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

		

		THIS WORK IS NOT MEANT FOR 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 the stories I want to tell, so thank you to those who read my books.

		

		CONSIDER THIS A TRIGGER WARNING: If you need such a thing, perhaps you should avoid these books. They are not for you. There is sex in this book, lots of it. If reading about people having sex with people to whom they are not married offends you, please don’t read any further. If lesbian sex is objectionable to you, please do not buy this book. Close this page and step carefully 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

		

		Virginia and I had been sitting all day in our car as we’d traveled home from a conference, and we were tired and hungry. The only place we’d seen to eat for miles was a loud bar. It did serve food, but we soon discovered it was full of rednecks, truckers, and guys who were there to get drunk. It was loud enough to cover the sound of our continued discussion about sex.

		Since we weren’t known, we stood out from the crowd, and In the short walk to our table, I noticed several guys eyeing my wife’s short skirt and long legs.

		“Easy, Roger. Every time one of these cowboys looks at my legs, you want to protect your property rights to my pussy.”

		“That’s ridiculous,” I said, although it wasn’t. “First of all, as you said, it’s your pussy, not mine.”

		“That is correct. The only rights you have to my cunt are the ones I’ve granted you, and I can remove those rights for an hour or permanently whenever I wish.”

		There’s a problem with arguing about sex with an intelligent woman. I’m a mathematician, and I work with numbers, not words. I stumbled right into the trap she’d laid for me, and I now had to prove I wasn’t a jealous male protecting whatever rights I thought I had to her body.

		“You win.”

		“You’re not allowed to surrender so easily,” Virginia said.

		“I hereby grant you a hall pass,” and I made a sloppy ironic sign of the cross.

		“Roger, what the fuck’s a ‘hall pass?’

		“I surrender whatever property rights I may or may not have to your body. We’re still married, and I love you more than I can possibly say, but you are free from any interference from me if you choose to fuck another man. Or another woman, sorry, I didn’t mean to be sexist.”

		Virginia sat back in her chair and appraised me. She was calculating, I suppose, if I were serious about relinquishing my rights to her body. Also, could she so easily win an argument we’d been having for so long? After drinking her beer, my wife surveyed the place. Several men were nursing beers at the bar, and one rowdy bunch of younger guys played darts. Virginia focused on the dart players, and some returned her look, and why not? My wife was a beautiful woman with short brunette hair, a small elegant face, and a thin neck. But, her prominent breasts, long legs, and short skirt were the usual draw.

		Virginia, or Ginny for short, and I were professors at a large university in the Midwest. My wife and I are not technically professors; we’re too young to have reached full professor status. My wife is an assistant professor of Biology in the School of Biological Sciences, and I’m an associate professor of Mathematics.

		Virginia and I have had a long-running discussion about sex. My wife thinks of sex between two humans the same way she thinks of sex between raccoons or gorillas. Don’t get me wrong, Virginia once liked sex but is no longer an enthusiastic partner, despite her made for fucking body. To my wife, fucking is simply a pleasant way to propagate the species. Since we found out we couldn’t ‘propagate’ the species, and she didn’t find it pleasant enough to do for fun, she’d basically checked out.

		On the other hand, I believe sex in most mammals is essential for the intimacy it provides to the partners. We call it love, but sex is a way of communicating togetherness. I used the example of penguins near the south pole who partnered for life and made no headway with her.

		“Again, simple biology. The same partner flightless waterfowl are better able to care for an egg, and whatever a young penguin is called than just one female bird. That they partner for life is simply evolutions way of ensuring the female doesn’t have to raise the little birdie alone.”

		We ate greasy burgers and fries, washed down with repeated long-neck bottles of beer. Beer was not our usual beverage of choice, and we were not prepared for how quickly it went to our heads. Eventually, our table looked like a beer bottle forest.

		“I suppose that’s how you justify sex? The female gets so horny she has to get herself some, and evolution has provided her with a ready partner. In your model, it’s just a drive with no emotional connection. I guess that explains the clitoris, the only organ on the human body existing solely to pleasure the female.”

		I put on a fake voice, trying to sound how I would imagine a male penguin would sound if one could talk, and knew English. “Going into the pack to get yourself some, dear? Well, good luck. Name the egg after me.”

		“Oh, come on, Roger. After a few months of lovey-dovey it’s the same with humans. The pair are over the initial heat, and the male only cares about his property rights.”

		As she watched, a new player arrived. A young man who looked not only fit but a lot like the 1950s movie star James Dean. His face, general look, and swagger made him a virtual double.

		“I’m going to call your bluff, but to be clear. You’ve relinquished any rights you may have to my body, including my pussy.”

		“That is correct. You are free to fuck anyone you choose, and I’ll even facilitate if possible,” I said, already regretting my answer.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 2

		

		“I wonder,” professor Virginia asked. “How would I approach him?”

		“It is a sensitive subject,” I wasn’t very helpful. “Are you sure you want to go through with this just to win a silly argument?”

		“It’s not a silly argument, Roger, because it goes to the heart of the biological question. Are we simply driven to have sex to fulfill our need to reproduce? Am I so damn horny now because I want to have James Dean’s love child?”

		“If you’re that horny, let’s check in to the motel we passed on the way in,” I suggested.

		“My pussy,” she began. “You heard that, didn’t you? My pussy, not your pussy.”

		“I heard it.”

		“My pussy is so wet juices are coating my thighs.”

		I felt my cock thicken. “Why don’t you go and ask Mr. Dean to fuck you?”

		“James Dean?”

		“Yes.’

		Virginia pushed away from our table and, standing tall, her face firmly fixed, walked over to James Dean. The entire scrum of young men saw her coming, and their conversation slowly died. Then one elbowed another and said something under his breath, which caused an outburst of ribald laughter just as my wife reached them.

		I saw her smiling, and I was perhaps the only person who could see the stark terror her smile was hiding. She nodded to the group but spoke only to the one who looked much like James Dean.

		They spoke for just a minute or two, the other men hanging on every word before he stood, turned slightly to grin at his buddies, and followed my wife to our table. The pool player stopped mid-stroke to watch her as they passed. The only women in the bar area were the barmaid and one or two others; my wife had them all beat. Seeing her now as the other men saw her, I could appreciate her beauty and grace. My wife was an extraordinary woman.

		“Roger, I would like you to meet James,” she began, a twinkle visible in her eye. “Yes, that is his real name.”

		“Nice to meet you,” I said, not bothering to reintroduce myself.

		“I told you I have a proposition to make.”

		James watched my wife’s legs as she sat, and her tiny skirt slid up nearly to her crotch. When he finally looked up, his eyes caught on Virginia’s full breasts. Virginia hadn’t bothered with a bra for the long drive home, and somehow she’d undone a few extra buttons to reveal more cleavage.

		He cleared his throat to say, “Yes?”

		“I’d like you to fuck me.”

		James seemed lost for words, finally saying, “Please tell me you’re not a prostitute.”

		“I’m not a prostitute, and this isn’t a joke,” Virginia said, leaning very close to him, her lips only inches from his ear. “There’s a motel a few miles back, and if you agree, my husband will drive us there and pay for a room so you can fuck me to your heart's content.”

		“Why are you doing this?” A perfectly reasonable question, I thought.

		“I want you to feel my thigh, no higher.” A look of surprise lit James’s face.

		“Is that…?”

		“Yes, please, James, say you’ll do it.”

		“What’s he going to do?” James meant me. “I’m not interested in a three-way.”

		“He’s going to sit quietly in a chair and watch. When we’re finished, he’ll drive you back here.”

		“How do I know this is on the level, so to speak?” He asked.

		“Roger, give James your watch,” Virginia directed me.

		I gave her a puzzled look before taking off my Rolex and handing it to Mr. Dean.

		“That is a real Rolex, James,” Virginia said. “Worth about eighteen thousand dollars. If this isn’t ‘on the level,’ you can keep it. However, I expect you to give it back when you discover I’m telling you the truth.”

		Virginia breathed in his ear, “Now, can we please go?”

		After I dropped some money on the table, we stood and headed for the door. I felt the eyes of every man in the bar on us.

		At our car, Virginia pulled James into the back seat with her. “Just to be safe,” James said as I slid into the driver’s seat. “Touch my cock, so I know you’re not a cop.”

		I adjusted the rearview mirror to see my wife run her hands over the lump in James’s jeans. Virginia was sitting on her side, very close to him, her legs slightly parted. She took his hand and slowly moved it to her left tit.

		“I guess you could be a cop, too.”

		I watched their first kiss as he squeezed my wife's breast in his large, callused hand. Virginia’s legs parted further, and I thought I could hear her rapid breathing.

		As my wife moaned, I pulled out of the parking lot, and she began fumbling with his belt. James lifted his butt from the seat and unfastened it himself so Ginny could pull down his underwear.

		I was concentrating on finding the motel when I heard my wife gasp. I quickly looked into the backseat and nearly drove off the road when I saw James’s immense cock.

		Virginia paid no attention to me as she lovingly caressed his dick. I heard them moving around behind me, and the next time I looked, my wife was lying across the seat with one leg bent at the knee and her head in his lap. I was sure his hand was between her legs.

		I couldn’t see much from a quick glance in the dark, but my wife was definitely sucking his huge dick. It had been years since my wife had given me a blowjob, maintaining they did nothing for her, so why should she do it?

		I saw the motel ahead and pulled into the lot just as my wife’s sodden panties landed next to me in the front seat.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		I heard my heart pounding in my ears while I wondered what was happening in the rear seat of our car, but the motel clerk wouldn’t be hurried. He was old and had difficulty hearing and seeing. It took him a long time to check us in, including a form to provide our car’s make, model, and license plate number.

		My hand shook as I completed everything. Finally, the clerk asked, “Which room do you want?”

		“I’m sorry,” the question confused me.

		“We’re empty tonight, so you can have any room you’d like.”

		“What’s the number of the room at the very end?” I asked.

		“That would be number eight, and it’s a nice room, has a king-sized bed, a desk, and an oversized shower because it’s the end unit.”

		“Sounds perfect,” I said. “I’ll take it.”

		After more time shuffling back to a drawer in the cabinet behind him, he handed me a key to room eight—an actual key attached to a large plastic diamond-shaped fob with the name of the motel and the number 8.

		“How many keys do you need?” He asked, but I was already hurrying to the car to find my wife, now completely naked, sitting on James’s lap, sliding his cock over her clitoris as they passionately kissed. She didn’t bother looking at me; the windows had become so misted over no one could have seen what they were doing.

		I pulled up to number eight sideways so James could get out first and open the door for my naked wife. Instead, Virginia stopped in the glow of the yellow light over the open doorway to take James’s head in her hands while she kissed him. Traffic sped past on the two-lane highway, and I wondered if they’d been seen.

		Virginia was rubbing her bare pussy against the long lump in James’s pants by the time I’d reparked the car, putting them squarely in the glare of my headlights. My wife didn’t seem to care.

		They probably didn’t know the motel room door locked automatically when closed, so Virginia was on her back on the bed by the time I made it into the room, with James eating her out as she moaned. After moving my wife’s clothing to the floor, I sat quietly in the only chair and watched. I had to admit James had good cunnilingus technique.

		Virginia wasn’t in the mood for too much foreplay; she’d been ready to fuck since she’d first seen him. After a few minutes of frenzied pussy eating, she pulled on James’s arms and urged him up on the bed.

		“Fuck me, James. Please fuck my aching cunt.”

		I’d never heard my wife talk like that, even as she spread her legs as wide as they’d go and used her hands to spread her pussy wider. But James wasn’t to be rushed. He ran the head of his cock over her pussy, dipping into her hole before pulling out to spread her lubrication over her clitoris.

		“Oh, please,” Virginia moved her hips, trying to capture his cock as he played ‘keep away.’ Even when he finally started to fuck her, and Virginia’s eyes rolled back in her head, he pulled out and rubbed his wet cock over my wife’s clit as she used her hands to pull him back inside. Several times I thought she was going to cum, and he’d frustrate her each time until I was afraid he’d gone too far.

		Then, crouching with his feet flat on the bed and holding my wife up by her legs, he didn’t stop, and Virginia barked like a dog with each thrust until she exploded in an orgasm so loud I was glad I’d picked the end unit. But James wasn’t done, he hadn’t cum, and he kept going, pulling his fat cock almost all the way out before slamming back inside. My wife’s bark became even louder as she slid from one orgasm to another, then screamed until she was hoarse.

		By the time James finally came deep inside her, I had my hard-on in her mouth, and as she came one last time, she pushed me away before I could cum.

		Virginia held James tight, her arms around his neck and her ankles locked together behind his back. They held each other and kissed on the bed as I went into the bathroom. I wanted to clear my head and come to terms with what had happened.

		It had all happened so fast. We’d been drinking beer and discussing sex in a mock academic way only a few hours ago. Now my wife was in the next room hugging another man, a man I’d watched give her the most incredible sexual experience of her life.

		I could only wish she’d have orgasms like those with me. But, I’d only watched as she’d cum, perhaps as many times in one night as she had in the last year—all with a stranger. I would never be sure whether or not Virginia knew it had been my cock in her mouth.

		I looked into the bedroom, and my wife was passionately licking and sucking James’s obscenely large cock, coaxing it back to life. When he was hard enough, Virginia sat on top of him and let his cock fully penetrate her before laying on him, her legs inside his, and her breasts flattened on his chest. I heard her long moan and watched her ass move as she lay fucking him.

		“Please don’t stop fucking me. I love your cock,” my wife moaned in his ear.

		“I love your cunt.”

		“You do? Tell me how you love my cunt.”

		“Okay, but I’m not bragging; I’m just telling you the truth.”

		“Okay, tell me the truth.”

		“You’re the only woman I’ve ever met who could stay with me. I love your cunt.”

		I backed into the bathroom, afraid I was going to be sick. It was a small step from ‘I love your cunt’ to ‘I love you.’ Just as it was a small step from, ‘I love your cock.’ I sat on the bathtub's edge with my head hanging over the toilet.

		“Will I see you again?”

		I dreaded hearing my wife’s voice, and then it came. “Yes, please come see me. Oh, God, yes. Fuck my cunt.”

		I’d never heard Virginia swear like this. She hated the word ‘cunt,’ using it as a dismissive word for women she intensely disliked. I sat in the bathroom for the next hour, listening to them fuck in the other room. Then Virginia padded in, wearing only a grin, which soon faded.

		“What are you doing in here?”

		“If you tell your … if you tell James to look the other way, I’ll leave you two alone.”

		“Two questions, why would he look the other way, and where would you go?”

		“He’d look the other way because I don’t want to be seen by the man who just stole my wife, and I’d go home to pack my things,” I said, standing up.

		“Roger, you’re overreacting. He hasn’t stolen your wife, and I have your watch.”

		“It sounded like he’d stolen you from where I sat. Now please move so I can leave.”

		Instead, she closed the bathroom door. “I have to pee, but I don’t want you leaving this room. Will you promise to stay here and talk to me?”

		I stood by the corner furthest from her and looked at the wall. “You’ve seen me pee before. What is your problem?”

		I had red eyes to go with my boner.

		“Come here so I can help you with that hard-on. Seriously, I’m offering you a blowjob.”

		“Why?”

		“Because I love you and think you need me right now.”

		Her mouth felt so good on my prick that I was ready to cum almost immediately. “Are you going to fuck James again?”

		Virginia popped my cock out of her mouth and wiped her chin. “Anytime he wants me. Now, cum in my mouth.”

		“Do you love him?”

		“Don’t be silly; this is biology in action.”

		“Because he’s the superior male,” I said while she was still holding my cock.

		“Yes, Roger. Biologically he’s the superior male.”

		“Then why are you sucking my dick?”

		“I’m not,” she flushed the toilet and left the bathroom, closing the door behind her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		I endured another two hours of listening to her have amazingly satisfying sex before we were finally back in the car and headed home. We sat in silence for the first hour.

		“Aren’t you going to talk to me?”

		I glanced at her before answering, “What’s there to say, Virginia?”

		“You gave me a hall pass, and now you’re angry I used it?”

		“You’re misinterpreting me. I’m not angry; I’m sad,” I said. “I just spent the night in a tiny motel bathroom listening as my marriage was destroyed by my wife and a trucker with a big cock.”

		Virginia tried to interrupt several times, but I kept going. I had something to say, and I wasn’t going to be stopped.

		“Okay, now it’s your turn, Virginia.” But she sat in silence, and then I heard her quietly crying.

		“I cried much of the night, so I guess it’s your turn,” I said.

		“You son-of-a-bitch,” she exploded. “You were so sad you stuck your hard little cock in my mouth.”

		“Twice.”

		“What?” she looked confused.

		“I stuck my tiny cock in your mouth twice. Watching the woman I love have the best sex of her life was arousing, even if it did mark an ending,” I said.

		“What do you think is ending?”

		“No matter what happens now, the life and marriage we had has ended. How can we even be intimate after last night?”

		“Why? Do you think my pussy is ruined?”

		“No, I think your expectations have changed. I could never please you as James did,” I turned sad again. “I’d feel as though you were giving me a pity fuck, wishing I’d finish soon so you could wash me off you. I’d feel as though I were doing it only for my satisfaction. Using your body to masturbate, and I won’t do that to us.”

		It was a full-on pity party, complete with funny hats and streamers. But that didn’t make me wrong.

		Virginia was again silent until we were settled in our home. We’d unpacked, and Ginny had taken a shower when she took my hand and led me into the bedroom. My wife smiled shyly at me as she unbuttoned my shirt and ran her hands over my chest.

		“I know you came at least once tonight, but I hope you still have enough to reclaim your wife.”

		Ginny undressed me slowly, moaning when she got to my cock. My wife had thought far enough ahead to have a warm washcloth handy, and then as my cock began to harden, she sucked it into her mouth.

		This wasn’t an everyday event. Virginia rarely went down on me, and it didn’t last very long when she did. I thought she would repeat the pattern when she took my cock out of her mouth and pressed it against her cheek.

		“What made you hard, baby?”

		“When you came.”

		“Yes, he made my pussy explode. Do you want to know what I was thinking?”

		My cock was back in her mouth for just a minute. “I wished there was a way I could share all this pleasure with you,” Ginny continued.

		She licked the head of my cock, making it fully hard, if nowhere near the size of James’s. “Then I was lost in this feeling,” she continued. “An actual physical sensation that started in my legs and spread. It was a warm, wet, urgent, intensely pleasurable sensation climbing up my legs and down from my tits. My tits ached to be touched, squeezed, or even beat. When all this pleasure exploded in my pussy I wasn’t myself anymore. I was lost, but I didn’t care. I had this incredible pleasure, and that was all I needed at the time.”

		I was so hard my cock slid into my wife as far as it would go. To be fair, she did her part; she fucked me back and made appreciative noises, but Virginia wasn’t losing herself, and in the end, I came, and Ginny smiled as she held my arms. I hadn’t reclaimed her. I’d only been given a mercy fuck.

		

		In the kitchen, Virginia finally spoke, “Where do you see us going from here?”

		“I think it’s important for you to know I love you with all my heart. I don’t want us to separate, but I'll understand if that’s what you want.”

		“I most assuredly do not want us to separate,” Virginia said before adding a hint of a smile. “Where would I find another man who would give me a hall pass without an expiration date?”

		When I looked, she’d reached across the table for my hand. “I love you, Roger. I don’t think last night was the end of anything, but I have no choice but to go forward on your terms.”

		“Except you’ll have James whenever he comes through town,” I said flatly.

		“If you were to tell me I must give up James to save my marriage, then I would never see him again.”

		“I love you too much to do that to you,” I said, and I meant it.

		My wife smiled. Her first full, complete smile lit up her face. “You do love me, don’t you?”

		“Your hall pass includes more than James,” I said. “As you mentioned, there’s no expiration date or limitations.”

		“As long as you can watch?”

		“I don’t have to watch. You can tell me about it while you finish the blowjob you started.”

		“Wouldn’t my mouth be too busy to talk?”

		“I’m sure you’d find a way.”

		Virginia turned solemn. “Roger, are you serious about the end of intimacies between us? I’m not sure how I can live without.”

		“Physical intimacy is for reproduction. Wasn’t that your point last night?”

		Virginia was silent as she stared into space and emptied her coffee cup. “You’re the one who maintained that it was more, and then you gave me a hall pass. Did you think I wouldn’t use it?”

		“I could see the hunger when you looked at James. I didn’t need to feel your thigh,” I stopped there to gather my thoughts as Virginia patiently waited. “I have a confession to make, and I’m sorry I waited this long.”

		“You didn’t want me to fuck James, but seeing it happen was exciting. So exciting you had an erection all night, even as you hated yourself, and maybe me.”

		I looked across the table at her, not really surprised. “You know me so well.”

		Virginia smiled and squeezed my hand. “If you don’t think we should be intimate again, then we won’t be. We’ll just be a married couple who don’t have sex.”

		“I want to go further,” I started and then fumbled. “I want to worship your body, and I want you to use your hall pass.”

		“How is that going further?”

		“I want to be able to go down on you to bring you pleasure but be unable to penetrate you. I want us to figure out how I can’t have sex. I can’t compete with James’s penis, but I can get better at pleasing you with my mouth.”

		Virginia looked surprised. “Why would you want such a thing?”

		“Because it allows us to have sex without making me feel insecure. Am I being clear? This idea is difficult for me to put into words.”

		“Let me see,” Virginia said. “You’re afraid I’ll compare you to James, and you’re insecure about the comparison. You think you’ll look bad, and it will jeopardize our relationship. On the other hand, if you can’t fuck me, even if you want to, there can be no comparison. My role is to find some guy to ‘do’ me and enjoy how you worship my body. Is that about right?”

		“What do you think?”

		“Do we need to tie up your cock? Couldn’t you just swear off sex?”

		“I don’t think so because I could swear off sex but still get an erection when I went down on you and be able to fuck you. My way, I’d have no choice regardless of how much I may want it.”

		“How do you propose to solve this problem, my love?”

		“A few years ago, in talking with one of my ex-students, a young man, although he had feminine mannerisms.”

		“I’ve got the picture. Go on.”

		“He told me he was a ‘sissy,’ her words. She wanted to be addressed as Brandi and treated as a female. To make a long story short, she told me that she sometimes wore a cage on her cock.”

		I continued, “Now, that sounds like an illogical combination of words, but she was quite serious.”

		“Why would a sissy wear a cage on her cock?” Despite herself, Virginia had been drawn into my story.

		“She told me one reason she wore it was to deny herself pleasure so she could only focus on her partner, and isn’t that what we’re talking about?”

		My wife considered me for a full minute before saying, “You’re serious about this, aren’t you?”

		“Yes, I am. Would you like me to get a cage?” I asked.

		“Only if you think you could worship me once and pretend you were caged.” The twinkle was back in her eye.

		“Will you at least tape my cock to my leg or something?”

		Virginia agreed and first wrapped my cock and my leg to protect me from the tape she used. When I was secured, I pulled my pants back up and knelt between my wife’s thighs. I hadn’t been near her pussy since the night in the motel, but it didn’t look or taste any different. I immediately noticed how the restriction on my cock made me a better lover. What I was doing wasn’t a precursor to fucking. My goal was only to bring her pleasure as an end in itself. My cock fought the tape, but it didn’t matter to me. I immersed myself in my wife’s pussy and licked and sucked her for hours through multiple orgasms.

		When Virginia finally tugged at my hair and told me she’d had enough, my wife was thoroughly satisfied and happy. “I think this is going to work,” she told me. “I’m completely worshiped; now I just need to line up a string of men to fuck.”

		“You have graduate students, don’t you?” I asked and immediately bit my lip. “No, that would be wrong.”

		“Not if they’ve completed their studies.”

		I picked up a hand mirror from her dresser and held it to her pussy so she could see what I’d done. Her labia were swollen a dark purple, and her clitoris was visible between her engorged lips.

		Virginia ran her hand over her pussy to feel the difference. “If you did that often enough, I believe the change could become permanent,” she looked up at me. “As I suspect would happen if you used successively smaller cock cages without taking them off.”

		“I plan to wear one occasionally, but thank you for your kind offer to shrink my already tiny dick.”

		“It’s not tiny, Roger. It’s almost exactly average.”

		“Compared to James, it’s tiny.”

		“Yes. Yes, it is, when compared to James.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		When I arrived home from classes a week later, Virginia introduced me to my new cock cage. Since I wouldn’t wear it all the time, it was pretty basic. The cage was made of plastic, and my flaccid cock slid right into it. A plastic strap went around my balls to hold it in place, and my cock lined up with a tiny hole to pee through if the need arose. The cage came with a small lock and key, and Virginia told me she’d be keeping the key.

		We tested it when I worshiped my wife’s body, paying extra attention to her breasts and even her asshole. The cage worked fine by limiting how much my cock could harden. Desire was still present, but my ability to fuck my wife didn’t exist since Virginia had the key, so I serviced our familiar twat.

		The cage frustrated me, but in a good way—if that makes sense. I had always enjoyed going down on Virginia, but now I loved it, even when she squirted. My wife had never squirted, not once in her life.

		“You did it, baby. You beat James,” Virginia panted.

		

		It was a Friday when my wife called to tell me she’d be late. Friday was one of the days when she kept her office open to visiting grad students, and usually nobody took advantage of her availability. The problem with the phone call was that it came after her office officially closed for the week.

		“What’s going on?” I asked her.

		“Oh,” she sounded slightly breathless. “Just Eric, an old grad student needs to work something out. I’ll call before I leave. Love…” That’s how the call ended.

		I remembered Eric, just as I knew why she’d be late. As an undergraduate, Eric had started on our ranked football team and had even been drafted by the pros. His football career hadn’t worked out. Still, the last time I’d seen him, his muscles had bulged, and he’d towered over me. He’d cut a wide swath through the co-ed population, handsome with blonde hair and classic good looks. There had been rumors of parties where Eric had pleasured four or five different women in a night, stories I had no reason to doubt, and now Virginia was staying late with him.

		The plastic cage was in its case minus the key; I put it on my cock, snapped the lock closed, and settled down to wait.

		Virginia came in a little after 10:00, looking disheveled. Her hair was cut short, so it didn’t dishevel easily, but it was messed up that night. If she’d been wearing lipstick, it was now gone, and her face was flushed. If more proof were needed, her blouse was misbuttoned.

		She started to explain, but I was busy opening my pants. Her eyes followed my hands, and she lit up when she saw the green cock cage. “Maybe you should explain while I worship you.”

		Virginia smiled at me and went into the bathroom while I stripped. I didn’t need to take my clothes off, but it felt right at the time. When my wife came out, she was wrapped in a light nylon robe, holding it closed in the front.

		Despite my smile of reassurance, she looked frightened as I walked toward her. I spent time stripping her of her robe, slowly sliding it down her body, and as more of her was exposed, I kissed and stroked her skin.

		My wife tasted different, not just salty from exercising, but something else. As I kissed and tasted her perfectly round ass, I noticed how high it sat on her body and how slender her waist and back were. Since the cage kept me from thinking about fucking her, I simply appreciated the fact that a woman so perfect had married me. With her legs together, I ran my hand through the vee-shaped gap below her pussy, and licked the coating of liquid left behind on my hand.

		Virginia had wiped herself clean, but there was only so much she could do without a shower. She lay on her back with my hands under her knees so I could spread her legs and push them back toward her shoulders. I tasted all of her well-used pussy.

		There was no question my wife had been fucked. Her labia were red and swollen, and white cream bubbled from her vagina and ran down her ass, and I was there to catch it with my mouth. Virginia tasted different; the cum in her pussy added a salty, sharp, unpleasant taste. I ignored it because I wanted to prove I could worship my Virginia’s pussy even if it had just been used.

		My cock was bumping against the plastic cage as though it didn’t understand why it couldn’t become erect. It swelled to fill its prison like a convict hanging on the bars.

		I’d snapped the lock on before Virginia arrived home, well aware she held the key. I could only work to bring my wife pleasure. Soon, she put her feet flat on the bed, opening her pussy entirely to me as I put my hands under her butt cheeks and lifted her to my mouth. Her clitoris swelled, and her moans became louder. Then she was barking with every breath as I sucked her clitoris into my mouth and flicked it with my tongue.

		“Roger, honey,” she said between barks, and Virginia pulled my head hard against her pussy as she came. My wife’s orgasm seemed to last a very long time, peaking and subsiding and peaking again. When she finally released me and relaxed, I waited a few minutes before kissing her thighs and stomach and gently licking her pussy again.

		She’d released a tremendous amount of fluid, and a stream had hit the back of my throat when she came. I’d made Virginia squirt again.

		As I gently licked her pussy clean, Virginia’s moans were much louder this time, and when she came once more, her orgasm was even more violent. Afterward, she softly pushed me away and urged me to lay beside her.

		With her head on my chest, Virginia whispered how much she loved me and thanked me for what I’d done. Later, she handed me a chain with my cage's key.

		When I climbed back into bed, she asked me in a sleepy voice if I’d jacked off. “No, but I’m hard. I can’t help that, Ginny.”

		My wife rolled away from me and said over her shoulder. “Press your cock against my ass. I want to feel you as I fall asleep.”

		I had to stop myself from moving against her, and in the night, I woke to my cock caught between my wife’s asscheeks, throbbing hard, ready to cum. My wife reached back to softly stroke my arm once in her sleep.

		I sat on the toilet resisting the urge to finish myself until I could safely return to bed.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		“What do you think of our arrangement now?” Virginia said, greeting me as I ate breakfast Saturday morning. One of our arrangements had to do with bathrooms. Virginia had the one connected to the master bedroom, and I used the guest bathroom.

		“You’re not talking about the bathroom arrangement, are you?” I asked.

		Virginia gave me a snarky little grin. “No, I am definitely not talking about our shower arrangements.

		“You first,” I said around a mouthful of cornflakes.

		Virginia studied me over her cup of coffee. The steam was fogging the glasses she only wore to read. I thought her glasses made her look even sexier, and I felt my cock involuntarily throb once, hard. I wanted so much to take her back to bed.

		My wife pulled up her light tee shirt without a bra. Her breasts looked fantastic. They were large enough that a tiny amount could still be seen from the back. Her boobs were so full that there was only a slight sag, but today her nipples were a slightly darker color than usual, and they were standing erect.

		“I want you to look at my tits first.” Virginia was the only woman I’d ever known who called her breasts ‘tits.’ The word sounded nasty and dirty coming out of her otherwise prim mouth.

		I said, “Your nipples look different.”

		“He really liked my tits. I mean, he really liked my tits.”

		“I can see that, and what lesson would an intelligent husband take from this if his goal were to satisfy his wife?”

		“Perhaps his wife would like it if he paid more attention to her tits, but please don’t get me wrong. What you did last night was over-the-moon fantastic. It was wonderful. Oh, God, I love you so fucking much right now.”

		Virginia came around the table and bent down to kiss me deeply, and her incredible tits bumped against my arm. She pulled my head into the hollow between her breasts when she stood, and I sighed.

		“I’m giving you a hard-on, aren’t I?”

		“Oh, yes,” I answered.

		“How was the cock cage?” She’d released my head, pulled her sweater down, and sat, sipping her coffee.

		“The cage worked as advertised, but really, if James was a ten, how was your day yesterday?”

		“Until I got home, it had been a six or maybe a seven. Good, maybe even very good, but not James.”

		“And after you got home?”

		“A fourteen.”

		“The scale only goes to ten,” I pointed out.

		“I know,” she smiled. “How was the cage?”

		“I felt myself trying to get hard, and then I just put it aside. My cock was locked in, and I needed and wanted to worship my wife’s pussy. Because in one very significant way, I belong to her.”

		“So, to sum up, the experience was excellent for each of us, despite a less than perfect beginning.”

		“Tell me more about the beginning. Please, I want to know why it wasn’t better,” I asked, genuinely interested.

		“Alright, but this is totally voluntary on my part. I don’t have to tell you anything, agreed?”

		“Agreed,” I answered smartly.

		“He was large enough but seemed to think having a large cock was enough—he’d done his job. Also, he didn’t last as long as he might have. However, his enthusiasm made up for much of what he lacked in other areas.”

		“Understanding that you needn't answer, will you see him again?”

		“I fear not,” Virginia collected my bowl on her way to the sink.

		“Are you going to show me your tits again?”

		“Yes, but not now.”

		“Do you want to know how my erection’s doing?”

		“Probably about as well as my pussy,” and Virginia disappeared into the bedroom.

		“You’ll have to amuse yourself,” she said, coming out a short time later wearing a flimsy blouse that just managed to conceal her braless tits. “I’m going to the mall to shop.”

		“Would you like company?”

		“Can you be ready in five minutes?”

		“I’m ready now,” I said.

		“Let’s go.”

		Inside the mall, I asked Virginia to wait a minute while I ran into a drugstore. Outside I handed her a small bag. “You should probably keep these in your purse.”

		Virginia opened the bag cautiously and held it close to her eyes as she peeked in. “Condoms? You bought me a box of condoms?”

		“Your choice, but at least you have them,” I answered, moving off. When I noticed my wife wasn’t with me, I turned to look, and Virginia was putting the condoms into her purse before throwing the wadded-up brown bag into a trash receptacle.

		We weren’t going anywhere special, so we just strolled, enjoying our time together. Then Virginia spotted a large high-end department store, and I rode the escalator with her. My wife got off on the second-floor women’s clothing while I continued to the men’s department on three.

		I wasn’t interested in looking at clothing, but I was interested in looking over the escalator railing. Several minutes later, a young man came into view and leaned against the opposite railing from me, one floor down, giving me a view of his back. He was well dressed for a Saturday at the mall and was apparently waiting for someone.

		We stood like that until Virginia came into view and took a position a few feet from him. She dropped her packages at her feet to look for something in her purse. Giving up the search after a minute or two, she turned to the young man and asked a question. The exchange appeared spontaneous and innocent as he reached into a pocket and handed my wife a pen.

		While Virginia made a note on one of her bags, she smiled at him and started a conversation. Still innocent but becoming more interesting. When she finished her note, she gave him back his pen, this time catching his left hand. My wife pointed to his wedding ring, and they moved closer together as they talked.

		Whenever he thought he could get away with it, the man studied my wife’s tits until she seemed to catch him at it and brushed imaginary lint off her nipples while smiling warmly at him. Their conversation heated up as he put his hand on her arm, and my wife put her hand over his and appeared to move even closer. My slutty wife was pressing the back of his hand against her hard nipple.

		After a long minute, they broke apart, and he took out what appeared to be a business card and wrote something on the back before passing it to Virginia. My wife took the card, smiled broadly, and quickly touched his face before gathering her bags and moving out of sight.

		Only a minute or two later a dark-haired woman approached him, also with shopping bags, and began showing him her purchases. He seemed distracted from the slender woman, who, compared to my wife, had the figure of a boy. She had petite breasts and no discernable ass.

		I thought, “Ah, the wife,” and they rode the down escalator together.

		I waited a few more minutes before riding down to wait in almost the exact spot for Virginia. We had lunch and shopped some more without any mention of the escalator encounter.

		That night, lying in bed, my wife put down her book and asked, “Do you think I’m a horrible person?”

		“Why would I think such a thing? Is it because of James?”

		“No, James is a single, unmarried guy. Let’s say I fucked a married man and knew he was married before I did it. Further, let’s say I suspected my fucking him could harm his marriage, possibly even destroy it. Would that make me a horrible person?”

		“Have you slept with a married man?” I asked.

		“Just you; this is hypothetical.”

		“In this scenario, do you intend to harm his marriage or to provide a service?”

		“Provide a service?”

		“The married man in your hypothetical may never have met a woman as gorgeous as yourself, a woman physically opposite from his wife. He may never again have the opportunity to fuck such a woman, and now that he’s met you, he’ll always carry the memory of you. Forever wondering what it would have been like.”

		“I see. When you put it like that, I would be providing a valuable service. After all, I’d still have my cunt since it’s not a disposable asset. But I'd be increasing my value to him by providing a piece of ass.”

		“That’s how I see it. So, will you fuck the young man by the escalator?”

		Virginia giggled before hugging my arm to her soft tit. “I don’t know yet, but you just helped me get there. I really don’t want to harm his marriage.”

		“Have you seen his wife?”

		“No, have you?”

		“I have. Do you know what a plain board is?”

		“I do not. Do you mean to say a ‘plain board’ and not a ‘plain broad?’”

		“A plain board; I just made it up, so I’m not surprised you haven’t heard the expression before now. Allow me to provide the definition. A plain board is a plain-looking woman with no figure. No tits to speak of and a flat ass.”

		“Ouch, and he’s married to a plain board.”

		“He is.”

		“The poor man needs my services.”

		“He may. You understand I do not encourage or discourage such a course of action.”

		“Your hands are clean.”

		“No, but my dick may be restrained.”

		“Touche.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		“Don’t you get horny?” Virginia asked the following evening.

		“Yes.”

		“How horny?”

		“My balls have passed beyond blue, and I’m surprised I haven’t ejaculated in my sleep.”

		“I’d be happy to take care of the problem for you.”

		“Thank you, but I must decline.”

		“Because you believe you can’t stack up against James?”

		“Partially, but mainly because this has allowed me to step back and appreciate just what a spectacular woman you are. I’m horny, in part, because I’m jealous of the men you are allowing to enjoy your blessings.”

		Virginia entered the bedroom without a word and returned with my cock cage. “I feel the need to be worshipped by you.”

		As I tentatively licked my wife’s flowing pussy, I asked, “Why are you so excited tonight? If you want to tell me, of course,”

		“I made a date with the escalator man today. David works for one of the stock brokerages, so we’re getting together because I’m a potential client.”

		“Handy.”

		“Oh, Roger. I do hope so. Could the ‘plain board’ have ruined him?”

		“Perhaps the first time, but make sure you allow for recovery. Will I be allowed to watch?”

		“Good point about recovery time, and he’ll be coming here, so get to work.”

		My cock seemed to have adapted to the cage somewhat, but it still tried to become erect as I focused on my wife's clitoris. Virginia was fucking a man for pleasure, not reproduction, and I wondered when she’d appreciate the cognitive dissonance.

		My wife groaned as I sucked her clitoris and labia into my mouth until she made me lay on my back so she could sit on my face. Her hips moved rapidly, and the best I could do was to stick my tongue out as she moved faster and faster. Her clitoris would quickly drag over my tongue and then hump my nose. Her legs were pressed hard against my ears, but I could still hear her bark with each breath. When she came, she sat down hard on my face—her pussy flooding my mouth.

		“Oh, my God, Roger.” Her hips were moving lazily, grinding her pussy into my face. “It’s so good,” I felt her hand cupping my cock cage.

		“He’s trying to get hard, isn’t he? It must be frustrating to have a wet pussy so close.”

		I couldn’t talk with her body settled on my mouth, so I just looked up at her and nodded. Virginia was looking down at me, and our eyes met between her breasts. Her tits looked so different from this angle, and then she lifted one so she could see me better while she sucked her nipple. Her other hand was still playing with my cage and balls, and I could feel the cum.

		“Do you think he has a large cock?” I knew who she was talking about and shook my head ‘no.’ “You think he’s just a guy who married a plank when he was too young to know the difference.”

		This time I shook my head ‘yes,’ and began moving out from under her. My wife lifted her leg over my body to let me up, and I could see how swollen and red her pussy had become.

		“I hope David is smart enough to appreciate the gift you’re giving him.”

		“I’ll only give him one evening or maybe an afternoon.”

		“But, he’ll always have the memory of you and the knowledge of what fantastic means.”

		Virginia made herself busy as I cleaned up, and the smell of her pussy was strong on my face. “Kiss me,” I told her. “Not there, on my chin.”

		“It’s all wet and scratchy.”

		“I want you to sample what I tasted,” I told her. Virginia kissed my chin and then licked before moving to my cheeks.

		“I like the way my pussy tastes.”

		I kissed her mouth, and our tongues met as we shared her flavor.

		“You really love me, don’t you, Roger?”

		“I don’t think it’s possible for anyone to love you more,” I said.

		Virginia purred as she held me.

		The following day Virginia told me she’d arranged for David to come over on Saturday, and I made an offer to her. “I’ll answer the door when he rings the bell and escort him into the bedroom where you’ll be standing. He’ll be confused, but you’ll be smiling and wearing a simple dress with a zipper down the back.”

		“Then what happens?”

		“I pull the zipper down so you’re naked in front of him. Then I take your hand, and we walk over to him together. I say, ‘My wife means everything to me, and I’d like you to fuck her today because I can’t.’ Then I offer him your hand and sit in a chair to watch.”

		“Wow. That’s a lot of pressure on the guy. What do you see me doing?”

		“You have to slow him down because he’s going to want to just bang the shit out of you. Kiss him, maybe get him a drink, tell him there’s no rush. I don’t know, whatever works.”

		“I’ll tell him about your cage,” Virginia was thinking. “This way, David knows your husband supports what you’re doing, and he’s not only okay with it, but he has a reason for offering you to him. It also explains why I want to watch.”

		“Clever.”

		“I thought so.”

		On Saturday, it went as planned. David, who had been ready for Virginia, took a step back when a man answered the door. But Virginia had called an audible and was smiling and standing where he could see her.

		I told him we’d been expecting him and were happy he could make it as I directed him to a chair. Then I went over to my wife.

		“Of course, you’re not here to listen to me. You’re here for Virginia,” I pulled down the zipper on my wife’s dress, which fell to the ground.

		I took my wife’s hand and walked her over to him, saying, “Virginia is the most important thing in the world to me. I love her with all my heart, but I’m sharing her with you this afternoon because I can no longer give her the pleasure she deserves.”

		I held out her hand, but before he took it, David stood and thanked me out of the corner of his mouth. Then I became a piece of furniture; I was there, but my part was over.

		They kissed before Virginia insisted he have a drink. When she returned from the kitchen wearing only high-heeled shoes, she took him and his drink directly into the bedroom.

		I stayed in our living room, listening to their kissing and my wife removing his clothing. It was only when she gasped that I peeked in. My wife was on her knees, holding a cock like none I’d ever seen. David’s prick wasn’t very long; I’d judge it to have been slightly shorter than my own. But, it was incredibly thick. After he left, I quickly marked off how swollen his cock had been and measured a distance of three and a half inches. Which doesn’t seem very much until one sees it stretching a vagina almost to the breaking point.

		Virginia had prepared with candles burning, towels neatly folded, and a container of lubricant. I moved into the room without drawing attention to myself and picked up the pump bottle of lube. Meanwhile, he had my wife on her back as he held her arms over her head. David had the head of his fireplug of a cock at the mouth of her pussy.

		“Oh, Roger. I can’t take it; his cock is too much for me,” I squirted some lubrication around David’s thickness, so he could penetrate her more easily. Soon my wife’s pussy had expanded to accommodate him, and the lube was helping. David was fucking my wife with long strokes, opening her very wide. The longer he fucked her, the more stretched and excited Ginny became.

		“Faster, David. Oh, David, stretch me … fuck me … I’m cumming … Oh baby … make me cum,” and he did make my wife climax. Repeatedly.

		Finally, Virginia took his cock into her mouth while pumping the shaft with both hands. Neither of her hands would fit around the bulk of his cock, giving me one of my measurements.

		Virginia walked him to the door, and I was out of the room, but still, I listened. “I know you’re married, but I want to see you again.”

		“Dorthy and I are having some problems, and I wish you weren’t married. This was an awful thing to say, but I’ve never even seen a woman as beautiful as you are, except in a magazine or something.”

		My wife was smiling. “So, is that a ‘yes?’”

		“Does your husband have to watch?”

		“Send me a text, and we’ll talk.”

		“I don’t have your number.”

		“I’ll send you a text, and you respond.”

		When he’d left, I asked my wife, “I thought you were only going to see him this once?”

		Virginia piled all the pillows on the bed and leaned back against them. At first, I was distracted by my wife’s breasts, how even as she lay back, both large and perky breasts didn’t sag to the side as most would. She smiled at me and looked down her body toward her pussy.

		I followed her gaze down, over her strong core, and between her trim thighs, now spread wide. What I saw caused me to push out of my chair and onto the bed.

		My wife’s cunt truly looked ruined. Her vagina was visible as a wide open hole leaking a steady stream of white semen down to her ass, eventually to a puddle on the bed. Virginia’s labia looked bruised, and my wife sighed as she gently touched her still visibly vibrating clitoris. “I don’t know how to explain what just happened to a man—even many women might not understand.”

		I gently nudged her finger aside and put the flat of my tongue on her clitoris, surprised by how it was throbbing. I used some of the sperm on her ass to lubricate my index finger before I eased into her asshole. My wife put her head back and sighed deeply

		I looked up long enough to say, “Please explain it to me.”

		“He stretched my puss … my vagina as wide as it could go. You know the clitoris is more than the tiny button you’re licking so lovingly?”

		I nodded ‘yes,’ even as I worshiped her pussy and fingered her ass.

		“I love what you’re doing, my love. You’ve never touched my ass before, and I’ve wondered why. Are you hard?”

		“Very hard and leaking.”

		“The little button is just the tip of the clitoral iceberg. The gland and all its precious nerves extend down either side of the vagina. When he spread me so much, I believe he pressed hard against all of it, and then, oh, my God, he fucked me with that heavenly fat cock.”

		I stopped long enough to ask, “How was he on the ‘James one-to-ten Scale?”

		“He was perhaps a nine, but at times he was a nine and three-quarters.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		After a quiet little orgasm against my tongue, Ginny fell asleep even as I continued worshipping her. When I stopped, my wife rolled on her side and hugged one of the pillows.

		I left her and went into the kitchen, only remembering the green cock cage when it clunked as I sat on a wooden chair. Only Virginia knew where she’d hidden the key.

		I sat at the table for a long time while replaying the day in my mind. I knew I no longer had a claim to my wife’s body, beyond what she’d granted me. I lifted the cage to feel the plastic's weight and my slowly softening prick. My wife, I realized, could lock me in chastity any time she wished. It didn’t matter since, in a profound way, I was already in chastity.

		No matter, I thought. I’d likely wear the cage until Virginia unlocked it in the morning. What would I do if she refused to open it?

		I crossed my arms on the tabletop and lay my head on them while I let my mind drift. Could I live my life wearing a cage on my cock? I loved my wife with all my heart, but could I survive wearing progressively smaller cages while married to a woman who received what love she needed from other men? What would happen when the day came and she fell in love with one of those men and left me with an insanely tiny cock lacking the ability to achieve a meaningful erection?

		Virginia’s tongue on my ear woke me. “I love you, Richard. Don’t ever doubt it.”

		Ginny removed and cleaned the cage as I tried to work the kink out of my neck from sleeping at the table all night. I studied my cock and the marks left on it by the cage and even pumped it a few times to see how it felt.

		“Would it help if I did that?”

		“Would you ever put progressively smaller cages on me until my cock was only an inch long and useless?”

		“Is that what you want me to do?”

		“No.”

		“Then I wouldn’t do it.”

		“What if I had wanted you to put smaller cages on me and keep them on, making my cock tiny and useless?”

		Virginia had a way of studying something, a person, an object, or a bug without blinking. Her blue eyes became a deeper shade of blue, and she’d cock her head to the side as though looking through the person and reading their thoughts.

		My wife studied me like that now. I tried to look back at her the same way, but I could’t keep it up.

		“But, you’d still worship my pussy, right?”

		“Yes,” I tried to laugh as though it were all a joke. But it came out weak.

		“Well, in that case, I still wouldn’t do it.”

		I was surprised. “Why not?”

		“Because I plan on us being married to each other for the rest of our lives, and I don’t want a husband with a one-inch dick.”

		“I’d still worship your pussy. What’s the difference?”

		“One of these days you’ll forget what this is all about and want to fuck me again. If some other guy doesn’t have his dick in me at the same time, I may even let you.”

		I was uneasy the entire day. It wasn’t anything Virginia had said; after all, she’d been reassuring. But, my marriage had turned into something I didn’t fully recognize.

		“I want you to read this,” Ginny said, handing me her smartphone.

		

		[Virginia] You’re on my mind. Are you thinking of me?

		

		[David] You’re all I can think about; I want to see you again.

		

		I handed her phone back, asking, “What do you want me to say?”

		“I want you to tell me I should see him again.”

		“You know I can’t do that, Virginia. You’ll see him or not. It’s entirely up to you.”

		“I know you’ve been struggling with all this, and I don’t want to see him if it will hurt you.”

		“Seeing you with him gives me an erection,” I said. “Hurt and jealousy are part of the excitement for me.”

		“There are different kinds of hurt, or maybe it’s a spectrum. I don’t know, but I think the hurt you felt last time wasn’t the good kind of cuckold hurt. It seemed like the ‘husband with a cheating bitch wife’ kind of pain.”

		Virginia took her phone back and sat beside me. Then she picked up my arm, put it around her shoulders, and lay her head on my chest. I knew she was listening to my heart.

		“You want him to fuck you again, don’t you?” I asked needlessly.

		“I’m sorry, Richard. I truly am sorry. It’s not that I even like the man—he’s just a boring, suburban cheating husband.”

		“With an amazing prick.”

		“Yes, with an amazing prick.”

		“I won’t be here next time.”

		Virginia sat up quickly. “What do you mean?”

		“I’ll be somewhere else while he’s here.”

		Virginia’s eyes were wide, and her breathing had become rapid. “I’ll be back after he leaves. I just don’t want to witness ‘David, The Sequal.’”

		“I need to think about it,” Virginia said. “The thought of him fucking me again is so exciting, but I don’t know if I can do it without you.”

		“Why do you need me?”

		“You keep me from getting lost,” I wasn’t sure what she meant. “When David fucks me, I’m transported to a different world. A place where only he and I and those incredible sensations exist, and I’m afraid I could lose myself there.”

		“Do you think you’d wake up in a home, fed through a tube as your pussy quakes from orgasm to orgasm?”

		Virginia slapped my arm. “I’m serious.”

		“I’m being selfish.”

		“Yes, you are being selfish.”

		“I think it’s better for my mental health if I’m not here this time. I don’t mean I’ll never be here. I just need a break from watching someone else gives my wife the satisfaction that should be coming from me.”

		“Did you mean to say ‘cumming?’”

		“Yes, it was a slip of the tongue.”

		“Will you provide me a slip of your tongue when you come home? I mean, after he’s gone.”

		“I probably will,” I answered. “Unless you’re sleeping or something.”

		“Or something? Such as what?”

		“Let’s say he sleeps over.”

		“I’d never let him sleep over,” Virginia assured me.

		“What if you’re in ‘orgasmland,’ and fall asleep?”

		My wife’s phone made a dinging sound, and she quickly looked at the screen. “He can come over tomorrow evening.”

		“What time is he permitted to come out and play?”

		“Around 7:00.”

		“Do you know what David does for a living?” I asked.

		Virginia gave me one of those looks. Her head was pointed down, but her eyes looked up through her lashes while she smiled. “I don’t know exactly; it hasn’t really come up yet.”

		“Virginia, you are my wife and the love of my life. I have given myself to you with all my heart, but I must ask, is this asshole going to cause us problems?”

		“I don’t think so. I’ll tell him you’re a mathematics professor, which should scare him off.”

		A laugh a minute, my wife.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		I continuously checked my watch as I lingered over my dinner. When I’d reached the point where I could not comfortably linger longer, it was only 8:30, and I was sure an hour and a half wasn’t long enough. There had been no texts from my wife.

		I wasn’t surprised by the absence of a message. Virginia meant what she’d said about going into a different reality when she was with another man, and it was entirely likely she wouldn’t remember to keep me informed.

		Dwelling on my wife’s activities was not a profitable way to spend my evening. I needed to remove the image of David’s amazingly fat pecker stretching my wife’s pussy from my mind. I’d seen it, and I knew what it did to her.

		After briefly considering a movie, I decided I needed the people, alcohol, and noise only a club could provide. Fortunately, it was too early for a line to have formed.

		“What brings you in, pal?” the bartender asked. The club was nearly deserted this early, and he looked like he’d been standing behind bars for years, unlike the usual female bartenders.

		“My wife’s busy fucking a guy in our bed,” I answered.

		The bartender stopped dead. “Is this the truth?”

		“Absolutely.”

		He poured what he’d been working on down the sink and reached behind the display bottles to pull out one I hadn’t seen. After first blowing the dust from it, he placed a shot glass in front of me and filled it to the brim.

		“I keep this for special customers or special moments. You don’t qualify for either of those, but still, I think you need it.”

		“What is it?” I asked.

		“Scotch. I believe it was bottled in the last century,” he peered at the label, which seemed impossible to read. “Apparently Jimmy Carter was president, so please enjoy.”

		I took a sip, and it was amazing. “This is the smoothest liquor I’ve ever tasted. It must cost a fortune.”

		“It does,” he was hiding the bottle again. “The kids who work for me have no idea what this is, except for a note telling them not to pour it without my express approval.”

		“Excuse me, but you’re more than a bartender, aren’t you?” I asked.

		“I’m the manager and part owner.” He offered me his hand to shake. “I’m Danny Malone, so what are you going to do about your wife?”

		“After she cleans up, I’m going to eat her pussy until she decides I’m the better man.”

		“Then I won’t be reading about a murder in tomorrow’s paper?”

		“You might be, it’s a big town, but the murder won’t involve me. My wife and I had an arrangement, but it immediately went sideways.”

		“She has more than one man on the side?” Danny asked.

		“Yes,” and I explained David’s anatomical gift.

		“But, she doesn’t actually like him?”

		“Just his dick. She’s partial to his dick, but the other guy has him beat.”

		“This David guy,” Danny thought for a moment before continuing. “Does he look like a suburban dad with no sense of style?”

		“Yes,” I answered wearily now.

		“About six feet tall, slender, with light brown hair, almost blonde, and a mustache?”

		“I’m getting a bad feeling,” I said.

		“If it’s the guy I’m thinking of, he’s a player.”

		“What? Like a sports player or fucks as many women as he can play?”

		“The latter. I don’t know him well, but my impression is of an arrogant shit.”

		Bad feelings were coming from every direction. “Danny, me old scotch buddy, is there any way you can keep this between us?”

		“I might, but what’s in it for me?”

		“All I have to give is an A in graduate Applied Mathematics at the University—I can guarantee that right now at this bar.” I thought it was lame, but I had nothing else, and his response surprised me.

		“Are you serious? This is not something to joke about; I have my degree from that school and would love to have a graduate course on my record.”

		“How long ago did you graduate?”

		“About the same time Carter was president.”

		“That makes it easy. I merely register you for the course, arrange for a math one-course scholarship, and give you the grade after the end of the quarter.” The one-course scholarship was bullshit, but I might have been able to make some satisfactory arrangements.

		Danny poured me another shot of the good stuff with a smile, and my mind was a little more at ease.

		I went home around 11:00, and David’s car was gone. My naked wife was asleep, her legs spread wide and the sheet beneath her so wet it was transparent. I leaned over to kiss her gently, and her eyes slowly opened.

		“I was just about to send you a text.”

		“Your pussy looks like it needs to be worshipped.”

		“Yes, worship me, cunt servant.”

		“Could we perhaps clean some of the semen from it before I begin ministering to you?”

		“Perhaps, fetch me a warm washcloth; it must be warm, not hot. If it's cold, I shall have you wearing a smaller cock cage.”

		I bent to Virginia’s cleaner pussy, and paused to take in the remarkable sight. Again her labia were swollen to a deep purple, and I could see up her vagina. My wife moaned when my tongue lightly touched her puffed-up clitoris, and she grabbed my hair with both fists.

		“Oh, Roger, darling. I came so much, and he’s now tied with my beloved James.”

		The news hit me hard, and for a moment, I lost concentration. “Oh no. I’ve hurt you, haven’t I?”

		I took a pillow from her and leaned back against the headboard. “I’ve lost my wife.”

		Virginia didn’t take me seriously at first. “Not finishing what you start isn’t helping.”

		I didn’t laugh, and Virginia caught my mood change and put her pillow next to mine. “If you think you’ve somehow lost me, you’d be wrong.”

		“Would I?” It was as though my world had gone dark. “Could we take the cage off, please?”

		Virginia held the sheet over her breasts as she brought the key out of the drawer by her side of the bed. She looked sad as she worked, and my cock lay flaccid on my thigh when she was done.

		I was deep in thought when she got out of bed and went into the bathroom, still wrapped in the sheet. I wished I had some of Danny’s scotch. Later, she lay sideways on the bed with her head on my lap. Virginia was fully dressed now.

		“Do you want me to move out?” She asked.

		“Move out? Oh, hell no. I’m your husband and want you here with me, always.”

		“Then what are we going to do? I’m not trying to be mean, but it was you who gave me a hall pass. Tonight, before I said something stupid, you were becoming hard.”

		“I’m bewildered, but there are two things of which I’m sure. I don’t want to lose you, and David is a player. According to a bar owner.”

		My wife laughed softly. “With a cock like he has, I’m not surprised. I don’t want to lose you. But we have to go one way or the other; I can’t be emotionally whipped back and forth like this. I don’t know what to expect from you after I’ve been with … ah, somebody else. Will you be my loving, supportive husband, or will you be an angry stranger?”

		“I’m not angry,” I said. “I’m hurt, confused, jealous, horny, and deeply in love with a woman I’m sharing with other men. Men who can offer her the loving intimacy I don’t seem capable of providing.”

		I stroked Ginny's hair, and she closed her eyes while I thought. ‘Perhaps I was never able to provide what she needed?”

		She was correct; my only choice was to put my hurt aside and be her loving, supportive husband. It was either that or leave her.

		

		

		

		Chapter10

		

		“Ginny,” I said, waking my wife. I’d stroked her hair as she lay, her head still on my lap.

		“Yes,” she kissed my jeans just below my belt.

		“I’ve made an important decision.”

		“What is it?” She asked sleepily. Her eyes still closed as though expecting bad news.

		“We’re going out for breakfast.”

		Her blue eyes pierced me as though I were a bug she would display. “That’s your important decision?”

		“No, this is. I’ve been an unfair asshole to you, and I apologize. Everything you said was spot on, and I will be the loving, supportive husband you deserve. I only ask for one thing in return.”

		Virginia was sitting up then, wearing a tentative smile. “What’s the one thing?”

		“That you try not to fall in love with another man and leave me.”

		“All I have to do is try not to fall in love?”

		“I apologize in advance for using the double negative, but one can not promise not to fall in love; one can only promise to try. If you fall in love and find you need to leave me, I ask only that you be kind.”

		“You have my promise. I shall endeavor not to fall in love with another man. Further, I will always try to be kind to the man I love. No, wait, that won’t work. Try this; I will always be kind to you, Richard, and gentle with your feelings.”

		I smiled and kissed her hand.

		

		“A neighbor told me a strange man keeps coming to our home in a large black SUV when I’m not there. They said he is a younger white guy, probably in college. Are you tutoring someone or something?” Virginia was shaken.

		“This is when I choose not to answer the question.”

		Which was an answer and told me everything except who it was.

		My wife sat on the couch, hunched over with her hands caught between her knees. She was looking at me with frightened eyes.

		“Just please tell me it’s not David.”

		Virginia shook her head. “It’s not David; I’ve stopped seeing him.”

		While that took one load off my mind, it was clear something was up. I couldn't make Ginny tell me if she didn’t want to. Thankfully there was nothing in our rules about me keeping a close eye on our house without her knowing about it.

		Fortunately, I could take a few days to watch my own house. It’s only possible to know what boring truly means when one has spent days sitting in their car watching the same building waiting for something to happen.

		On the third day of the incredibly dull week, a large, black SUV with heavily tinted windows drove slowly down our block and parked behind me. I slid down, so the top of my head was even with the top of the seat.

		I wasn’t shocked by the sight of Erik getting out of the SUV. He’d been a varsity football player at the school and had even been drafted by the pros. His football career hadn’t worked out, so now he was just an enormous graduate student and the guy who had fucked my wife in her office. He probably wasn’t happy that she hadn’t wanted to see him again.

		Eric rang the bell several times and knocked loudly on our door until Virginia opened it.

		After he was inside, I walked back to his SUV to look in the passenger side window. Although it was difficult to see through the heavy tinting, I was reasonably confident the car was empty. I wanted to try the handle, but was concerned an alarm could sound.

		I walked around the house and used my key to get in the backdoor. The door led directly onto the small patio in the back of our home, and by a strange coincidence, I’d oiled the squeaky latches the weekend before. The door had squeaked so loudly it had sounded like a dying animal. I never do repairs; I’d hire someone else to do it, I’m great at writing checks, but maintenance was just something I wouldn’t do. I’m nearly allergic to making repairs, but I can squirt a little WD-40 from a can.

		I made my way inside our house soundlessly, just in time to hear a shriek from the second floor. “Erik! What the fuck?”

		“Come on, Virginia. I missed you. Did you miss me?’

		“I’m working, Eric. This isn’t a good time. Please don’t … I really do have to work, and you need to leave.”

		I snuck up the stairs barefoot, knowing which stair to step over, and walking on the edge of each riser to make no noise. Eventually, I reached a level just high enough for my eyes to be even with the second-story floor, and I could look directly into Virginia’s study from that level.

		My wife leaned back against her desk, and Eric had his hands on her waist as if ready to pull her toward himself. That was when I raised my smartphone and started making a video.

		“I can’t stay long, but I need you, Professor, and I know you want me too. If I looked, I’d find that just thinking about my cock makes you wet. Is it, Virginia, is your cunt wet for me?”

		Virginia had been staring into his eyes before she looked around for anything to free herself. That was when she saw me. I put my finger to my lips, and she got the message. That I was in the house with them was our little secret for now.

		“I don’t know if I’m wet, Eric. Women aren’t like men; we can’t always feel it. I’d need to check,” while she said it, I saw some of the tension leave her body. She was in familiar masculine territory now. She’d had to reject male come-ons in a way that didn’t damage their frail manly egos before.

		“Open your pants,” he whispered hoarsely as his suddenly clumsy fingers pulled his belt loose. There was nothing awkward about my wife; she moved gracefully to open her jeans and pull down the zipper. Her smile wasn’t inviting as she pulled her pants away from her body and slid her hand down to her panties.

		“Get them in your pussy, and let me see your fingers. Be careful you don’t wipe them clean.”

		My wife’s face turned red, and the muscles in her arm moved as she toyed with herself before her fist reappeared. “There, dry,” she said, showing him.

		“Oh, Virginia, you think I’m stupid. Open your fucking fist,” he said ominously.

		Even from the steps, I could see the web of slimy pussy lubrication caught between my wife’s fingers. Virginia looked at her hand while she tried to hide how her body vibrated with her arousal.

		His eyes fixed on the pale skin crisscrossed with the indentations caused by her belt. Then his pants were down, and his obscenely hard cock pulsed at her. It was as though each beat of his heart caused it to jump, and there were many beats as his excitement grew. He wasn’t James or David but was still larger than I am.

		My wife’s attention was riveted. Even from a distance, I saw her pupils dilate, giving away her interest. Ginny reached to touch him as if hypnotized, and Eric put his hand on the top of Virginia’s head and pushed her down.

		I could see it, but I couldn’t stop it. Eric held my wife’s nose closed until she opened her mouth to breathe and found it was full of the man’s cock. Eric didn’t push gently. He obscenely distended her lips until she couldn’t breathe, then he fucked my wife’s mouth until the panic lessened and her eyes rolled up in her head.

		When he pulled his cock out of her mouth, Virginia took a long, shuttering breath before he held her hair so she couldn’t move and filled her mouth and throat once more. Before panicking, my wife sucked and licked his cock, and the asshole wouldn’t let her breathe. He held her head until she passed out.

		On the bed, Virginia was breathing again as he pulled off her jeans and spread her legs. His fingers came away dripping from her pussy. “Tell me if you want me to fuck your married cunt.”

		Her voice was hoarse from the long minutes he’d filled her throat. “Fuck my married cunt, you bastard. Make me cum, asshole.”

		“Tell me you’re a whore. A dirty whore who wants my big prick.” Eric was pushing his amazing prick into my wife’s pussy, not even trying to be gentle.

		“I’m just a dirty whore, and I dream of your … of your …. Oh, God. Yes, fuck me like you hate me.”

		He used his hands on Virginia’s shoulders, by her neck, to hold her legs up and spread wide. I knew he’d do it; I don’t know how I knew. His hands were on Virginia’s throat, strangling her as they fucked. My wife’s face turned bright red, then lost all color, and I moved up, ready to charge the room. But Virginia was holding her pussy off the bed and pushing back against him with every stroke.

		Then his hands were off her throat, and Virginia was screaming. “I’m cumming, you fucking bastard. God damn it,” and her words turned into animal noises as he emptied his balls inside her.

		When he collapsed on top of my wife, I finished climbing the steps and moved soundlessly into the bedroom across the hall from ours. I leaned against the wall and slid down to sit on the carpet. I was numb; all feeling fled my body and my mind. When the sound of kissing reached me, the pain started again.

		The man had entered my house and fucked my wife. I didn’t think it mattered that she’d eventually permitted him or that she’d known I was there. I knew she’d say she’d wanted him to fuck her from the moment she’d seen him, and maybe it was true. Maybe he’d taught my wife to be his pain slut.

		I slid sideways and lay on the carpet on my side, with my hands caught between my legs, pressing against my strong erection. Then I remembered my cage, and it seemed too late to jack off. Besides, the pain was too great.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		I felt Virginia lift my head and put it on her lap. She stroked my hair, and I was surrounded by the ripe odor of her used cunt. “I didn’t worship you,” I managed to say.

		“Shhh, just rest. You can worship me another time.”

		“I saw, and it wasn’t right what he did to you.”

		“He did what he wanted to do, and I’m ashamed by how much I enjoyed it. I’m willing to concede; you were right all along. Sometimes sex is just for pleasure.”

		“I love you, Virginia.”

		“I know you do, Roger, and I love you, too.”

		“Why didn’t you tell me about Eric? And please answer this time.”

		Ginny paused before saying, “After that first time in my office, Eric told me if I didn’t let him fuck me again, whenever he wanted, he’d spread pictures of me around campus. The pictures showed me naked on my desk with my legs spread.”

		My wife took a deep breath, and I felt her chest expand. “He would possibly get in some trouble, too. But, it would look like I had been seducing a student in my office, and I’d be ruined in academia. I didn’t tell you because I was embarrassed that Eric could outsmart me. What made it worse was when I started enjoying the sex.”

		“I think we’ll need to get rid of Eric,” I said, growing weaker. “But, how do we get rid of Eric but keep his cock for you?”

		“I don’t think castration is a good idea,” Virginia said.

		“No, I was thinking of using James.”

		I sat up and into Virginia’s withering glare. “James is … mine!”

		“Let’s assume James is saving himself for you and passing up the women who throw themselves at him nightly,” I said.

		“Further,” Virginia extended. “Let’s assume after fucking a few of them, he’s realized that I … am … the … best … ever!” My wife separated the words and used her vibrator as a microphone to pretend announcing them from a wrestling ring.

		“Good, you’re the fucking best he’s ever had, and you go to him for a favor. ‘Pretty please, with nipples on top, would you intimidate a guy so he will stop blackmailing me? In return, you can do anything you want to me.”

		“As long as it doesn’t leave a mark.”

		“As long as it doesn’t leave a permanent mark,” I amended.

		“Oh, darling Virginia,” I said. “Why is your cunt all stretched out of shape?”

		“It’ll be back to normal by tomorrow or maybe the day after.”

		“What happens if Eric keeps coming back? For that matter, are we wasting our time using James?”

		“Crap. I hadn’t thought of that. But, what other option do we have?” Virginia pointed out.

		

		[Virginia] James, I’ve missed you so much. Where are you, baby?

		

		[James] Wyoming. Do you want a cast of my cock?

		

		[Virginia] A who of your what?

		

		[James] I had a cast made of my hard-on. This place in Utah offered to make “The Original James Dildos,” and I’m having one sent to you.

		

		[Virginia] Oh, honey. I have just the place for it. LOL But, I have a favor to ask, and it’s really, really huge.

		

		[James] Before you tell me what you want from me, tell me what I get for doing it.

		

		[Virginia] You get to do anything you want to me if it doesn’t leave a permanent mark.

		

		[James] I can do anything for how long?

		

		[Virginia] How long do you want?

		

		[James] Seven days and your husband isn’t invited.

		

		[Virginia] You also can’t ruin my reputation here. I don’t want to lose my job.

		

		[James] Then ten days, and I may require some people to help me. What’s the favor?

		

		[Virginia] I want you to scare a guy off.

		

		[James] That’s it?

		

		[Virginia] That’s it. You can do anything you’d like with me for 10 days after you get him to delete some pictures permanently, and he swears to leave me alone.

		

		[James] Send me his information and get ready for an exciting ten days. Warning, you won’t need to pack any clothes.

		

		“I don’t know how to thank you,” Virginia said to me.

		“I’m sure you’ll think of something.”

		The world was quiet for the next two weeks. We worked and taught our classes. We relaxed at night when I wasn’t worshipping her cunt, or she was teasing me in my cage while we waited for the next shoe to drop.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		We sat with James in the back of a cowboy bar. Virginia and I sat on one side of the small table and James on the other. Virginia was already antsy in her seat and biting her lower lip just from seeing James. They were catching up until I butted in.

		“How did it go with Eric?”

		James said, without taking his eyes off Ginny, “Oh, he won’t be bugging my girl again.”

		‘His girl?’. It was not something I wanted to hear, and I didn’t like my wife beaming with joy after he said it.

		

		I dreaded the day James would return and take my wife away for ten days to do anything he wanted with her, as long as he didn’t leave a permanent mark. I refused to answer my phone to unknown numbers and even took Virginia on vacation to a rented lake cabin.

		“You’re scared,” Virginia seemed surprised. “What do you think he’ll do to me?”

		“I can only think the worse.”

		“Catastrophic thinking.”

		“This is your diagnosis? Nine years of undergrad, graduate school, post-grad, and I have catastrophic thinking because you’re going to be the sex … I don’t know what. Of a guy with a cock capable of replacing your brain with orgasms?”

		“Replacing my brain…” Virginia couldn’t continue through her laughter. “…my brain with…Orgasms! Why wouldn’t I want that?”

		Damn, her mirth was catchy. I tried not to laugh along with her. “I’m serious. James takes away your ability to think clearly; all you can do is beg him to fuck you and promise to do anything he asks. ‘Walk down this street naked and tell that woman you want to eat her cunt.’ ‘Yes, James, of course, because then you’ll fuck me.’”

		My wife was laughing so hard I thought she might hurt herself. “Stop, Roger, please, you’re killing me.”

		“Seriously, we need a way for you to contact me if you’re in trouble,” I said, sober now.

		“If it makes you feel better, what do you suggest?”

		“Roger, if I pick up the phone or receive a text, and it only says ‘Roger,’ I’ll know you’re in trouble.”

		“What if I don’t have a phone?”

		“Collect from a pay phone, if you can find one. Are there still telegrams? I don’t know, but that’s your safe word.”

		“Roger,” she said. “What if I forget it?”

		“Oh for…” But she was laughing again.

		James picked her up in his truck. An immense eighteen-wheeler with a sleeper cab pulled up in front of the house, and my wife ran out to greet him, carrying a small bag. I stood next to him as Virginia leaped into his arms. Our neighbor watched open-mouthed, his gaze shifting from my wife’s passionate kiss to me. I smiled and waved, and he half-heartedly waved back, too polite to ask the obvious question.

		“Guys,” I said, breaking in. “The neighbors are staring.”

		“Does old Oliver have an erection?” Virginia asked.

		“No, but I do,” Virginia smiled at James.

		“So does James,” and she moved her hips as if to show me where his erection could be found. “We’ll leave before he fucks me right here in front of our house.”

		James helped my wife up to the truck cab, both hands on her ass. Then with a roar, the beast inched down our tree-lined street. I watched it go, taking my life with it, and felt alone and afraid.

		My phone stayed by my side as I cut the grass, cleaned the house, and thought about what they were doing. How many times had he fucked her? Had she screamed her orgasms? Had he made her beg him to fuck her in some trucker bar—because she’d do it. My highly educated, horny wife would have gotten down on her knees in the peanut shells and begged him to fuck her loud enough to be heard over the music.

		She called once with loud music playing faintly in the distance and didn’t use the safe word. All she said was that they were having a great time, going to a party, and I shouldn’t worry about her.

		I quickly asked where she was, and all I got before she hung up was, “At the party, now don’t worry. Go beat off or something.”

		I did worry about her but whacking off seemed like excellent advice. I had been playing with the computer, and with myself, about to check in on a website I rarely visited. For a credit card to charge, the site showed only one live, while-it-was-happening, amateur hotwife experience on Saturday night. A customer could rewatch the Saturday night experience or any other past events for the remainder of the week.

		Despite making everything appear amateur and live, I’d always had a healthy amount of skepticism even though there had been nights when it was a bust, which added to the live amateur ambiance. For instance, a wife may back out at the last minute or freak out when she realized what was about to happen to her. The site would put on a successful older video if a failure occurred, but they never issued a refund.

		I paid my money and was admitted to the view of what looked like an average living room. There was usually only one camera, so the view was stationary, but tonight there were two cameras, and the view switched between them about once every other minute.

		Men, many of them black, sat on the couch or chairs and the floor. Some were smoking, a water pipe was passed around, and all drank from cans of beer. A large, physically imposing black man kept the atmosphere light while showing who was in charge.

		A doorbell sounded, and the light atmosphere was suddenly charged. The men had been waiting for something to happen, and now it was starting.

		The imposing black man, Titus, strolled to the entryway while signaling for the men to act normally. Soon, they were again talking, and a few were laughing as he opened the door.

		I’d been paying attention, curious about the guest of honor, but I broke into a cold sweat when James escorted my wife into the living room. Titus introduced his buddy James and his friend Gloria. At least they hadn’t used my wife’s real name. Virginia looked around the room, and I saw the panic on her face, but before she could turn and run, Titus took her arm and introduced her to each man individually. Along with the waterpipe, It was the perfect, personal thing to relax her.

		When the camera switched, I saw my wife wearing a skirt exposing the entire length of her long legs. Virginia’s tee shirt ended just below her large, braless breasts. My wife’s nipples created hard points in the shirt, possibly because of her excitement.

		My wife likes to be admired by men, particularly attractive men like Titus. As they moved from man to man, I saw his hand on her back under her tee shirt. About halfway around the room, Titus’s hand had crept to my wife’s left tit. She was standing a little sideways to him, allowing him to feel not just her tits but under the waistband of her skirt to her pussy.

		When they got to James, he lifted my wife’s skirt so the entire room could see Titus’s large black hand stroking Virginia’s clitoris. The sound quality wasn’t great, but I could still hear my wife’s moans and the men's comments as they began to stand.

		Virginia, or Gloria for tonight, wrapped her arms around Titus’s thick neck and pulled herself up to kiss him. James unfastened her skirt and pulled the zipper down, allowing it to fall to the floor, and my intellectual wife’s perfect ass was visible. She didn’t seem to notice as she moved her hand to the bulge in Titus’s pants.

		Virginia looked surprised when a fat doobie was put between her swollen lips. I knew my wife didn't handle pot well, and it only took a couple of hits on a normal-sized pipe to make her fly, and this cigar was anything but usual.

		She held the smoke deep in her lungs as James pulled her tee shirt up, causing her tits to fall into the complimentary view of what now appeared to be at least a dozen men.

		I was afraid for her, but watching from the artificial distance of the computer screen made it less terrifying and more arousing. I stroked my cock as I watched and listened to my wife’s gangbang.

		James was allowed to go first, and Virginia reacted to him as if they were in a serious relationship. He not only wildly aroused my wife, but she also liked him intensely. Judging by how she screamed when they came together, her feelings were genuine.

		Every kiss as he came deep inside her was like a stab to my heart. It sounds trite, but I felt pain with every kiss, and watching their lips as they spoke was like a knife twisting inside me. I couldn’t hear the words, but I recognized the moment.

		Then James was off her, and another took his place. Virginia was warmed up by then, and her time with James had been cut short. She allowed the new man to hold her ankles wide apart as he slammed hard into my wife’s pussy. His black cock shined wet to his balls, and he froze motionless as he added his sperm to James.

		One after another, they fucked my wife in real time, and I only took my eyes away to read the comments from other watchers. I turned back when she was made to kneel to be taken from the rear. My wife was facing a camera then, and her mouth hung open as she came, and the men could appreciate the size of her swinging tits.

		The comments were all favorable, but Virginia’s mind was lost in a separate world as she was fucked repeatedly. Then, with a river of cum flowing from her cunt, it was Titus’s turn.

		My wife had been moved onto her back, and a cock, wet from her pussy was in her mouth, so Virginia couldn’t see Titus’s cock as he stepped between her wide-spread thighs.

		Her eyes widened, and she held the cock she’d been sucking as Titus slowly sank inside her and then kept sinking. I got an idea of his size by comparing it with my wife’s body and the other cocks that had gone before.

		At first, Virginia tried to make him stop, she held her hands up and pushed on his chest, but Titus wasn’t going to be denied. I couldn’t imagine where his cock was going; it was obviously too much for her until he stopped pushing and held perfectly still.

		My wife was still moving her body from side to side, but she was no longer trying to get away. He stood still, his long cock somewhere in my wife’s pussy, until Virginia began to fuck herself. Her chin was on her chest as if looking down at her pussy, and her eyes were squeezed shut as she moved, at first only a little, and then more, until Titus began fucking her.

		Virginia’s head went back, and her mouth opened in a perfect circle as she met Titus’s thrusts with wild lunges of her own. As they fucked each other, my wife put her hands on Titus’s ass to pull him further into her cunt as she howled. He fucked her for a long time, pulling out to rest his cock if he got too close or to reposition her. Virginia’s pussy was a wet, bright red gaping hole, and more semen was pushed out with every thrust.

		When he came, they both shrieked. Virginia had already orgasmed several times, but Titus pushed her over a higher cliff. Virginia lay still, totally fucked out, and when he pulled out, he trailed long strings of cum.

		Some men weren’t done, but Virginia wasn’t there anymore and didn’t react as they fucked her one last time. Eventually, Titus called an end to the evening, and James held my wife.

		I was no longer hard and hadn’t been for some time. The pale blank look on my wife’s face as James helped her up and out the door was too much for me. I wanted to do something to help my wife or punish the guys who had taken a second bite of the apple.

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		It wasn’t until the show ended that it hit me. We’d used James to keep Virginia from being exposed on campus, but he’d exposed her online in an interracial gang bang. I got very nervous and tried to call my wife, but the call went straight to voicemail.

		All I could think of was who might see or simply hear about the video. I knew a rumor was all it would take for the right people to start an investigation, and there was nothing I could do about it now. It would either be seen or not, and my wife would be investigated or not. Driving myself crazy thinking about it wouldn’t help. Besides, I was sick with a much more significant worry. In the final shots, my wife had not looked good. I needed to get out of the house for a distraction and a drink.

		Taking my cell phone, I went to the club owned by Danny Malone. I was ready for some Scotch and a place to get off the merry-go-round my mind was on.

		No sooner had I sat down than I heard a female voice, “Oh my God, Roger is that you?” I turned to see Brandi, of all people, and I barely recognized her as she came running up to hug me.

		I hadn’t seen her in years, and the hormones and implants gave her a new look. As we caught up, I thanked her for the advice about the cage and told her we were both grateful without going into detail. It was good to talk about something else: I almost forgot about my wife’s online gang fucked.

		I continued calling Virginia’s cell phone, but she didn’t answer. The following day was the same, and I was holding the ringing phone to my ear when I answered the door.

		James was standing there supporting my wife. A hole had been cut in a motel sheet and pulled over my wife’s head to cover her. The hole had been cut off center, so the front of her makeshift skirt hung at her knees while the back dragged on the ground picking up dry grass, leaves, and mud. The sheet wasn’t large enough to cover her sides, and my wife’s tits occasionally popped into view.

		Virginia looked at me with blank unrecognizing eyes. James and I took her into the bathroom, and Virginia went along without complaint. Now I was afraid for my wife’s mental health; what if this was permanent?

		James told her to stand under the shower, and she silently complied. When he looked at me, I pointed to myself, but when I stripped off my clothes to get in the shower with her, she said her first words.

		“No, James,” and she held her arms to him while looking at me in terror.

		“She doesn’t recognize you yet,” James said.

		“Virginia, honey Roger is your husband. Don’t you recognize him?”

		Her head swiveled in my direction, her eyes still showing no sign of recognition. She didn’t drop her arms. Finally, James stepped into the shower with a bar of soap.

		It was strangely erotic to watch James wash my wife. Every mundane part of taking a shower became sexually charged. I stared as he lifted each of her breasts to wash under them, and then he paid particular attention to her wildly sensitive nipples. She moaned deep in her throat as he carefully cleaned Virginia’s tits.

		He used washcloths to clean her pussy, and as he spread her labia, semen poured to the shower floor and was flushed down the drain. Cleaning her slit increased the volume of her moans.

		Next, he had her sit on the tiled ledge so he could shave her pussy and legs. Virginia looked down, watching him with interest.

		The shocker came when he washed my wife’s ass. To the best of my knowledge, Virginia had never had anal sex, but when James had her bend over the same tiled ledge, my wife’s moans became loud groans when the washcloth touched her asshole.

		“Oh, God, James. That’s so good; use your hand. I want to feel your hand.”

		I shrugged when James looked at me and dropped the washcloth. His hand was dripping soap by this time, and when he washed my wife’s rosebud, she begged him to put a finger inside.

		“Fuck me like you did last night, Titus. Put your big black cock in my little asshole.” James looked as surprised as I probably did as he slipped two slippery fingers into my wife’s ass.

		“Now, my cunt, like last night.”

		“Let’s get her out of the shower, James. I have an idea.”

		Virginia looked disappointed as James dried her off, but when she saw me lying on the bed, my erection pointed in the air; she wasted no time putting it in her mouth.

		“I carefully moved her over to James, and she knelt on top of him, frantically rubbing his large cock over her slit to get it wet. The bottle of lube I shared with James took care of the problem, and soon he was buried deep in my wife’s pussy.

		James held her still on my signal while I lubricated her perfect asshole and the head of my cock. I pushed easily past her sphincter muscle; mine wasn’t the only cock to have been there lately.

		The feel of two cocks inside her, James's large penis and my average size one, caused an explosion of pleasure inside my wife’s body. Virginia, the woman I loved so deeply, had multiple orgasms as a result of two cocks rubbing together inside her.

		She tried to talk, but her words made no sense except to convey overwhelming pleasure. I was getting there too fast and tried to stop, but James's cock rubbed against mine through the thin membrane separating us.

		Her body began to shake and continued shaking uncontrollably for a long time as she came. I finished first, then James was set off by the feel of my cock throbbing against his and Virginia pulsating against both of us.

		Our cocks softened, and Virginia fell on her side next to me. As her shaking eased, she smiled at James before turning to me.

		“You finally got some, babe.”

		

		

		

		Future Books

		In the next few months, watch for

		

		In the concluding chapter of the Cult Leader’s Hotwife, Elizabeth’s husband Chet works to free his virtuous wife before she becomes just another of The Companion’s wives and loses her identity or is sold by the mob.

		

		Coming soon, Erica returns with more Raunchy Hotwife Adventures. Erica hosts a party for some of her past lovers and a few new ones with naughty ideas.

		

		Don’t forget to check out my website for links to all my books and the excellent website where they can be purchased.

		

		https://thomasrobertsauthor.com/
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