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		THIS BOOK IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION. Any resemblance to persons living or deal is accidental and pretty damned impressive.

		

		THIS WORK IS NOT MEANT FOR ANY PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18, OR OLDER DEPENDING ON YOUR STATE OR COUNTRY.

		

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

		

		CONSIDER THIS A TRIGGER WARNING: There is sex in this book, lots of it. If reading about people having sex with others to whom they are not married offends you, please don’t read any further. If lesbian sex is repugnant to you, please do not buy this book. Close this page and step calmly away from your computer. There is nothing for you to see here.

		

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

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		Everyone in the town of Hope knew of the fenced-off compound and the man who his followers called The Companion. He, and a cadre of his disciples, had popped up out of nowhere two years before. Now they, or the people who visited for a week-long seminar, were always visible.

		The Companion wasn’t, strictly speaking, running a ‘cult.’ Although that’s what it seemed to be, as far as anyone could tell.

		The Companion, or people acting on his behalf, had purchased several adjoining plots of land without anyone in Hope knowing what they were doing. After opening his ministry, some people coming for a week of his teaching elected to stay, adding to the ‘cult ‘status.

		The Companion and his lawyers were careful to get all the necessary permits and grease the right palms. There was nothing the people of Hope could do about it, and a few were making money supplying the needs of the ever-growing compound.

		Nobody seemed to know his real name; he was just “The Companion.” His followers at the compound were required to dress alike. Both men and women wore white robes, held at the waist by corded belts, the color of which denoted their status.

		Blue were visitors learning from the great man. White was for Novices; Red indicated Superiors; Purple, of which there were only two, were Deity.

		Loretto was a beautiful black woman and the only Deity other than The Companion. She might have been twenty-five years old or forty-five; nobody knew for sure. Loretto, with a gang of workers, was responsible for administration.

		The robes worn by the women were designed to emphasize and expose their breasts. Loretto was careful to dress each woman individually because The Companion wanted to see their legs. The younger female recruits were often given skirts ending at mid-thigh unless Loretto thought an even shorter skirt would please her Deity. She was just as careful with the men. It wasn’t unusual for a male Initiate to be given a robe that did nothing to conceal his penis. Loretto was a Deity, after all, and she liked to see cocks.

		Hair was worn in what had been called ponytails, and the men were required to shave their beards. There was talk going around Sal’s Rest Stop Bar & Grill, and it rapidly spread to the Legion Hall. The word was the female followers were naked under their robes. The older and generally wiser put the story down to wishful thinking. Still, the men kept a close watch, particularly on windy days.

		The same guys gathered for breakfast at the same diner every Thursday morning. The primary subject of discussion had changed from sports to speculation about the Great Underwear Question.

		“I seen a couple of them with the light behind them, you know what I mean? Like the sun was just coming up,” one of the diners observed through a mouthful of scrambled eggs. “I could see right through one of them little bathrobes, and damn if I couldn’t see her pink nipple.”

		Men who had been reading the sports section or talking with their neighbors were suddenly paying close attention. “What else could you see, Wally?”

		“Well, I could see between her legs, but I couldn’t really make out much.”

		“You mean, you couldn’t see her panties or her snatch or hair or anything?”

		“Nope, just maybe a hint of her slit, but I’m none too sure about it.” Roger seemed disappointed not to be able to report in more detail.

		“You think they shave them?” one of the old men asked as he excitedly adjusted himself in his seat, his coffee rolling near the edge of his cup while honey dripped off his muffin and landed on his shirt.

		“Oh, Lord, I’m afeeling moved by your spirit to join them. Or whatever it is that moves me.”

		“Oh, knock it off, Fred. It would take a train to move you, and if you did catch one of them, you wouldn’t remember what to do with her, anyway.”

		“So, here’s the deal as I heard it,” said Patrick, the unofficial leader of the breakfast club and the kind of man people just naturally paid attention to when he spoke up.

		“I heard this Companion guy believes the entire Universe, and all of us in it, are gods. Something crazy like that. Suppose they follow him; why there’s nothing they need to worry about because everything’s already pre-ordained by the universe, and he’s the only guy who knows the secret code if you can believe his shit.”

		“But he’s not crazy. He’s cooked up a way to make a lot of money and have a lot of s e x if you know what I mean.”

		“Isn’t the correct spelling p u s s y?”

		“Yep, and that’s what's peculiar,” Pat continued. “People join as a couple, but immediately the wife belongs to The Companion.”

		“What do you mean, belongs?”

		“It’s a sex thing I heard,” Patrick said, jumping in, and wild speculation broke out everywhere except at the little table for two where Edgar sat with his wife, Jolene.

		

		The guy calling himself The Companion was a good-looking man of about thirty-five. He dressed well and always seemed to be smiling and giving off a pleasant sense of welcome, even to people who were set on making him their enemy. After all, he needn't worry. He wasn’t sure if he really had the key to unlocking the power of the universe, but he definitely had the key to unlocking a shitpot full of money and more married pussy than he could handle.

		He started his cult by buying the old Olsen place, and nobody seemed to care. The farm sat on land many considered useless for either farming or grazing. The soil was poor and hilly. The only thing it was good for was raising cactus, and even those hardy plants had trouble surviving on such poor soil.

		There was a shack to live in and a series of outbuildings. A barn had been built in a burst of optimism along with a bunkhouse. A lone dog of undeterminate breed wondered the place and lived on a diet of rabbit and prairie dogs.

		The Companion hadn’t even haggled over the price. He simply paid the asking amount and set out to improve the property. A few people started talking about the strange guy who'd bought such a useless piece of land and had even paid the full asking price. What a rube, and with a name like The Companion. Soon, The Companion had several new and not very complimentary names. He became the main topic of conversation at the Legion Hall, Sal’s Rest Stop Bar & Grill, and even at Dorothy’s Beauty Salon. Men wanted to introduce themselves and meet this fool. Unfortunately for many of them—they brought their wives.

		There wasn’t much to do in Hope except talk about the neighbors, and this neighbor was the most interesting one to come along in some time. There were terrific rumors about him, and poor Monika, the real estate broker who had handled the sale, was pressed for information she simply didn’t have. Not having truthful answers had never been a problem for Monika in the past. As long as people bought homes from her, and as long as men kept buying drinks for her, she’d keep making things up.

		Monika, as it happened, was considered the most stunning looking woman in Hope, not counting Jolene, of course, and she knew it. Monika flaunted her assets by wearing extremely short skirts matched with blouses designed to provide glimpses of the goods. Monika looked for reasons to bend over, and her blouses were selected based on their ability to fall open enough to show her breasts.

		When Monika crossed her legs, which she often needed to do, her skirts would fall away from her top leg. Then, if she weren’t careful, and Monika was never careful, she provided an excellent view of her panties. The patient observer might even see Monika’s dark bush.

		Judy was a pleasant-looking woman but not near the top of any imaginary ranking. She looked nice but not great, and she rarely flashed anybody. Poor Daisy wouldn’t have rated at all. After Daisy converted and took up with The Companion at the compound, the men at the Legion were amazed by the improvements they saw in her. They also saw a lot more of her.

		The men knew Daisy had converted with her husband Earl, and there were hours dedicated to figuring out how all that worked.

		

		The Companion had said he was some kind of preacher, but he wasn’t of the usual variety. Everyone agreed he was a mesmerizing speaker, but he believed in a strange “universe” god. If he’d been a traditional fire and brimstone protestant, he might have had a television channel of his own. But that wasn’t what The Companion wanted.

		The Companion had captivated Judy, and she was going to drag her nearly worthless husband Fred out to the next meeting. Since people were coming from as far away as New York City to spend a week learning from The Companion, Judy thought there might be something to all this, and if nothing else, he was good eye candy.

		The Companion did more than preach; he also physically worked hard to create the compound he envisioned. The valley had been experiencing a heatwave of Biblical proportions, and The Companion had taken off his shirt to work. The men’s barracks had been completed, but outbuildings remained. He also needed to decide if there should be separate barracks for women, or should they stay in the main house with him? In the end, he decided to expand his cabin for the women.

		The day Judy dragged Fred along with her, she drove right past the old Olsen place, and there he was. The Companion had his shirt off, and his chest was shaped like the letter “V,” with broad, muscular shoulders, impossibly strong-looking arms with thick wrists that ended in long heavy fingers. He didn’t look up immediately, giving Judy time to stare at the mat of curly black hair covering his chest. His dark hair ended in another “V-shape,” disappearing down the front of his low-cut jeans as if pointing at the immense lump in his pants.

		Later, over coffee with her girlfriends, Judy excused herself to apply a cold washrag to her unusually flushed face and upper chest at the Eat' N Park. Then, sitting on the toilet trying to catch her breath, she heard the sopping wetness of her sex dripping into the toilet bowl beneath her.

		Judy ripped the last of the thin, nearly useless toilet paper off the roll. She was afraid the paper would come back with proof of her period starting, even though it seemed like it had just ended.

		She gasped and jerked at the pleasing, tingling feeling when she touched her clitoris. There was no blood, but the paper was soaked through with her natural lubrication. Judy touched her clitoris again, this time with her bare fingers. Wasn’t playing with herself a sin? Judy considered the question even as more heat gathered at the center of her being. Finally, her breath ragged, Judy stroked her aching clitoris faster. She saw The Companion again. He had his shirt off, and there was a massive lump in his pants. The hair on his chest disappeared under the waistband of his jeans and the smell of him. Judy bit down hard on her fist to stop the scream as she orgasmed.

		Judy had never cum like this before, but then she’d rarely climaxed at all. Her body was bent in half, and as her fingers flew over the throbbing nub, she heard herself crying along with her release.

		As the marvelous feelings faded, something new happened–Judy came again. This time her orgasm was so sudden, surprising, and intense Judy groaned loudly. The second climax came, went, and returned, lasting for a very long time. Judy’s entire being was centered on her clitoris; even her hearing shut down, and when the incredible, overwhelming sensations finally eased, Judy heard someone knocking on the door to her cubical.

		“Are you all right in there?” Marcia sounded concerned.

		“I’m … I’m fine … Marcia,” Judy said even as she continued stroking her throbbing clitoris. “Just a … just a cramp … you know.”

		“Oh, honey. I get such cramps. Do you need a Midol?”

		“Yes, and Marcia?” It felt like another orgasm was going to overwhelm her again. “Do you have a tampon?”

		“I’ll get one, just hold on,” Marcia rushed from the room just as another, even stronger orgasm made Judy groan again. She imagined presenting herself to The Companion like an animal in heat. She’d be on her back, her legs spread as far apart as she could make them go, and she’d be holding her pussy open for him … her orgasm was an explosion that ripped through her body.

		Judy had one hand clenched between her teeth to muffle her screams when Marcia banged on the door again. Never in her entire life had she felt like this. Her blouse was stuck to her chest by the sweat of her excursions. She was breathing heavily through her nose and wasn’t entirely sure that she wouldn't cum again.

		When Judy finally rejoined the group, she finished telling her tale. “There he was, smiling and waving at me, wearing only his short robe tied at the waist, and he wasn’t wearing underwear.”

		The other women listened carefully. They’d seen The Companion and knew how handsome he was, and more than a few had imagined his smile was just for them.

		“He’s got muscles,” Judy reported. “Not those strange bodybuilder muscles. He just looks … strong.” She dragged out the word ‘strong,’ and each woman knew what Judy meant. They wished they’d been on the receiving end of that fabulous smile of his. But Judy wasn’t done.

		“I know he wasn’t wearing underwear because I could see his thing swinging back and forth.” Judy looked around the circle of women and nodded her head as if agreeing with whatever it was they were thinking. “I’m not ashamed to admit he gave me naughty ideas, especially when I saw the end of it. My god, it’s big. Could I have another one of those rums with just a tiny amount of Coke?

		“What kind of naughty ideas?”

		“I about took my panties off and spread my legs for him, right there in the farmyard,” Judy said. “I’d have done it too if that jack-ass Fred hadn’t asked me what I was staring at.”

		“Fucking Fred,” one of the ladies said.

		“Don’t you mean, ‘Unfucking Fred?” another chimed in, and the consensus was that Fred was a no-good pain in the ass.

		“You’ll never guess what The Companion’s major was in college,” Judy was about to impart a choice, grade A, piece of information, and she wanted something for it. She wanted to move up the girls-only pecking order at the diner.

		When she had everyone's attention again, she said the magic word. “The Companion majored in Astronomy, and he even worked on one of those huge telescopes that can see to the edge of the universe, and that’s where he discovered his god. Oh, before I forget, you’ll never guess who’s been invited to join his congregation.”

		“Can’t anybody join just by showing up?”

		“Nope, you have to be invited.” Several of the women answered at the same time.

		“You have to go out there and talk to him. If he thinks you’re ready, you have tea with him, and maybe you get an invitation to come to a general meeting. Then after the general meeting, maybe you get an invitation to come to a more private meeting where everything is explained, and then maybe you get an invitation to join.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		A few years earlier Daisy had been the first, and her husband Earl had been the second local to join The Companion. His small cadre of followers was one-by-one returning to their homes. They had been carefully recruited to assist with the move to the cactus-covered hills of small-town Hope while making it look as though he had even more followers than he actually had. The story would be that they were going out into the world to spread the word.

		

		Daisy had prepared carefully for her interview with The Companion. Her priest had tried his best to talk her out of it by telling her she couldn’t be a Christan if she worshipped “false idols.”

		The Companion hadn’t been in town long enough yet to become a fixture, and he was still looking for his first couple to become Novices. Daisy had heard him talk, and she’d read the pamphlet printed with an old dot-matrix printer. Most people ignored him or laughed at his efforts. But to Daisy, it felt like The Companion would fill the aching hole in her heart.

		Earl didn’t much care about heart-holes, but he couldn’t miss an opportunity to gather information for the men’s Thursday Breakfast Club. “I’m coming with you,” was all he said as soon as he caught sight of his wife shaving her pussy. Earl coming along was for the best and relieved Daisy of one more worry. The Companion wanted couples joining together. He thought it would strengthen bonds in the community he was building. Naturally, none of them suspected his actual plans.

		“Now, Earl,” Daisy said. “According to The Companion, true enlightenment can’t be achieved without universal satisfaction, and universal satisfaction can only be achieved by following his teaching and doing as he directs.”

		“Yeah, so?” Earl finished his beer and belched.

		“The way to universal satisfaction is different for women than it is for men.”

		“I’ll just bet it is.”

		‘That’s ‘cause we’re different, you stupid pig.’ Daisy thought, afraid to say it out loud before she went back to imagining what The Companion would be like in bed.

		

		Edgar hadn’t been in the news business very long, if you could call a stringer for the Times as being in the news business at all. A few months earlier, he’d pointed out a story for his wife, Jolene, and pronounced it as his.

		“That’s not your writing Edgar,” Jolene had said. “The reporter’s name is right there, above the story.”

		“Not the story,” Edgar said, now exasperated. “The word, right there. The paragraph starts with the word ‘Is,’ I wrote that word.”

		Edgar looked proudly at his work. He was published in the Times, and big things would start happening. Jolene smiled at her husband. She certainly did love the big lug, and he wanted so much to be a successful writer.

		Jolene hadn’t even taken Edgar to bed yet when she’d married him. He was her best friend, and her career hadn’t taken off. The simple truth was that Edgar made her laugh. Even now, standing next to each other, they’d never be taken for man and wife.

		Edgar was a normal-looking guy who would be comfortable in any shit-kicker bar, but Jolene was gorgeous. The word ‘beautiful’ didn’t do her justice. Edgar’s wife was spectacular enough to stop a man’s heart.

		Her long, naturally blonde hair reached the middle of her back. Tanned by the sun, she looked like an elegantly dimpled surfer girl fresh off a Southern California beach. Her legs were long, and strong from hours spent on her bike. Her butt was tight, perfectly heart-shaped. Jolene had the type of ass men just wanted to hold.

		On the other hand, Jolene thought her breasts might be too large and firm for her frame. Her nipples had always been sensitive, but lately, they had become so responsive she could climax just from Edgar sucking a nipple. Unsurprisingly, Edgar had never complained about the size of his wife’s boobs.

		Jolene was an established writer. True, she wrote exclusively for women’s magazines, but still, she was published and paid for her work, and Edgar’s single word hadn’t resulted in any income.

		Most of Jolene's work meant attending fashion shows and reporting on trends in women’s wear and what the next season held. She attracted as much attention at the shows as the well-paid models, who both loved and hated her. All the attention struck Jolene as funny until she told Edgar about it. He didn’t think his wife attracting so much attention was funny at all, and Jolene expected him to be hurt and jealous. Edgar was jealous, but not in the way Jolene thought he’d be. He was wildly turned on.

		As his wife talked, she noticed his growing erection. “Edgar, is this exciting you?”

		“A little.”

		“Why aren’t you jealous? Some of these organizers are rich, good-looking guys, and they’re coming on to me.”

		“I get it; I really do. Some of those guys are probably sponsoring just so they can fuck the models,” Edgar guessed.

		“The modelizers,” Jolene explained. “I’ve heard some even keep score of how many models they’ve taken to bed.”

		“But you’re not a model. Maybe they just want to fuck you.”

		“You’re getting hard picturing me fucking some rich guy. That’s it, isn’t it?” Jolene was seeing a different side of her husband, and she moved over to sit on his lap. “Edgar, I can feel your cock throbbing. You’re excited by the thought of me fucking guys when I’m out of town.”

		“I’m sorry, Jolene,” but she was already sitting in a chair across from him.

		“Take off your pants,” she ordered, her voice stern. Still thinking she was angry with him, Edgar did as he was told.

		“Now, jerk off for me.”

		“I can’t just jerk off without something to look at or read,” Edgar had a sudden idea. “Maybe if I look at you while you tell me things. You know, about guys who have come on to you.”

		Knowing her husband already had an erection, Jolene slipped out of her pants and spread her legs enough for Edgar to see her touching her clitoris.

		“I danced with a guy, a really handsome guy, and I think he put a lot of money into the show,” Jolene started, voice soft. “While we were dancing, I could feel his big hard-on, and he rubbed it against me.”

		Edgar, using just his thumb and forefinger on his small cock, asked. “What happened, Jolene. I won’t be angry, I promise. Did you fuck him?”

		Edgar’s hand flew, and to Jolene’s surprise, she felt herself becoming aroused, too. “No, but I wanted to. I wanted him to fuck me, but I was afraid.”

		“Of what?”

		“Of you, of cheating on you. I don’t want to hurt you, Edgar. “Then in a near whisper. She added, “But, I was so turned on.”

		“Did he make your pussy wet?”

		“Yes,” Jolene lied. She hadn’t danced with any man; Jolene was making the story up and exciting them both.

		“Fuck him, Jolene. Next time, fuck him and come home to tell me about it.”

		“Are you sure?” Jolene was shocked by what her husband had said—he couldn’t possibly mean it.

		“Yes, I’m sure.” Edgar’s voice had grown husky, and his fingers moved faster on his cock. “Touch yourself for me, Jolene. Please, and tell me more.”

		Jolene adjusted herself so Edgar could see between her legs. She rarely masturbated, and she couldn’t remember the last time she’d let Edgar see her pussy. Her ‘snatch,’ she thought. Her ‘quim,’ her ‘beaver.’ She used her wet forefinger to stroke her clitoris, surprised at how thinking all the words for pussy inspired her.

		“He tried to touch my … my pussy,” she stammered. In her mind, a well-dressed man was reaching between her legs as they danced. She was wearing her beige dress with buttons holding the front together, and he’d unbuttoned her to touch her pussy.

		“What were you wearing?” Edgar's voice shook with the turmoil he felt.

		“My beige dress, the one with buttons up the front. He unbuttoned some, and then he pushed me up against a wall,” Jolene paused and stared at her husband’s hand. “You’ll get angry.”

		“No, I want to hear. I’m so close, Jolene,” he continued. Trying hard not to cum too soon.

		“He … if you’re sure.” When Edgar nodded his head eagerly, she continued. “He touched me, and he felt how wet I was. His hand made me wetter, and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning.”

		“Did he get under your panties?” Edgar stroked his cock even faster, his eyes glued to his wife’s pussy.

		Jolene decided to go all in. “I wasn’t wearing any panties. Please forgive me, Edgar, but he touched my bare pussy, and I couldn’t help myself. I’m so ashamed, honey. You must hate me.”

		“What happened when he touched your pussy?” Edgar was crawling toward her. She knew what he wanted, and she wanted it just as much as he did. “I need you, Edgar. I need your mouth on me; please do it.”

		After climaxing in only moments, Jolene held her husband’s head in her hands and licked her juices from his face. She’d never done anything like it before.

		“We were just playing, right? You don’t actually want me to have sex with some stranger when I’m traveling?”

		“I wasn't playing,” Edgar said.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Jolene was out of town when Edgar wandered into a seedy bar to use the restroom. The bar was the type of place he’d generally avoid if Jolene were with him. With Jolene, Edgar would have avoided the entire rundown neighborhood, but Edgar needed to piss, and his only other option was to stand in the alley and let go against a dumpster. Besides, he had no reason to hurry home; Jolene was on one of her frequent trips, and the only thing he might miss would be her often-forgotten telephone call. For reasons he couldn’t understand, Jolene had a habit of mixing up his cell number with the number to their antique landline.

		For a moment, thinking of his beautiful wife alone in a hotel full of men hoping to score with one of the models caused Edgar to wonder if Jolene would ever cheat on him. She had the opportunity, and some men she met were wealthy and good-looking. He supposed if the timing were just right …

		How would Jolene look sitting on another man’s lap with his cock buried in her pussy? Edgar supposed she’d look elegant and perfectly beautiful, but the other guy would look like he’d just hit the daily double. The thought caused Edgar’s undersized dick to stiffen.

		Edgar couldn’t piss with a hard-on. What had caused him to focus on this? He’d never, not for a single moment, suspected Jolene of sleeping with another man; or another woman, although the latter seemed more likely.

		Back in the bar, everything looked the same as it always did. Two windows faced the street, each with a flashing beer sign advertising the same brand. They were even, Edgar thought, promoting the same beer.

		The long wooden bar was stained nearly black and ran the length of the left wall. On the right were eight booths, each large enough to seat four men, and two were full. Only one person sat at the bar, and he was at the end nearest the restrooms, sitting on a stool lacking arm and backrests.

		Edgar stopped at the bar long enough to order a beer before continuing his mad rush to the rust-stained urinal after nearly slipping on the pee-soaked floor. He couldn’t help himself; the relief was so great his “ah … god … yes” might have been a little too loud.

		The homeless-looking single guy had moved to the stool next to Edgar’s beer when he came out. “You’re a reporter, aren’t you?” The man wasn’t drunk, and the mug in front of him was still half full.

		Being recognized and even called a ‘reporter’ gave Edgar a shot of adrenalin, causing him to sit up straighter. Nobody had ever recognized him before.

		“I’ve done some reporting,” Edgar responded.

		“Well, my name’s Earl, and I’ve got a hell of a story if you’re man enough to hear it.”

		‘Man enough?’ What the hell did that mean, Edgar wondered. What kind of a story could this guy have? “Listen, I don’t have much time, and the truth is I just came in to use the can.”

		“Know you did. You ever hear of a guy who calls himself ‘The Companion?’”

		Edgar sipped his beer and tried not to look interested. He’d more than heard of The Companion; he was convinced the man was dirty. Instead, he answered, “Yeah, he’s some religious guy, has a church somewhere. A commune out in the country. Is that the guy?”

		“You know it is. Want to know how I can tell? Your eyes. Your pupils got big as soon as I said his name. ‘Some religious guy’ … my old ass.”

		“Okay, you got me.”

		“Buy me a beer and one of them crappy pizzas. I’ll tell you things nobody else knows.” The man reached into his shirt and pulled out a silver chain holding a dog tag with the number 3 engraved on it. This guy had been the third person to join The Companion’s flock, a congregation that now numbered in the thousands.

		Edgar couldn’t hide his surprise, and he reappraised the guy. He was unshaven and badly in need of a haircut, but he wasn’t as old as Edgar first guessed, and they might even be close in age. “Are you seriously telling me you were the third member of The Companion’s little club?”

		“You sound suspicious.”

		“I am. Who were numbers one and two?” Edgar asked a trick question.

		“The Companion himself is number one, of course.” Earl’s face grew sad. “My wife Daisy is number two, and that’s the story I want you to tell the world. The story of my wife, I guess she’s my ex-wife now, because of The Companion.” He was right. The Companion himself had been number one, and a woman named Daisy had been number two. But, just because he knew the names didn’t, by itself, prove anything.

		“Buy me another beer, and I’ll start providing proof. But, not a lot of it,” his smile was clever-looking.

		“So,” Edgar said after ordering another for Earl, he had only just touched his. “How did your wife, excuse me, ex-wife become flock number two?”

		“Have you seen The Companion?”

		“I have.”

		“In person?”

		“Again, I have.”

		“I’m not being gay or anything, but would you say he’s a good-looking guy?” Earl asked.

		“Without being gay or anything,” Edgar said, repeating Earl’s words back to him. “I’d say he’s movie-star handsome. Maybe movie-star handsome in a way movie stars were in the old movies.”

		“Right. Exactly right. The son-of-a-bitch has it going. Perfect fucking face, perfect fucking body, perfect fucking voice. Perfect fucking everything,” Earl's face was lit with an inner glow. “But, there’s more. I mean, besides the obvious, like his ability to say just the right thing at just the right time. There’s even more than that, and I know what it is.”

		“He’s bringing in millions of dollars, he’s famous, and he has a lot of followers. He’s a dangerous guy to cross,” Edgar pointed out.

		Earl looked at him sadly. “I’m still a member of his congregation; I joined with Daisy. Now all I have in the world are these rags and a story. How much do you think my story’s worth?”

		“Depends on how good it is,” Edgar answered.

		“If I told you it was good enough to crash his whole fucking empire and land him in prison?”

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		“If I keep buying you beers, are you going to be able to finish your story?” Edgar asked.

		“No,” Earl slurred in reply. “I got a lot of story to tell, and it’s going to take some time. You okay with that, with it taking some time?”

		“If it’s worth hearing.”

		“Fair enough,” Earl answered. “So, let’s see if I can make my story worth your time. I’ll start at the beginning.”

		Edgar laughingly said, “The beginning is usually the best place to start.”

		“Sonny Barnes blew into town maybe five years ago looking for pussy and someone to give him a stake,” Earl began. “Sonny only had his looks and the way he had of talking almost any woman out of her panties.”

		“Wait,” Edgar said. “Who’s Sonny Barnes?”

		“The Companion. Sonny Barnes is his real name. I bet you didn’t know that, did you college boy?”

		“No, I did not,” Edgar admitted. He ignored the college boy crack, licking the end of his pencil before writing in a small reporter’s notebook.

		The beers placed before Earl were disappearing fast, and he sounded morose. “My Daisy hired this shit-kicker because he was so good-looking, and his cock hung to his knees. I never had reason to suspect Daisy in those days. I had a middling-sized construction company at the time. It wasn’t big as construction companies go, but we made some money, and I could provide a comfortable living to a couple of guys. Plus Daisy and me, of course.”

		“Why’d you hire him?”

		“I didn’t hire him, well, not directly. Daisy was my office manager, which made her my bookkeeper, and one day I came in from the field, and she told me we had a new hand.” Earl picked up a full glass of beer and drained it without appearing to swallow.

		“So, Sonny Barnes starts working for you?” Edgar prompted.

		“Oh, hell no. Sonny Barnes never did a lick of work for me. Daisy hired him to work for her in the office, doing office things. I’d be off somewhere doing real work, getting sweaty, and earning money. I’d be at it all day while Daisy and Sonny would be doing office things and talking.”

		Earl’s slur was getting worse. “When was the last time you had a decent meal and a good night’s sleep?”

		“Been a while. I eat at the compound, and I should be getting back there.” Earl’s eyes didn’t look right. “I do need my pills, or whatever they are, if I’m going to work tomorrow.”

		After another beer and no further progress on his story, Edgar poured Earl into his car. But, as soon as he had the car in gear, Earl woke up enough to direct him around the block and into an alley. “Fucking Companion and his goons’ll be out looking for me.”

		“Why would they be looking for you, and why should I care?” Edgar asked him.

		“Because I know shit I shouldn’t know, and they want to shut me up, and because they’re fucking dangerous,” Earl answered, sounding reasonably alert.

		“You don’t think they’d shoot you or anything?” Edgar asked, half because Earl was scaring him, although the other half thought Earl was full of bullshit.

		Earl was suddenly completely sober. His eyes were clear, and his voice was steady, the slur gone. “They’ll shoot you dead right after they do me.”

		Edgar, despite his earlier concerns, believed him.

		

		The fashion shows were dazzling. New York knew how to put on a series of spectacles, and Jolene loved it all. She loved the clothes, she loved the parties, she loved the gossip, and perhaps most of all, she loved being hit on by every straight guy. It was terrific fun. Jolene especially enjoyed dancing with the rich, good-looking men.

		She wasn’t sure what caused a man to have an erection when dancing with her. Was it purely a physical reaction of being close to a female. So close they could smell her perfume and maybe feel her body, or was it just because she was a woman? Did it mean the guy was attracted to her, or was it just because he wanted to fuck her?

		Maybe it was all those things. Whatever it was, some of the men dancing close with Jolene got hard, and she, in turn, reacted to the feel of their erections pressing against her. Usually, Jolene would only be interested in a man with an amusing wit and a quick mind. But these good-looking men all had quick wits to go with their large erections. They wouldn’t have climbed the slippery ladder to the top unless they were smart, and they were definitely causing a reaction in her.

		Jolene began noticing the differences in the erections, something she’d never paid much attention to in the past. Odd, since her husband was not well endowed, she was most turned on by men with noticeably large cocks. Those two words kept repeating themselves in her mind: ‘Large Cocks.’

		“I want me some hard cocks,” she hummed to herself.

		One man insisted on holding her very close, even though the music wasn’t suitable for slow dancing, and he had a Large Cock. Jolene stopped humming when his Large Cock pressed against her Wide On. Which is what she called her pussy when she was aroused, and everything seemed to open up down there. Her body was ready not just to fuck, but to be pounded into humiliated submission.

		Edgar would not have recognized his wife when she was out on the town during fashion week. He wouldn’t have recognized his beautiful wife, who had almost no libido, as the slut who wanted a man with a big hard cock to pound her pussy and spray her uterus with sperm before passing her around like a party favor. He certainly wouldn’t have recognized the woman who went back to her room and masturbated, laying on her back with her legs in the air. Often with a pillow stuffed in her mouth to muffle her screams.

		Jolene felt proud of herself. The man had a hard-on, correction, a massive hard-on, because of her. The man’s Large Cock rubbed against the apex of her Wide On, gave Jolene a surge of sexual energy, and she pressed back against him. She should have felt ashamed, but she didn’t stop until her head rested on his shoulder as she moaned.

		“I can’t,” she said under her now rapid breathing.

		“You can’t what?”

		“I can’t let myself go like this.”

		“Why not?” He said, holding her ass with both hands and pressing even harder. His cock felt enormous.

		Jolene even enjoyed the feel of his hands on her ass, holding her still as he rubbed against her. Her breathing came faster, and she felt wet.

		“People are looking,” Jolene said.

		“Some people are even fucking. I think they might be too busy to look at us.” It was true. At least two couples were copulating in public.

		“Don’t stare,” Her partner said. “Do this instead,” and he moved her hand to the long bulge in his pants.

		“Oh, my.” Jolene’s first instinct had been to jerk away as if from a flame. Her second instinct won out, and she stroked the tormenting prick. She and Edgar hadn’t specifically talked about being exclusive to one another. It was just something one assumed when married. On the other hand, they hadn’t consummated their marriage, so the question remained. Was what she was doing so wrong?

		As the week went on, Jolene wrote stories about all the major fashion houses and their fall offerings; in what direction was fashion moving according to their lead designers. In her spare time, she thought about pricks, specifically Large Cocks. All this thinking gave her an almost continuous Wide On and some wonderfully detailed dreams.

		She danced with her well-endowed partner several more times, occasionally stopping to use some white powder he kept handy. Jolene loved the effects of snorting the powder, and it always hit right between her legs. As the week went on, Jolene used even more to get higher than ever. Near the end of the week, she found a bartender willing to sell her more in exchange for her used panties, but this stuff was different. The new powder had been cut with something that got her even higher and hornier. Jolene raided her dirty clothes but quickly ran out of panties to trade.

		Edgar must never know what his wife did when she was away. If he didn’t know about the powder she snorted up her delicate nose, it stood to reason there could be other things he didn’t need to know.

		On the last night of her stay, Jolene’s new dance partner maneuvered her into an old, long unused hotel cloakroom that had checked its last hat more than two decades earlier. Now, if a customer wore something on their head, they didn’t bother taking it off—but the room was still there.

		Jolene had felt an ecstatic high when he’d taken her arm and guided her into the old hatcheck room. With every sensation heightened, Jolene wanted more than anything to be fucked by the man with the Big Cock—she knew it would feel so good.

		Then the reality of what she was doing made her stop suddenly, and he walked into her from behind. She was about to cheat on Edgar, the man who loved her so much. Jolene couldn’t justify it to herself, despite the trickle of hot wetness making its way down the inside of her thigh.

		“I can’t let you fuck me,” she heard herself say even as her hips moved with a mind of their own. “We can do anything else you want.” She turned to hold his head while she kissed him, all the while rubbing her lower body against his aching Big Cock.

		“I can’t fuck you,” Jolene whispered, hardly aware she was sliding to her knees and unbuckling his belt. The monster she’d been dreaming about thrilled her when it sprang free as she pulled his pants down. She’d never seen anything like it.

		“Suck it,” he whispered.

		“It’s too big,” she whispered back.

		“Just try, maybe if you kiss it.”

		Jolene urged him to lie on his back on the dirty carpet while she pulled his shirt up and measured his cock. The colossal thing seemed to reach to his nipples.

		Jolene lost control. She wildly kissed the length of his cock before sucking the massive head into her mouth. Jolene wanted to experience all of its enormous size. When his prick was wet from both her kisses and his leaked pre-cum, she rubbed it into her face and moaned. Eventually, she could take the tease no longer, and putting a leg on either side of his hips Jolene rubbed his cock against the wetness at her pantyless center, between her naked thighs.

		The sensations were so overwhelming she came against him as his cock erupted, sending what seemed like a gallon of cum over their clothing and bodies. Still, they hadn’t fucked, despite his begging.

		“You came on me,” she reminded him, just before another female voice whispered from the door.

		“Security guys are coming.”

		He moved fast then to help her collect her things and slip out the door first. Jolene hadn’t looked around. She’d moved along to the right edge of the room as if she belonged there. At the corner, she stopped to rummage in her purse like a woman who had misplaced an item at the bottom of her oversized handbag.

		Out of the corner of her eye, she saw two rather large men in cheap suits open the door to the cloakroom and confront Mr. Large Cock—in his cum spotted Armani tuxedo.

		With an exasperated sigh, she’d closed her purse just as her date, accompanied by the two men, turned away from her. Jolene had no idea how she’d find him again.

		

		He was fucking her, Jolene realized. She could feel his giant cock between her widespread legs. It was fantastic to be spread almost to her breaking point, and it didn’t hurt. Jolene was fucking him back, her hips rising to meet his thrusts, searching for her release. She wanted to cum, and it was so close when she woke with her wake-up call, her fingers buried inside herself. But, the dream lingered. She recognized the cock, the vein swelled with blood, and the head so stretched it appeared purple.

		Her pussy felt hot, and the river of her lubrication felt almost like cum. Scrambling out of bed, she grabbed the hand mirror from the antique dresser and laid back to see what felt so good.

		The sight aroused her anew. Her entire pussy was a vivid red color, and her labia were not only red but spread as if inviting the giant cock inside. Her womanly juices bubbled out of her and had created a large wet spot on the sheet.

		There was no longer doubt in Jolene’s mind. She wanted a large cock.

		

		Jolene liked writing about the smaller labels, the designers who hadn’t made it big yet, because not only were they doing the most exciting pieces, but because they would be the big players years from now, and they’d remember her.

		She loved the lavish parties, the flowing alcohol, and the free powder. She made another vow to herself never to tell Edgar. Her husband wouldn’t understand what the drugs did to her, how amazing they made every moment, and how light and clever they made her feel. Edgar certainly would not understand how incredibly horny they made her. Not that she planned to do anything about it, but being hit on by one guy after another, especially when her pussy felt hot, swollen, and wet, made it feel as though her pussy was tugging at her as if to say: “Let’s fuck him, please, Edgar will never know. Besides, some men liked their women to fool around. Maybe Edgar is secretly one of those men. Then, “I need a goddamn cock up in here.”

		It all felt so good. Even though Jolene always went to bed alone, usually just as the sun came up. Sometimes after masturbating until the muscles in her arms ached.

		

		“I met a guy with an interesting story about the Companion cult,” Edgar told her on their next phone call. “I think there’s a real story there if you’re interested.”

		“How do I fit into a story about a cult?” Jolene was trying not to let her husband know how excited she was, not mainly about the cult. Although she’d heard about The Companion. Jolene talked to her husband and thought about the Big Cock she’d sucked the night before.

		“I might need somebody on the inside to check out this guy’s story. It’s so wild; I can’t print it on his say-so. He could just be full of bullshit.”

		“Do I get a byline?” Jolene would love to have her name on a major story in the Times. Besides, she wouldn’t mind a little time with The Companion and his legendary Big Cock.

		“Yes.”

		“I’ll do it.” Had she been too hasty?

		“It might be a little hairy,” Edgar said.

		“I can handle hairy. Who’s the subject?” Jolene asked as if she didn’t know.

		“Sonny Barnes.”

		“Never heard of him,” she said, taken back.

		“You know him as The Companion.”

		“Oh, shit,” she blurted out as if she didn’t already know.

		“Yeah,” Edgar said. “He’ll probably want to fuck you, but you can handle him.”

		Jolene wasn’t so sure. The Companion might be the best-looking and appealing straight man she’d ever seen. “Sure, I can handle him.”

		“The guy I’m talking about is staying in our guestroom tonight. He thinks The Companion has goons out looking for him,” Edgar continued. “Do you want me to wait until you get back?”

		“No, you go ahead and get what you can.”

		“I think you should borrow Carol’s I.D.”

		“If you think it’s for the best, I’ve got a party I have to attend. I’ll see you Monday.”

		“Love you.”

		“Me too.”

		The second person Jolene saw at the party was Carol. The first person she saw was Mr. Big Cock fucking her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		“I gotta tell you about Daisy, or what happened won’t make as much sense to you.” It was first thing in the morning, and Earl had beer for breakfast and dry cereal eaten directly from the box.

		Edgar could hear his neighbors backing their cars out of their driveways as they left for work. Even in the small town of Hope, he didn’t envy commuters. His immediate job was to get as much information about The Companion and his goons as he could from Earl. He assumed the thugs existed to keep people like himself out—and the members in.

		Earl had a blissful look as he ate, “Daisy kept your books and your office. What more do I need?”

		“Daisy wasn’t so much to look at,” Earl said, speaking slowly and spitting dry cereal on the table with each word. “Her face was cute enough; she had a great smile and nice teeth. But she was short and maybe a little dumpy … there, I said it.”

		“What do you mean by dumpy?”

		“She’s short like I said, and her thighs are too thick, as though she were meant to be taller. Her hips are … what’s the right word? Her hips are broad. Daisy is a broad. Like the old saying goes: ‘she’s built for comfort, not speed.’”

		Edgar was getting the picture. He’d seen a dozen women around town who fit the physical description of Daisy.

		“She was a wonderful woman, had a great sense of humor, and was dirty as all hell,” Earl continued soberly. “Daisy was ribald. What do you think? I just learned that word today,” he said while patting the newspaper with his free hand. When Edgar didn’t respond, Earl continued, sounding wistful. “She’s soft, and she makes a wonderful cuddle, but she’d rather fuck.”

		“I think I’m getting the picture,” Edgar said. “But, you make it sound like she’s not your wife now.”

		“Let me clear up a few fuzzy parts of my story,” Earl said. “Daisy had great tits if you like them soft and a little droopy, and maybe she should have lost some weight. Now that The Companion’s involved, she’s looking pretty good.”

		“Your wife sounds kind of attractive there, Earl,” Edgar said.

		“She is what she is, and I loved her for it. Then one day, a job I was working canceled at the last minute, so I got back to the office early, and Mr. Holy Companion had Daisy bent over my desk and was fucking the shit out of her.”

		“That’s why you’re in the cult?”

		“No. Well, not entirely. Sonny and Daisy had been talking about his ideas that god is actually the universe itself … and you don’t want to hear all that shit.”

		“Maybe later. So, you walk in on them fucking.”

		“Yeah, and a couple of things happened. The first thing is, they didn’t stop. Daisy is wailing and cumming like a banshee; she’s having orgasm after orgasm, and then I see why. Sonny’s dick must be a foot long and as big around as, well, maybe as big around as a baseball or something, and he’s sticking it all the way inside my wife’s twat. Daisy’s howling and cumming like an animal. This is a pretty good description because she’s been in heat ever since. But only for that one fucking cock.”

		“Your wife was cumming from a huge dick,” Edgar said. “And she won’t stop her affair. What did you do?”

		“I got a hard-on. I mean, the sight made me so fucking hard I sat down, pulled out my dick, and watched them while I jacked-off. It was the sexiest, dirtiest thing I’d ever seen, and Daisy had never before made noises like she made that day.”

		Edgar could feel his own cock growing thick, and he wanted nothing so much as to whack-off from the story. Instead, he took notes like a good reporter.

		“Keep talking.”

		“Daisy sees what I’m doing, and she just loses it. She’s howling and cumming and staring at me jacking-off, and the more she watches me, the harder I seem to get. I can feel the cum in my cock. Have you ever had the sensation like it’s right there, ready to blow?”

		“I don’t know if Sonny ever finished,” Earl continued. “When he pulled out, his cock was so long it seemed to take forever. My wife’s foaming juices covered his dick and dripped on the floor while she moaned and came some more. Then Daisy, the love of my life, cuddled up against him and kissed whatever she could reach. All this time, the Companion is whispering in her ear. He’s saying stuff to my wife.”

		“I’m confused, Earl. What was he saying?” Edgar understood the sex. The future Companion to God was screwing this guy’s wife, a guy who had been nothing but neighborly to him.

		“He was saying how beautiful she was, how she was the most beautiful woman he’d ever been with, and how lucky he was she allowed him to be in bed with her.” Earl took a deep breath and swallowed hard as he stared at the wall. After a long pause, he continued. “The bastard essentially said he wished he’d met her first because he might fall in love with her.”

		“What happened, then?”

		“This woman, who I hardly recognized anymore, climbed on top of him and jammed that fat cock back inside herself. All the time, she was telling him how much she loved him.” Earl started to choke up and had to stop talking except to ask if Edgar had any alcohol.

		“You have to finish it, Earl. If you don’t, it’ll just fester inside and make you sick.” But Earl had already found a bottle.

		“What happened, Earl? I need to know if you made up with her.”

		“We’re still married if that’s what you mean, but we haven’t made love since.” Earl stopped to watch Edgar. “I still love her, hell, maybe I love her even more, but she moved in with The Companion, and I only got to watch when he wanted to torture me. But now, even that’s gone. Do you know what he does? Do you want to know what the bastard does with his women?”

		“You mean Daisy isn’t the only one? I’m afraid to ask, Earl. What does he do?”

		“He brands them. He makes them his personal property.”

		“Are you telling me he marked Daisy somehow?”

		‘And,’ Edgar thought with horror. ‘He’s going to brand my beautiful Jolene.’

		“He pierced her clit.” Earl said, studying Edgar’s face. “He pierced my wife’s clitoris with a big gold barbell. The big thing dragged across her most sensitive spot every time he moved his fat cock inside her,” Earl had to stop to catch his breath before he could continue. “Shit, it tickled her clitty all day. I saw her walking next to his building one day, just walking along, and she had to stop. You won’t believe it. She had to put both hands on the side of that building because she was having a fucking orgasm.”

		“Then, he had her tattooed. Put a huge Ace of Spades on her tit and his name on the other one, so the only men who would pay attention to her, except her owner, of course, were black guys. Now, it’s starting again.”

		“Why, what happened, buddy?”

		“A pretty little redhead joined, along with her husband, naturally, and The Companion started working on her.”

		“So, now he has a new woman?”

		Instead of answering directly, Earl continued. “He took everything from us. He took the deed to our house, took the title to my truck, and left me with the payments. Hell, he took our savings and our retirement accounts, and they all belong to him now. I don’t have a fucking thing except for this beer in my hands unless you want it back.

		“But that’s not what finally broke me.” Tears made tracks down Earl’s cheeks. “I watched him fuck her, and I don’t know how many times I watched him loan her to other men. Because Daisy has become an enthusiastic fuck. She yells and cums, and she always wants more. I’d get so hard. I’d beat off until I didn’t have any jism left in me. Still, I love her. Do you understand?”

		Edgar didn’t understand. But, if it had been Jolene, maybe he’d have felt the same.

		“No, what broke me was when he gave her away for good. He gave her to this group of young shitbirds who weren’t even members of his church because he wanted the new woman. He didn’t have to get rid of my wife, she’d have stayed, but he was tired of her. So, instead of giving Daisy back to me, her legal husband, he gave her to these little shits who are barely housebroken, and you know what they did?”

		Edgar had to admit he didn’t know what they’d done.

		“They started charging men to fuck her. They turned my wife, the woman I still love, into a prostitute. I’m destitute, and now I guess I’m on the run from his goons who, at best, just want to take me back. My soul, and the woman I love, is still in that cult.”

		Edgar sat in silence for a long time, but he finally spoke just as Earl started to get up. “If I told you I had a plan for destroying The Companion, would you join me?”

		Earl sat back down, hard. “Yes.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		“Tell me how he works it,” Edgar asked. “What’s his system?”

		“First, he gets the wives hooked,” Earl said.

		“Hooked? I don’t understand. He gets them hooked on what?” Just the one word raised a red flag and made it sound even more serious to Edgar. His stomach was knotted with fear. Had he put his wife in danger, and did he need outside help? Was it too late to unwind the entire project?

		Earl seemed unaware of Edgar’s growing panic. “According to Daisy, The Companion first gets them hooked on that big, fat, juicy cock of his because he can fuck all day and all night. The entire time he’s telling them how beautiful and perfect they are; they’re the reason he can’t get enough of them. The women eat it up, and once Daisy’s orgasms started, for instance, they never stopped.”

		“I waited until he’d gone that first morning after his first night with my wife, and I went into our bedroom. Daisy was lying on top of the bare mattress; the sheets had been torn off sometime during the night, and she was completely naked with her legs spread. The bastard’s cum was leaking from her holes. But, what broke my heart was how her body was shaking.”

		“What do you mean: shaking?”

		“I mean,” Earl was so sad it hurt to look at him. Despite whatever else Earl was feeling, his cock was hard. “My wife’s whole body was trembling, and do you want to know why?”

		“Don’t make me work for it, Earl. Why was your wife trembling?”

		“She was still having aftershock orgasms. Daisy told me, and this is the god-given truth: “Lick my cunt, or you’ll never stick it in me again,’” Earl finished another bottle of beer. “I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t tolerate the idea of licking up another man’s load. It made me sick. But maybe I should have because she hasn’t let me touch her from that day to this one.”

		Edgar sat quietly, his mind in turmoil. He found it difficult to picture Jolene having the kind of shattering aftershock orgasms Earl had just described. He’d seen his wife cum before, but usually from between her knees. Then he began to wonder what would happen to her mind and how attached she’d become to the man giving her so much pleasure?

		Edgar swallowed hard, making his adam’s apple bob. “You said he first gets the wives hooked on his cock, but that’s not enough for most women. I understand how he sweet-talks and has a world-class line of bullshit, but there has to be more to it,” Edgar insisted, hopefully.

		“The guy’s into drugs; that’s where his goons came in at the beginning. He claims it makes his followers ‘one with the Universe.’ I think he’s using ecstasy and coke, and I don’t know what else. I just know they made Daisy crazy like she’d entered a different world. Her orgasms kept getting more powerful. Once they're hooked on his shit, The Companion has them.”

		“Get it all out for me, Earl.” Edgar’s notebook was nearly complete.

		“When they’re dopped up enough, he hypnotizes them. Daisy didn’t know what happened, but it sounded like mind-control to me,” Earl continued. “The ‘sweet-talk’ was more than just telling her she was beautiful—although he did plenty of that, and it’s not hypnotism like some cheap stage act. He took control of Daisy’s mind,” Earl was looking at Edgar intently. Willing him to understand. “Please tell me you know what I mean?’

		“I think so. I saw an act one time where this hypnotist put some guy under and had him act like a chicken.” Edgar replied.

		“This is like that, but different. I don’t know how the guy does it, I couldn’t see what he was doing, and I couldn’t hear him,” Earl said. “When he was done making her one of his—Daisy stayed his. She’d do anything he suggests she do, and then after a while, he gave her away.”

		“What do you mean, ‘He gave her away.’ Wait, go back; what did he suggest she do?”

		“The Companion owed these guys for doing some grunt work around the compound, so he gave them Daisy instead of money.” Tears ran silently down his cheeks. “Then he suggested Daisy do anything those boys wanted ‘cause it would make him happy, and she should forget everything that happened to her before she joined him. Now those boys are renting my Daisy out at parties, and she doesn’t remember who I am.”

		Earl was so drunk he fell off his chair and sat on the floor, huddled against the dishwasher. “Here’s the sick part … are you ready for the sick part?” Earl was shaking so hard the dishes in the washer raddled against each other. “You’ll kick my ass out once I tell you the sick part.”

		“Earl, what more could there be?”

		“I watched those boys fuck my Daisy.”

		“You didn’t. Tell me you didn’t watch them humiliate your wife. You told me you still loved her.”

		“I do love her, and I haven’t even gotten to the sick part. The sick part is watching them pull a train on her gave me a hard-on, and I begged them to let me have a turn.”

		Edgar wondered if he should kick the dumb fuck out of his house and let The Companion’s goons have him.

		“They did, too, but afterward, I told her how much I still loved her and how happy we could be if she left with me. Except, I reminded her, she wasn’t mine anymore.”

		“What did she say?”

		“Nothing, she didn’t recognize me except as the guy who’d just fucked her. So I wiped off my scuzzy prick with her hair and left. Next thing, I run into you.”

		Edgar had to close his notebook, his cock was too hard, and he had to do something about it. Earl was crying and in no condition to continue talking.

		

		After Jolene read Edgar’s notebook, she thought of little else but joining The Companion. Maybe Edgar’s idea for an exposé they could write would be a good one. Either way, Jolene figured she’d come out ahead.

		Edgar wasn’t much in the manhood department. When she’d first seen him naked, Jolene had fought not to laugh. What Edgar lacked in manhood, he made up for by giving her superb head, which had always been enough for Jolene.

		There was something new about her husband becoming excited enough to whack off because of the story of a cheating wife. The only time she knew her husband was erect was when he was eating her and sometimes first thing in the morning. Maybe this was something Edgar wanted Jolene to try because it actually gave him a hard-on, and perhaps it was something they could do together?

		To her surprise, the thought of being fucked to orgasm while her husband beat off excited her. Jolene had difficulty falling asleep that night, and her pussy was slick. A short time later, Jolene fell asleep with a satisfied smile on her face.

		

		“I’ll do it, Edgar,” Jolene said the next morning. “I’ll join his cult and write about it with you—but I need you to understand what my joining will probably mean.”

		“What’s it mean?” Edgar asked, biting into a piece of toast.

		“I’ve always been faithful to you, Edgar. I won’t do it unless you say the words first.”

		“Oh, you mean fucking The Companion? Yes, I’ve thought about it.” Edgar continued eating his breakfast, not noticing how frustrated his wife was getting.

		“I’m not doing it. You’ll have to figure out another way,” Jolene said, angry now, standing up to leave.

		“Hold on; I said I’ve thought about it.” Jolene sat on the edge of her chair, ready to leave again.

		“I have a confession,” Edgar began. “Part of me is so excited I’m getting a hard-on right now.”

		“What about the other part of you? What’s it doing?”

		“I’m scared out of my mind. What if you end up like Daisy? Addicted to him, his drugs, and this hypnotism crap? What if I lose you?” Edgar looked scared, and Jolene was touched.

		“Edgar, if all I wanted was a big cock there are plenty of guys willing to let me measure theirs. I love you, even though you’re an idiot sometimes. No guy is going to take me away from you with some sweet talk and a big dick.”

		“What about the drugs?”

		“I’ll have to be careful. Now for my question. What if I come home to you full of sperm from The Companion. What if I loved what he did to me and maybe wanted more? Would you still love me, and would you be willing to prove your love like you just did?”

		“You know I would. Will you write the story exactly the way it happens, including how it felt and how he made you feel?"

		"What about his religion?" Jolene asked.

		“I don’t think anybody gives a shit about his religion,” Edgar answered. “It’s the sex they want to read about.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Jolene said there were three ways to get The Companion’s attention. Unable to stifle a laugh, she began, “Overwhelmed by my … what did you say? My fucking beauty, was it?” Jolene attempted to control her laughter. “He says,” Jolene dropped her voice as low as it would go to imitate The Companion. ‘Ma’am, I’m so overwhelmed by your fucking beauty. I want you to take every secret I have and publish it for the world to see, if only I may fondle your magnificent teats.” Jolene’s laughter caused her to start coughing while Edgar quietly crossed the idea off his list.

		When Jolene finally ran down, they settled on the third approach because nothing was lost if it failed. If it worked, then fine, and if it didn’t work, they’d just move onto plan B.

		They first had to set up a situation where The Companion couldn’t miss seeing her for the plan to work. It was decided Jolene would listen politely to his pitch and play an easy game of hard-to-get with him before succumbing to his charms.

		Since most of Jolene's real work involved travel, it was up to Edgar to track The Companion’s movements and set up the perfect place for them to meet as if by accident.

		Edgar found The Companion was either working on the facilities or fucking one of the wives at his compound. Edgar realized his best bet was first to join the cult himself and then introduce Jolene as his spouse, and this proved remarkably easy to do.

		A few of the female members prowled the town ceaselessly, looking for recruits—the more who joined the Universal Cult, the more money The Companion could fleece from them.

		Edgar set aside two weeks to be recruited. If he weren’t successful, he’d try something else. Lacking a better idea, Edgar went back to the same disreputable bar where he’d met Earl. It had been a few weeks since Earl had moved out of Edgar’s house and disappeared.

		“Maybe the goons got him, and he’s laying in a shallow grave, never to see his precious Daisy again. Or, more likely, he’s on a bus to Waco,” Edgar thought while nursing his beer. He’d never tell anyone the truth, at least not until the time was right.

		He’d sat on the same rickety stool he’d used before and within minutes was approached by a young woman with what looked like homemade ink covering her hands and arms. There were crosses, swords, guns, and one that looked like she had tattooed lines over an older tattoo to cross it out. She even had a square on her arm that might have once been a swastika. Her glasses magnified her eyes and were far too large for her face. The two things she had going were her youth and her breasts.

		“You look lonely,” she said, sliding onto the old stool next to his.

		“Look, I don’t mean to be rude, but if you’re selling something, I’m not much of a prospect,” Edgar said. If she was a hooker, he didn’t want to insult her. If she wasn’t selling sex, he didn’t want to be an easy mark.

		“I’m Lilly,” and they shook hands. “ No, I’m not selling. Except maybe the companionship a like-minded group of people can provide.”

		They talked about this and that for the next two hours. At some point, Lilly switched to boilermakers and teased Edgar until he had a few too. Eventually, the act of dropping a shot glass full of whiskey into a beer seemed like the most critical thing in the world. When Lilly started talking again about companionship, he realized he was drunk or very close to it.

		“Companionship is nice, as long as it doesn’t cost much. Have another and tell me about it.”

		‘Score,’ he thought before thinking he might have been too eager, and he’d been talking too fast. He didn’t want to scare her off, and she seemed startled at his easy acceptance.

		“I belong to a wonderful group,” she began, and her eyes sparkled a little. Edgar thought Lilly might have seen a lot in her short life.

		“I have a couple of questions before we go any further. You don’t mind questions, do you?” Edgar asked.

		“Oh, of course not, you just ask away,” Lilly was holding Edgar’s hand. He couldn’t remember the last time a woman, with the rare exception of Jolene, had touched him.

		“You have a nice hand.” Edgar couldn’t help himself. He felt his body humming from the innocent contact. “So, my first question is this. Are all your group members young like you, and are they all female? Not that I have anything against women, far from it,” Edgar couldn’t take his eyes off Lilly’s breasts, and he’d heard himself babbling.

		“No, Edgar. There are men, most of our members are married. I’d guess most are anywhere from twenty to fifty years old. Are you married?” Here it was, the question he’d been waiting for had been lobbed like a slow-pitch softball.

		“I am married to the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen.” As Lilly’s smile brightened, he quickly continued. “I don’t mean you’re not pretty ‘cause you are. My god, you’re beautiful, but my wife is something special. They just don’t make them like Jolene, at least not around here. Maybe in Beverly Hills, or someplace like that.”

		“You think I’m pretty?” Lilly answered.

		And Edgar knew Lilly’s secret. “You’re damn near perfect, Lilly.”

		“You just want to get in my pants.” Lilly looked disappointed in him and yet, a little hopeful.

		“Can I tell you a secret, a dirty secret about Jolene and me, I mean? Of course, you’ll have to tell me a secret about yourself, just to be fair.” He wondered if he was slurring.

		“I will, I’ll listen to your secret, and I’ll tell you one of mine, but that means you have to come to a meeting, and you’ll have to be my friend.” Lilly was almost whispering now, her head so close to his he felt her breath on his ear.

		“Okay,” Edgar couldn’t help leaning closer to Lilly until her lip touched him and he realized he was being seduced.

		“Go on. What’s your secret?”

		“I only eat pussy, and I’m very good at it, but I’ve never had actual sex with a woman.”

		“I don’t know if I believe you, Edgar,” Lilly said, sitting back in her seat. “What about your wife?”

		“I think she’s very satisfied with the arrangement.”

		“Doesn’t she want to have sex with a man?” This was just getting better and better for Lilly. “What’s she look like?”

		Edgar opened his wallet and showed Lilly a picture of Jolene. Now it was make or break time, and he knew how it would go.

		Lilly handled the photograph before giving it back. She wanted to make sure it was real and not something that came with the wallet. “She’s beautiful, and you’re telling me she’s a virgin?”

		“No, I don’t think my wife’s a virgin. I just love giving her pleasure, and I get off on the look on her face when she … you know.”

		“When she cums,” Lilly finished for him.

		“Yes. Now, what’s your secret.”

		“I was going to let you fuck me if you’d come to a meeting, but now I don’t think I have a secret.”

		“Well, are you gay?”

		“Oh hell no. I like big cock. You might say I’m a size queen,” Lilly stopped talking and appeared to be looking at something over his head as her eyes glazed. “That’s my secret; I like big cocks.”

		“You’re talking to the wrong guy then.”

		“How about your wife? Do you think she’d like a big cock?” Lilly said, fishing for the correct answer. “How many fingers can you get inside her pussy?”

		“I guess all of them, although I have to tuck my thumb under so it would fit,” Edgar lied. He’d never tried to fist his wife.

		“Does she like it?”

		“Yes, but I’m afraid of hurting her.”

		“Come to the meeting. There’ll only be you and two others, and bring your wife, there’s someone she should meet, and if it goes well, maybe she’ll be invited to meet The Companion privately.” Lilly wasn’t sure what her reward might be for recruiting Edgar and Jolene, but even one night with The Companion would be enough.

		

		It didn’t take much to convince Jolene. After all, this is what they wanted.

		“I got us invited to a party,” Edgar said, sitting next to his wife. “But, they want to know if you’re a virgin.”

		Jolene just smiled. Her eyes were warm, and her bee-stung lips were stretched wide. “I want you, right now,” he told her.

		“Then get on your knees. You’re not pimping me out unless I get something out of it first.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		The two women waiting for them at the introductory meeting were polar opposites of each other. Jolene and Edgar didn’t know The Companion had a rule about the extraordinary women who caught his eye, and only he would handle their introduction to his congregation. That was why Jolene’s introduction would be more rigidly controlled than most. His future lover would be inducted with Lilly, who at least knew her husband, and Magan, the second most beautiful woman in the town of Hope. Jolene knew Lilly was a member, but she’d never heard of Magan.

		Lilly had tattoos on her arms and hands and showed the signs of living a hard life. In contrast, Magan’s skin was smooth and creamy looking, as though she’d been raised in luxury.

		Lilly’s hair was dark and looked dirty even when it wasn’t. Magan had a beautiful dark red mane and bright green eyes that gave the mistaken impression of intelligence.

		The women stood when Edgar and Jolene came into the room. Jolene’s beauty made them momentarily forget why they were there and stare open-mouthed, even forgetting to sit back down. Lilly had seen pictures, but snapshots couldn’t do justice to Jolene’s beauty. Although Magan had never done anything like this before, she curtsied to Jolene without conscious thought before taking her seat. Jolene had had this effect on others before and knew what to do. She smiled back in a friendly way and asked polite questions about themselves. First, she wondered if they were married and if they had children. Magan had never been married, but Lilly had been, and her child lived with her ex-husband. Jolene made polite noises about how difficult it must be to be separated from her daughter. Talk of children was a great icebreaker. The women paid no further attention to Edgar.

		“I’ve heard so much about you, Lilly,” Jolene said. Her smile was huge and bright. “Edgar made it sound as though you were someone I had to meet.”

		“This is my friend, Magan,” Lilly stammered. “He, um, your husband told me you were beautiful, but I could never have imagined,” Lilly ran out of steam, and all she could do was stare at Jolene, her fists clenched firmly between her thighs.

		Magan stepped in to ask, “Is it true you only let your husband go down on you?”

		“Thank you, Lilly; you’re so very kind. Well, talking about sex, I’ve enjoyed the company of several men over the years, but my husband has a skill not many men or women have, and I enjoy it. Now, tell me about yourselves. Edgar told me that Lilly is a size queen.” Jolene said, turning to Magan. “I’m afraid I don’t know what constitutes a size queen. Are you a size queen, also?”

		The two women looked at each other, and a secret message flashed between them. “I like men with big cocks” Magan began. “I love the feeling of being stretched to my limit. I love feeling as though I may be ripped apart.”

		“Ouch. Is it that good? Lilly, do you like those monster cocks, too?” Jolene sounded like they were the most interesting people she’d ever met, and Edgar still hadn’t said a word.

		“You’ve never had a monster?” Magan asked. “Not even once?”

		“Nope. I don’t think I’ve even seen one on the web, not that I’ve looked,” a light blush appeared on Jolene’s cheeks and nose. If anything, the blush made her look innocent and even prettier. Lilly played with the idea of stripping off Jolene’s clothing and putting an end to her innocence.

		“The sensations are fantastic,” Magan said before Lilly added.

		“Sometimes I’ll have one orgasm after another until I’m too exhausted to move. Each cum is better than the last,” Lilly added. “You’ve got to try it.”

		“But, I’m married, and my husband is sitting right here. Wouldn’t it be cheating?”

		“It’s not cheating if he approves and especially if he wants to watch. Wouldn’t you like your wife to experience the greatest pleasure she’s capable of having, Edgar?” Magan asked.

		“I don’t know,” Edgar tried not to sound sure of himself. “I’m not sure how I feel about a married woman, especially my wife …” his voice trailed off, and he turned to Jolene as if for help

		Jolene, in turn, asked the other women. “Isn’t this what our meeting is all about?”

		“Oh, no,” Lilly began.

		“We’re a community of people who love and support each other. Those who don’t know any better call us a cult, but that’s not what we are. It would be best if you met The Companion,” Magan was glowing.

		“He has the most wonderful ideas,” Lilly added before saying, “Have you ever had sex with another woman? Because I’d go down on you right here.”

		“The way you two are talking, I may let you.” Jolene smiled shyly, adjusted her skirt higher, and squeezed her legs together tightly. Lilly wouldn’t have been her type if she were so inclined, but at the moment, type didn’t seem to matter. Jolene felt horny, and the sensations were threatening to engulf her. She’d wanted to do this project from the beginning because it sounded sexy and exciting. There was no rule saying she couldn’t enjoy herself, although Jolene was sure Edgar hadn’t expected her to get into it. Besides, she had never—not once in all the years they’d been married, allowed Edgar to penetrate her, and now she was very aware of her pussy.

		Jolene shuddered at the thought of Edgar’s tiny cock inside her vagina. She’d never been that horny.

		“Do you know what a “Bull” is?” Magan asked, sitting on the front edge of her chair. Jolene was more surprised by her question than was Edgar.

		The women looked at each other and then back at Jolene. “Come sit between us,” Magan said.

		“Yeah, this is girl talk only,” Lilly looked directly at Edgar.

		The women formed a tight little circle away from the table, with their knees touching as they leaned forward to talk privately. Their heads were only inches apart.

		Edgar sat alone on his side of the table. It was just as well he hadn’t been asked to move. His cock was so hard it could have been seen, despite its size. Besides, nobody could see when he touched himself this way, and while the women thought they had privacy, Edgar could make out every other word.

		“A Bull is a man, often a black man but not always, who fucks married white women. The woman is called a Hotwife. Now, sometimes her husband watches because he gets off on it, but not always,” Magan began, speaking in a soft, breathy tone.

		Edgar could make out only some of the words, “Bull … black man … fucks married white women. Hotwife … husband watches.” His cock was painfully hard.

		“Does the husband always approve?” Jolene listened carefully, surprised by how much the talk made her pussy tingle. The wine probably helped, she thought.

		“Almost always,” Magan answered. “But, there is more to being a Bull than just being a guy with a big dick.”

		“A lot more,” Lilly added; her speech seemed jerky, almost like she was touching herself.

		“Like what more?”

		“Well, as I said, he should have a big cock.”

		Edgar was watching his wife closely, he’d expected her to play along, but Jolene wasn’t acting. She was genuinely interested, and he felt the first thrill of cuckold jealousy.

		“How big is … you know, big?” Jolene asked.

		“Ten inches long,” Lilly answered.

		“I’ve seen a cock a foot long,” Magan chimed in. “There’s no set length or anything; it just has to be long enough to touch that special spot inside you.”

		“What special spot?” Jolene asked.

		“If you don’t know, then it hasn’t been touched yet,” Magan said with an understanding smile.

		Jolene sat back in her chair. Her face felt hot, and she wondered if she had a ‘special’ spot. “Wouldn’t a prick that big hurt?”

		“A woman’s vagina is made to stretch,” Magan continued.

		“How do you think we have babies?” Lilly added with a suggestive smile.

		“An experienced Bull knows the best way to use what he has; a Bull’s not going to just shove some huge thing inside you and squirt a few times. If that’s all he did, he wouldn’t last long. He has to know how to excite a woman and how to make sure she’s ready for him. The Bull we know is big around, too.” Magan’s face was as red as Jolene’s.

		“A Bull will never finish until he knows his woman is satisfied. When he does cum it will feel as though the throbbing, and you know what I mean, will never stop.”

		“I know a woman who came twice and then two more times while he was pumping his seed inside her. I want to call someone right now,” Lilly’s face and chest were bright red.

		“Magan and I know the best Bull in the world.” Lilly suddenly looked concerned. “If he’s available.”

		“What?” Jolene had to cough; it felt like something was in her throat. “I mean, why wouldn’t he be available?”

		“Come to our meeting, Jolene. We’ll introduce you to him,” Magan said.

		Magan was gently pulling Jolene’s skirt up her thigh. Jolene wanted to protest. She wanted to stop the soft feminine hand inching her skirt higher, but her pussy felt moist and hot, and she felt so very needy deep inside. “You wouldn’t mind if I met a Bull, would you, Edgar?” she asked her husband, sounding breathless even to herself. “I think we need it for our research.”

		At the word ‘research,’ Jolene urged Magan's hand all the way up her smooth thigh to her soaked panties. “Do you think a guy, a Bull like you described, would want to meet an old married woman like me?” Jolene was whispering, her lips flirting with Magan’s ear. Jolene felt the other woman shudder at the intimate touch, and she hoped Magan would kiss her. Jolene closed her eyes and wet her mouth in anticipation.

		Instead of answering, Magan rubbed her finger, wet from Jolene’s pussy, over the married woman’s lips. “Tell me how you taste, Jolene?”

		Jolene looked up in surprise before licking her lips. For a moment, she sat still in wonder at what Magan had done. She began to understand that Magan had spread her very own pussy nectar on her lips. Then she said, “Wonderful; I had no idea I tasted so good.” Magan’s finger was dripping again when she offered it to Jolene to suck between her puffy lips. “Oh, Edgar. No wonder.”

		Magan squeezed her eyes and savored the feel of Jolene’s soft lips and the older woman’s tongue licking her finger dry. After Jolene had captured every drop, Magan’s eyes shined bright green as she stared into Jolene’s. “Will you meet him with us?”

		Edgar nodded, ‘yes,’ along with Jolene. Edgar’s pained look hardly reflected the fear he felt.

		~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 Randy, her husband's billionaire client, the man is eager to make a deal. He's just the lover to satisfy Linda's carnal appetites and he wants her all to himself for a week. When it's over, can Linda return to her loving husband? If she does, will she stay?

		

		A BBC Bull’s Tale

		

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

		

		My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures

		

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

		

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the Challenge

		

	
		

		Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

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

		

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge

		

	
		

		Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

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

		

		Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker Gangbang

		

	
		

		Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

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

		

		Hotwife Lexi’s 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?

		

		My Smutty Hotwife Confessions

		

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

		

		My Illicit Hotwife Gangbang

		

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

		

		Naughty BBC Hotwife Adventures #1

		

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

		

		Hotwife Voyeur Resort

		

	
		

		Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

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

		

		The Sybian Explosion

		

	
		

		Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

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

		

		Truth or Dare

		

	
		

		Book 3 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

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

		

		Billionaire’s Reluctant Hotwife

		

	
		

		Book 1 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

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

		

		Billionaire’s Captive Hotwife

		

	
		

		Book 2 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

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

		

		Billionaire’s Defiant Hotwife

		

	
		

		Book 3 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

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

		

		The Hotwife Hooker: A Hotwife Fairytale

		

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

		

		Hotwife Karina: Shared

		

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

		

		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?

		

		Seduced by Her Husband’s Bullying Boss

		

		I can’t help myself around my husband’s bullying boss…whatever he wants from me, he takes. Then he demanded I take off my wet panties in the middle of a crowded dance floor when my husband was only a few feet away. I didn’t expect him to show them to Todd and brag about what he planned to do to me! Why does the possibility of getting caught excite me so much?

		

		Corrupting The Innocent Bride

		

		Emily’s bachelorette party gets a whole lot wilder than anyone expected, especially her fiancé! Sure, they'd shared their mutual fantasies about her being taken hard and unprotected by multiple men while he watched. But they never really expected it to happen…did they? Then the sexy Las Vegas strippers arrive, and all hell breaks loose! Will their love survive?

		

		The Ambitious Hotwife Newscaster

		

		We know who Savana is--we’ve all seen her on cable news. She’s beautiful, single, and smart. Her voice alone could seduce almost any man. But few people know she’s actually a married hotwife. Even fewer people know her husband watches over the internet as she’s taken hard by both sexes. She’s sexy, famous, and available, but all she really wants is the man she married.

		

		My Stripper Hotwife

		

		He heard clothing being stripped off, and his wife moaning. Knowing men were excited by her beautiful body fulfilled a need deep inside her, an insatiable lust to be taken and used. He’d started this, but how long can Ryan battle his own jealousy, rage, and hot longing while she’s taken hard and fast by multiple hot studs?

		

		Hotwife Britany: Ravished in the Jungle

		

		Britany and I were the perfect suburban couple until she took a high-paying engineering job in the jungle. Her rugged black assistant, Amare, already had several wives, but he wanted to add a beautiful sexy blonde to his collection. Now I can only watch her online as she gives herself to another man—until she needs rescuing from roving gangs.

		

		Used and Abused by the Mob

		

		He didn’t have a choice really, the mobster had him over a barrel. He could either give up his wife or… he didn’t want to think about the ‘or.’ It was Candy who made the decision for him. “Please don’t hurt my husband. We’ll do anything you want. I’ll go with you.” Doug could only watch helplessly as his beautiful wife walked away with the Russian gangster.

		

		Shhh! My Husband’s Listening

		

		The fall could have killed me, and for now I was stuck in a hospital bed, unable to use my arms or legs. I could only listen--frustrated and aroused--as horny men used my gorgeous wife Adrianna. We'd talked about my strange desire to share her, and now it was really happening! I've lost count of the number of demanding bulls who have used her. Will she ever be satisfied with just one man again?

		

		Dominique’s Hotwife Cruise

		

		Dominique is an innocent virgin when her new husband wins a honeymoon Caribbean cruise for two. They have no idea the voyage is a no-holds-barred clothing-optional cruise for hotwives! Their lives are changed forever as she’s taken brutally and unprotected by sixteen horny couples, BBC stud James from ‘Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife,’ and several brawny crewmen!

		

		Sinful Hotwife Urges

		

		Posing nude for a college art class is so arousing that Scarlett begins to crave torrid forbidden satisfaction. Her poor husband can only hang on for dear life as she plunges headfirst into the thrilling world of hotwife conquests. Nothing is too taboo, not even sizzling interracial gangbangs! Will she risk everything, even love, by chasing after the wrong things?

		

		My Shameless Pornstar Hotwife

		

		Melanie might have retired from being a hot in-demand pornography actress, but she still knows how to have spicy no-holds-barred fun with her husband. Then she’s recognized by a powerful, black cop who wants to possess her. He has the one thing she needs more than anything else. Will she return to Paul, or will he lose her to a BBC alpha-male stud with a badge?
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