  believe  me,  baby.  It’s  all  Rocko.”  I’d  started crying, and the tears were making it difficult to find the edge of the bed. Finally, I let myself fall to the floor so I could hug my husband’s legs. 

“Stand  up.”  Junior  had  never  sounded  this  domineering  with  me before. “Take a shower and scrub your cheating pussy. Don’t bother to dress, just present yourself to me. Am I being abundantly clear?” 

“Yes, honey.” I hung my head, but I couldn’t hide the smile on my face. I liked my new assertive husband. 

Looking  in  the  mirror,  I  could  have  sworn  I’d  been  attacked  by  a wild  animal,  judging  by  the  marks  and  bruises.  The  water  in  the shower felt great and brought out the smell of my well-used pussy. I gently scrubbed between my legs; my pussy was almost too tender to touch. I carefully washed everything twice, even my asshole. 

I thoroughly toweled off and stood naked in front of Junior. I kept my  eyes  on  the  floor  as  he  slowly  walked  around  me,  inspecting

every inch of my body. I was startled when he put a collar around my neck. 

“Lower  your  hands.  They  can’t  stop  you  from  wearing  a  collar,” 

Sebastian’s  voice  sounded  harsh  in  my  ear.  I  slowly  lowered  my hands as he buckled the collar and snapped a lock shut, making the collar impossible for me to remove. 

“Sebastian.  Junior  honey,  please,”  I  sounded  pathetic  even  to myself. 

“Hold  out  your  hands,”  he  ordered  as  fresh  tears  ran  down  my cheeks. Black leather cuffs were buckled on my wrists with a locked bar connecting them. I blubbered as I cried. 

Next,  Junior  placed  a  large  headset  on  my  head,  covering  my ears. It played “white noise,” which was just static as far as I could tell.  The  volume  was  set  high,  drowning  out  every  outside  sound. 

Finally, my husband pulled a thick black blindfold over my eyes. It felt as  though  he’d  walked  around  me  for  a  long  time  before  securing ankle cuffs to my legs. I couldn’t hear the click of the locks over the noise in my ears, but after he left, I could only move each foot about twelve inches. 

All my senses, except taste and touch, were gone. The total limit of my movements was standing or squatting. That was it. 

Junior lifted my right ear cup and told me, “I’m putting a glass of orange juice in your right hand. It will be a while before you’re fed, so you’ll want to drink it.” 

I tried to talk to him, but my headset was dropped back in place, and a cold glass was put in my right hand. The orange juice tasted great. I meant only to take a sip, but moments later, the glass was empty.  I  might  have  been  locked  up  for  5  minutes  or  5  hours  after that; I had no way of knowing. 

I didn’t even know where I was or if I was being watched, so when my pussy, despite the pain, began feeling wet and hot, I first tried to ignore  it.  I  was  becoming  aroused,  and  I  didn’t  understand  why. 

When Junior had locked me up, I’d been swollen and sore. He had been right; I’d fucked a lot of guys in the bar. So how could I be this turned on now? What kind of freak had I become? 

Tired  of  standing,  I  squatted  flat-footed  with  my  hands  dangling inside my thighs. My pussy was giving off so much heat I wanted to

touch her; I needed to finger myself. I knew it would feel wonderful. I think  I  groaned,  but  all  I  could  hear  was  static.  What  my  husband was doing to me was torture. 

I was squatting, trying to reach my swollen clitoris when the chain attached  to  my  collar  was  jerked  hard,  and  I  was  half-dragged through a doorway and across a carpeted floor. I tried to scramble to my feet, but I was being dragged too fast. 

When we stopped, I tried again to get to my feet, but I was dizzy when he picked me up and tossed me on a bed. I bounced on the mattress and was jerked up by a fist wrapped in my hair. I opened my  mouth  to  scream  or  yell  or  something  when  a  giant  cock  was shoved between my lips, and I licked it. 

I wanted that cock more than I’d ever wanted anything in my life. 

So I opened my mouth as far as it would go and sucked. I know my hips were pumping, and I was trying to beg whoever it was to fuck me. I must have looked like a crazy woman lying naked, except for a blindfold  and  headphones,  trying  to  swallow  some  guy’s  massive erection. 

I was so horny I tried to get to my knees. I wanted this cock in my pussy. Then the cock, the very love of my life at that moment, was pulled from my mouth. I was lifted by my neck and put into a cell or a cage of some kind. 

I screamed in frustration, but all I got for my trouble was another glass  of  orange  juice.  My  pussy  was  dripping,  but  now  chains connected the collar around my neck to the straps around my wrists. 

I  couldn’t  even  touch  myself.  All  I  could  do  was  drink  the  orange juice. 

When  it  was  empty,  I  dropped  the  plastic  glass  to  the  floor. 

Fortunately, by accident, the glass landed upside down, and when I squatted,  the  flat  bottom  pushed  against  my  vagina.  It  didn’t  take long for me to figure out how to use my bare feet to keep the glass from getting away as I slid my clitoris against its hard edge. 

I  was  fucking  the  glass  with  everything  I  had.  My  orgasm  was seconds  away  when  I  was  again  jerked  to  my  feet,  and  a  vibrator was shoved against my clit, and then taken away. I tried to scream in frustration,  but  my  collar  was  pulled  even  tighter  until  I  couldn’t breathe. 

When  I  regained  consciousness,  I  was  back  on  the  bed  with  a different cock in my mouth and another giant cock fucking my pussy. 

I’d  never  before  felt  such  pleasure  and  pain.  My  pussy  was  still tender,  but  I  was  so  horny  I  wanted  him  to  fuck  me  even  harder. 

When  I  thought  it  couldn’t  get  any  better,  the  vibrator  was  shoved against my clit once more. 

The hot, urgent feel of my climax was just starting when everything stopped again. The beautiful cock in my mouth was gone, along with the vibrator and the cock fucking me. 

I still couldn’t reach my pussy as I rolled around on the bed, trying to find a way to get off. I thrust with my hips, and I was so aroused the entire bedspread became wet with my juices. 

I  was  crying  and  trying  to  beg  the  men  to  fuck  me.  Although  I couldn’t hear myself, I wanted them to make me their whore. I made promises  I  couldn’t  possibly  fulfill.  I  brought  my  spread  legs  back until  my  knees  were  next  to  my  ears,  exposing  my  pussy  and asshole. 

I thought I heard one of the men say that one more glass of juice should do it. One more dose should make her crazy, just as fat male fingers were shoved roughly into my quivering pussy to jerk my body violently. 

I  was  crying  and  begging  to  be  allowed  to  come  when  I  was  put back in the cage again with just a glass of orange juice. I squatted and cried from frustration as I drank. It was then I felt something hot and sticky shoot on my face and chest. A man was coming on me. 

Then  another  and  another.  I  counted  eight  in  total.  Finally,  I  was drenched  in  cum  and  so  turned  on  I  lubricated  freely,  forming  a puddle under me. 

“Lick it up” were the first words I’d heard in hours after the headset was removed and the static stopped. 

“Please, don’t punish me anymore. I’m sorry for what I did,” I said through tears. 

“Lick  it  up,”  he  said  again,  and  the  chains  on  my  ankles  were removed.  My  first  thought  was  to  go  for  his  cock.  But,  instead,  I licked up the pool my pussy had left. 

When  I  finished  licking  up  my  pungent  juices,  the  blindfold  was finally removed, and I was able to see two naked Black men coming

for  me.  I’d  never  wanted  anything  as  much  as  I  wanted  them.  But, instead  of  fucking  me,  I  was  made  to  stand  with  my  hands  still chained  and  my  hot  juices  dripping  from  my  chin  and  nose  when Junior walked into the room. 

“Please,  honey.  You  don’t  need  to  do  this.  I’m  sorry  for  what happened.”  My  hips  were  moving  as  if  I  was  being  fucked,  and  I couldn’t stop it. 

“How sorry are you?” 

“What,” I was having a hard time concentrating. My pussy was on fire,  and  one  of  the  men  was  rubbing  my  ass  while  his  erection pressed against my thigh. The other man fingered my clit. 

“Are  you  sorry  enough  to  walk  out  of  here  right  now  with  me,  or would  you  rather  let  these  two  men  fuck  you  and  never  see  me again?” 

I  looked  at  Junior  and  tried  to  make  the  right  decision,  but  all  I could  think  of  was  the  number  of  times  I  had  been  denied  an orgasm. Then, finally, my legs began to shake uncontrollably, and I fell to my knees reaching for an enormous Black cock. 

I nearly had it in my hand when the man turned and left, along with his  partner  and  Junior.  I  was  left  lying  alone  on  the  floor  with  my hands cuffed to my collar and my pussy drooling, still unable to cum. 

Chapter 14



Senior  was  angry  when  Junior  told  him  what  I’d  done  in  the  bar, and  now  I  stood  at  my  dresser,  not  wanting  to  finish  packing  my things, but without a choice. Of course, since what I’d done had been recorded  and  was  probably  already  on  the  internet,  I  knew  I’d  get nothing. But Senior made it a point to tell me anyway. 

He  let  me  take  what  was  mine  before  we  were  married,  which wasn’t much. I had some clothes, some jewelry, and a few dollars I’d stashed away out of habit to take with me. Junior allowed me to keep some  of  the  clothing  he’d  bought,  making  it  a  point  to  tell  me  they were too big for his new girlfriend. 

As  I  was  going  through  my  things,  I  found  a  card  with  the  name

‘Tony’ and a contact number. It took me a second to remember the cab driver I’d met years before. Nevertheless, I needed a free ride, so I gave Tony a call. To my surprise, he not only answered on the first ring but he even remembered me. 

An  hour  later,  Tony  pulled  up  outside  the  building  where  I  stood, waiting in a dress Sebastian had bought for me. When Tony got out of  the  taxi,  he  appeared  heavier  than  I  remembered.  Nevertheless, Tony was all smiles as he greeted me and helped me put my bags in the trunk. But then, Tony planned on getting laid. 

“Long time no see, Sugar. How you been?” 

“Well, not too good, but I’m still alive,” I answered with a half-smile as he opened the front door of the cab for me. 

“I’m sorry to hear that, but I’m glad you’re still alive, too.” 

As he got in behind the wheel, he asked me where I wanted to go, and I told him to take me to the cheapest motel he knew. 

“What  was  wrong,  Sugar?”  he  asked  me,  pulling  away  from  the Sebastian  building  and  glancing  at  my  legs.  Tony  seemed  to  be purposely hitting potholes so my breasts would bounce. 

“It just didn’t work out.” 

“It was sex, wasn’t it?” Tony said. 

I looked at him in surprise. “What makes you say that?” 

“Sugar, a website I visit has a movie up with a woman who looks exactly  like  you.  You,  or  I  mean  to  say  the  actress,  was  doing

amazing  things  in  a  country  bar.  I  have  to  say  you  or  her  got  me pretty worked up.” 

My  face  felt  hot  when  I  blushed.  “Well,  some  things  happened because I was tricked, and I’m paying for them now.” 

“Ah, Sugar,” Tony put his hand on my thigh. “You shouldn’t feel so bad. A beautiful woman like you, things will work out.” 

His hand slid further up my leg, and when I made no move to stop him,  it  looked  like  Tony  was  getting  a  hardon.  I  had  been  taken directly  from  my  cell  to  pack,  and  my  pussy  was  still  buzzing.  His touch caused me to catch my breath. 

“Tony?”  I  said  as  I  slid  down  in  the  seat  and  spread  my  legs.  I hadn’t planned to do either of these things, but I couldn’t help myself. 

“Please.” 

“Please what, Sugar?” and Tony caressed my bare pussy. “You’re awfully wet.” 

I  grabbed  Tony’s  wrist  to  pull  his  fingers  away  from  my  aching clitoris,  but  his  middle  finger  pushed  inside  my  pussy,  and  I  began humping it. “Oh God,” I moaned. 

Tony pulled his hand away as he steered the big cab into the motel parking lot, picking a spot outside the office. “Get a room, Sugar.” 

I opened the door and pulled my dress down at the same time. My head spun when I tried to get out, and Tony came around to hold me up as we walked inside. The ancient crone at the front desk shook her head, another whore looking for a room. 

“We don’t rent by the hour, sweetie,” she told me. 

Why  did  everybody  want  to  call  me  Sugar  or  sweetie?  “I  need  a room for at least a week, maybe longer. I’m not a hooker. Tony’s a friend helping me, that’s all.” 

“As  long  as  you  understand  the  rules,  deary,”  the  croon  wasn’t buying my story. I hoped Junior hadn’t canceled my Gold Card—he hadn’t. 

The  room  held  a  double  bed  on  the  left  covered  in  an  old, discolored bedspread that might have once been pink. On the right, a small television sat bolted to the top of a chipped chest of drawers. 

The  bathroom  sink  was  straight  ahead  next  to  a  small  closet,  and next to the sink was a door leading to a rust-stained shower. 

Tony  carried  my  bags  inside  and  hugged  me  from  the  back, pressing his erection against my ass. The room seemed to spin, but still, I wanted him to fuck me. Usually, a man like Tony would have had no appeal to me, but things weren’t normal. 

The zipper on the back of my dress came down, and then I was on my  back  on  a  discolored  sheet.  “Damn,  you’re  as  beautiful  as  you were in the video.” I sat up enough to fumbled with his pants until I could  get  at  his  undersized  dick.  “I  wonder  how  many  guys  have seen the movie and would like to be me.” I was so horny I didn’t care about the size of his cock or his stomach; I just wanted release. 

Maybe  it  was  because  of  the  abuse,  but  I  couldn’t  feel  his  cock inside me. Tony gave it his all, and after just a few short thrusts he grunted and shook as he came, making his belly jiggle. 

“Wow.  Your  pussy  feels  amazing.”  I  knew  a  guy  like  Tony  would never  admit  he  came  too  soon  or  that  he’d  left  me  even  more frustrated than I’d been before. 

I gave him a fake smile before saying, “Thanks for the ride, Tony. 

You’re a real friend.” 

Tony pulled his pants up and let me know if I ever needed another ride to call him. After he left, I just laid there naked on that smelly old bed and held my needy pussy. Tony’s cum leaked out of me, and I felt like crying myself to sleep. 

Chapter 15



The months that followed were brutal. If not for checks from Junior, I would have had to sell my jewelry. As it was, I took a waitressing job in a crappy little diner to build my savings while still living in the motel.  I  turned  down  rides  from  Tony—I  didn’t  need  to  be  left unsatisfied again. Still, I missed my little red Ferrari, and I wondered what my ex-husband had done with it. 

In  addition,  as  if  this  wasn’t  enough,  my  period  was  late.  It  was only a week, but it was a stressful week I didn’t need. My emotions swung  between  hope.  What  would  it  be  like  to  have  a  baby?  To dread,  how  would  I  be  able  to  care  for  a  child,  and  who  was  the father? 

I’d  lost  so  many  friends  when  I  left  Ethan  for  Sebastian,  and  the people  I  thought  of  as  my  friends  now  would  side  with  Sebastian over  a  bar  slut  with  a  video  on  the  internet.  None  of  them  would blame Junior for dumping me. 

My  calls  to  Ethan  went  straight  to  voicemail,  and  I  left  him  a message saying I was sorry for everything and really needed to talk with him. 

Being alone in that motel room gave me a lot of time to think about how  my  life  had  gone  so  wrong.  At  first,  I  was  mad  at  Ethan  for getting  me  started  as  a  hotwife.  Then  I  was  angry  at  Junior  for allowing it and at Rocko for using me and betraying me. 

I eventually realized the only person I had to blame was myself. I was  the  one  who  went  along  with  it.  I’d  used  them  just  as  they’d used me, and I was the one who let it get out of hand. The bar thing might technically be Rocko’s fault, but I confessed to myself that I’d do it again if I had the chance. 

I had been masturbating in the shower when someone knocked on my door. When the knocking wouldn’t stop, I wrapped myself in one of  the  motel's  minuscule  towels,  looked  through  the  peephole,  and quickly  opened  the  door  for  Ethan.  I  was  so  happy  to  see  him  I thoughtlessly dropped the towel to hug him. 

“Ethan.  What  are  you  doing  here?”  my  naked  breasts  were pressed against his chest, and his hands were on my bare ass. 

“Hello to you too,” he grinned and caressed my body. 

“It’s not like you haven’t seen me naked before,” I playfully slapped at  his  arm.  “I’m  so  happy  to  see  you,  Ethan.  Did  you  get  my message? Is that why you’re here?” 

I stepped to the side and let him into my little room so I could close the door. 

“I just got back from Japan.” 

“Why were you in Japan?” 

I sat on the bed and tried to cover myself with the tiny towel while Ethan took the only chair. “I saw the video,” he said. 

“Oh Ethan, I’m so sorry,” I felt the tears start. The night in the bar with Rocko was going to ruin what was left of my life. 

“It’s hard to explain what it was like to watch. It made me jealous, and it hurt me. I felt like my heart was being broken by the woman I still loved.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said again. Ethan looked at my chest, and I realized the  towel  had  slipped  and  one  breast  was  exposed.  I  sat  up straighter and said, “Is there anything I can do?” 

“My heart was broken, but the video made me hard,” Ethan looked embarrassed. “I was so turned on watching you being gangbanged that I ran the video repeatedly and beat off. Then I got inspired and started to paint.” 

“Before or after you came?” I said with a smile. 

“After,”  he  answered,  and  I  let  the  towel  fall  to  my  lap.  “Then  I finished painting the series featuring you, and Michelle put them on the market. After some crazy bidding, a guy in Japan bought them. 

So I went over to deliver them myself.” 

“I can’t believe you finished the work. I would have thought you’d never want to be around me again.” 

“I’m hurt every time I watch the video, and I watch it almost every day. I know that sounds insane, but you still don’t get it.” 

“Get what?” I took the towel off my lap and let my legs part. 

“I  love  you.  I  don’t  care  if  a  thousand  guys  fuck  you;  I’ll  still  love you. I might be angry if I don’t get to watch, but I will still love you.” 

Ethan  chuckled,  but  I  began  to  cry.  After  all  I’d  been  through,  I couldn’t believe what I was hearing—Ethan loved me. 

He sat next to me on the bed, wrapped his arms around me, and held me to his chest. I even liked the feel of his shirt rubbing against

my boobs; it was the first time in a long time I felt safe and happy. 

“Would you really love me if a thousand guys fucked me?” I asked, my mouth pressed to his neck. 

“Yes.” 

“Would you want to reclaim me with all their cum in my pussy?” 

“Oh, yes.” 

“Did you jack off to the video of me in the bar?” 

“Yes.”  Ethan  eased  me  back  on  the  bed  so  he  could  hold  my breasts and kiss my nipples. I reached for his erection. 

“Would you fuck me even if I hadn’t just been with another man?” 

“Scarlett,  I  want  you  so  much.”  I  felt  his  erection  beating  through the  rough  material  of  his  pants,  and  I  wanted  him  inside  me.  But, something was still missing—something I needed. 

“How much do you want me. You have to show me.” It was like I’d pushed  a  button  I  didn’t  even  know  existed.  Ethan  roughly  shoved my legs apart and thrust his monster cock inside my dripping pussy. I screamed in joy and wrapped my legs around him so I could pull him inside with my heels. 

With Ethan fucking me like a lunatic, we rolled around on the bed while  I  screamed  in  ecstasy.  My  ex-husband  was  finally  giving  me what I needed from him. 

I  felt  the  edge  of  the  bed  on  my  back  just  before  my  head  and shoulders hit the floor. Ethan continued fucking me upside down, and his cock filled my pussy even more. Then we were on the floor, and someone  was  pounding  on  the  door,  threatening  to  call  the  cops because of all the noise we were making. 

Ethan’s cock swelling inside me triggered my orgasm, and then his hot sperm sent me over the edge again. The crone motel manager used her master key to open the door, and I looked up at her with my head upside down. I was sweaty and breathing heavily through my mouth, with Ethan’s cock still hard inside me. 

“I’m planning to check out today,” I told her. 

Ethan  still  had  his  old  truck,  and  I  was  happy  to  be  sitting  in  the passenger  seat  again,  and  this  time  I  wore  nothing  but  a  sheer dress. I stayed snuggled up next to him, pulled up my dress as I told him my side of things. 

“When did the bar become a fantasy of yours?” he asked me. 

“When I first posed for your class.” 

“I wish you’d told me. I would have taken you to every bar in the city. I still might.” 

“I think once was enough for me.” 

At  Ethan’s  studio,  I  took  a  long  hot  shower  to  wash  off  the  old motel  room.  When  I  stepped  out,  soft  jazz  was  playing,  and  lit candles  surrounded  me.  Despite  having  my  hair  in  one  towel  and another  wrapped  around  my  body,  I  walked  over  to  hug  my  ex-husband. 

“What  is  all  this?”  I  asked,  scared  when  Ethan  got  on  one  knee and pulled out a small blue box. I couldn’t imagine he was playing a sick joke. 

“Scarlett, will you be my hotwife again?” 

I felt the room tilt, and I sat heavily on a chair. Ethan opened the box to reveal a ring. I’d never seen one like it, a perfect pearl set in a brushed gold band. 

“You can’t be serious, Ethan. After everything I did, how can you want me back?” 

“I  do  want  you  back  even  if  you  don’t  want  to  be  my  hotwife. 

Although I hope you do, I still want you back in my life.” 

I put my hands on both sides of his face and kissed him. 

“Is that a yes?” 

“Yes, that’s a yes. Now shut up and fuck me, again.” 

~0~

 



Other Hotwife Books by Thomas Roberts





I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost! 

Book 1 of “I Bet My Hotwife” 



William committed professional suicide when he took his dead-end job. Overworked, underpaid, and forced to put up with his a-hole boss, all he could look forward to was drinking himself into oblivion. 

That was until he met Kristen. Bubbly and beautiful, she became the light in his darkness. No more lonely nights spent in dive bars and hooking up with strangers, he knew he'd found the one. She even shared his fetish for hotwifing. But as this loving couple give in to their darkest desires, can their marriage survive its ultimate test? 

Will's big black boss wants Kristen all to himself... and she won't say no! 





I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost Again! 

Book 2 of “I Bet My Hotwife” 



Will and Kristen finally take the honeymoon they’ve been saving for. 

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



 

I Bet My Hotwife… and Finally Won! 

Book 3 of “I Bet My Hotwife” 



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





Katie’s Hotwife Awakening

Book 1 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures” 



Katie loves Mack even though he’s very small “down there.” She only has one stipulation when they get married: if she ever meets her favorite actor, she can have a wild no-holds-barred affair with him. 

Mack agrees, then is stunned when a gorgeous lookalike enters their lives. Can he keep his marriage intact when he learns that Katie’s wild fling won’t be just a one-night stand? 





Katie’s Hotwife Reawakening

Book 2 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures” 



Katie absolutely loved banging her sexy movie star, Brad Peterson! 

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





Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story



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

Will Carlo lose her completely to her newfound fetish and lifestyle, or is their marriage beyond saving? 







A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal



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

and then participate! 





Brianna's Hotwife Offering



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





Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife Jimmy and Annette grew up together, so it seemed only natural for them to marry. They were the perfect couple... until the stress of Jimmy's police work made him impotent. When Jimmy discovers a video of his wife having sex with a black man, he's shocked and hurt. 

Even more shockingly, he becomes aroused! With newfound confidence (and an eagerness to explore his new fetish), Jimmy sets out to win his wife back. 





Sex Addict Hotwife



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





A BBC Bull’s Tale



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





My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures



Erica can’t understand why her husband looks at erotic websites. 

Why does he ogle other naked women when he can look at her? 

He’s particularly fascinated with hotwife movies, and he won’t stop pushing until he can watch her having screaming hot sex with a massive BBC bull! Will she give in to his perverse desires? Does she really have any choice? 





Hotwife Lexi Takes the Challenge

Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge” 



When Hunter and Lexi’s relationship gets stale, he suggests spicing things up with a Dare Bucket. Half the dares are intensely sexual. 

Once a week, they draw a random card… and the racy hotwife excitement begins! Can Lexi handle a thrilling affair with a stunning dark lesbian while she’s being roughly used by a sexy black bull? 





Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge

Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge” 



The Dare Bucket Challenge continues! Willie, Lexi’s gorgeous BBC

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





Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker Gangbang

Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge” 



Hotwife Lexi is at it again when her sexy BBC lover takes her in exciting new ways that leave her dazzled with raw passion. But her

eager cuckold husband wants to give her even more excitement and arranges for her favorite rock band to gangbang her backstage! Lexi even seduces a young lesbian virgin into her erotic lifestyle. How much lusty sex can even horny Lexi handle? 





My Smutty Hotwife Confessions



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





My Illicit Hotwife Gangbang



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





Naughty BBC Hotwife Adventures #1



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

 



Hotwife Voyeur Resort

Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort” 



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



The Sybian Explosion

Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort” 



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





Billionaire’s Reluctant Hotwife

Book 1 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife” 



When Tania’s first husband tried to coerce her into being a hotwife, she wanted nothing to do with the lifestyle. But over time, the idea of being roughly taken by sexy well-hung black men began to intrigue her. When she mentioned it to her new husband, he was enthralled. 

Now Tania’s about to get more than she bargained for when her devious ex-husband promises her to a vicious outlaw gang! 

 



Billionaire’s Captive Hotwife

Book 2 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife” 



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





Billionaire’s Defiant Hotwife

Book 3 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife” 



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





The Hotwife Hooker: A Hotwife Fairytale



An innocent fantasy becomes so much more! Jennifer has no idea how her life will change when she discovers some racy hotwife movies and books. Suddenly she’s obsessed with becoming a hotwife! But things get way out of control when her husband uneasily suggests she pretend to be a hooker and he’ll be her eager john. 

Instead of meeting him as planned, why has she taken off with three huge black men? 





Truth or Dare

Book 3 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort” 



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





Hotwife Karina: Shared



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





Seduced by Her Husband’s Bullying Boss



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





Corrupting The Innocent Bride



Emily’s bachelorette party gets a whole lot wilder than anyone expected, especially her fiancé! Sure, they'd shared their mutual fantasies about her being taken hard and unprotected by multiple men while he watched. But they never really expected it to happen…

did they? Then the sexy Las Vegas strippers arrive, and all hell breaks loose! Will their love survive? 





The Ambitious Hotwife Newscaster



We know who Savana is--we’ve all seen her on cable news. She’s beautiful, single, and smart. Her voice alone could seduce almost any man. But few people know she’s actually a married hotwife. 

Even fewer people know her husband watches over the internet as she’s taken hard by both sexes. She’s sexy, famous, and available, but all she really wants is the man she married. 





My Stripper Hotwife



He heard clothing being stripped off, and his wife moaning. 

Knowing men were excited by her beautiful body fulfilled a need deep inside her, an insatiable lust to be taken and used. He’d started this, but how long can Ryan battle his own jealousy, rage, and hot longing while she’s taken hard and fast by multiple hot studs? 



Hotwife Brittany: Ravished in the Jungle



Brittany and I were the perfect suburban couple until she took a high-paying engineering job in the jungle. Her rugged black assistant, Amare, already had several wives, but he wanted to add a beautiful sexy blonde to his collection. Now I can only watch her online as she gives herself to another man—until she needs rescuing from roving gangs. 

 

Used and Abused by the Mob



He didn’t have a choice really, the mobster had him over a barrel. He could either give up his wife or… he didn’t want to think about the

‘or.’ It was Candy who made the decision for him. “Please don’t hurt my husband. We’ll do anything you want. I’ll go with you.” Doug could only watch helplessly as his beautiful wife walked away with the Russian gangster. 





Hotwife Karina: Ravished



Marshall, Karina's well-endowed lover, is about to be released from prison with his dangerous new friends, and Karina's excited. She's been back with the husband she loves, but her lust for other men has not abated--and Michael's perverted desires to share her are as strong as ever. With Marshall free, will Michael be able to keep her? 





Hotwife Lexi: Dare Bucket Trilogy



Get the entire hotwife trilogy! Hunter and Lexi's relationship has grown stale when he suggests spicing things up with a Dare Bucket. 

Half the dares must be intensely sexual. Once a week, they draw a random card…and the racy hotwife excitement begins! Can Lexi handle a thrilling affair with a stunning blonde lesbian while a sexy black bull roughly uses her? 



Shhh! My Husband’s Listening



The fall could have killed me, and for now I was stuck in a hospital bed, unable to use my arms or legs. I could only listen--frustrated

and aroused--as horny men used my gorgeous wife Adrianna. We'd talked about my strange desire to share her, and now it was really happening! I've lost count of the number of demanding bulls who have used her. Will she ever be satisfied with just one man again? 





Dominique’s Hotwife Cruise



Dominique is an innocent virgin when her new husband wins a honeymoon Caribbean cruise for two. They have no idea the voyage is a no-holds-barred clothing-optional cruise for hotwives! Their lives are changed forever as she’s taken brutally and unprotected by sixteen horny couples, BBC stud James from ‘Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife,’ and several brawny crewmen! 
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