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

		

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

		

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

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		Once upon a time there was a happily married mother who lived in the suburbs, and she had a fantasy…

		

		Jennifer

		I was shocked the first time I saw a video clip on social media of a “hotwife.” A woman was being…well, fucked by a man with a big cock while her husband stood in the background jacking off. The production values weren’t very good so I’m pretty sure it was a real amateur filmed clip.

		I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, and hearing. The woman was in a frenzy with every thrust. She was screaming with pleasure and urging the men to fuck her harder and faster. Her husband was so pale compared to the two black men. He was clearly out of shape and his cock was rather small. He was holding a camera to his face with one hand while he jacked off with the other; his image, along with those of his wife and her lovers, were reflected in a mirror.

		The second man was pushing the husband to stick his tiny cock in his wife’s mouth. The husband held on to the camera and she sucked him while she was jerked back and forth from behind.

		My eyes must have been huge as I watched. I’d never even imagined something like this. By the third time I watched I was really into it. I imagined it was me being fucked and my husband, Gabe, was jacking off while he watched me.

		Gabe was in somewhat better shape, but truth be told, he’d let himself go since we’d been married. His cock was a little bigger too, but those black guys! What would they feel like? Would I be moaning like she was?

		I started searching the internet for hotwife information and more video clips. Lots more video clips! I was hooked. I started reading stories and I even bought a few books.

		This was not like me. I’m a good, church-going, respectable married woman. I have a child, I love my husband and my family. I felt guilty being so intrigued by hotwives and their husbands.

		I tried to stop watching and reading. I’d go a few days being the good, loyal wife I was. I did everything a good wife does, including making love with my adoring husband. But during the day when Gabe was at work, I’d walk by the computer and my hands would itch. My chest would feel tight and I’d have trouble breathing. I would feel a strong tingling deep in my vagina.

		When I sat at the computer, I’d get excited. I’d be anxious to learn more about hotwives. I had it bad.

		A hotwife, I learned, was a married woman whose husband encouraged her to screw around on him. From there, everything seemed to be on a continuum. Some husbands wanted to participate, although that wasn’t strictly hotwife, those were really swingers I guess.

		Some just wanted to watch their wives with other men, I’m not sure if they were in the majority or not. In some cases, the wives went out alone and brought home “evidence” of their infidelity. Some even brought their lovers home and their husbands listened to them being sexually satisfied, while not being allowed to watch.

		I think these two classifications ran together. The guys who liked to watch also liked to listen.

		At the other end of the spectrum were the more extreme variety of cuckolds. From what I gathered, they lived to worship and be controlled by their wives. Some weren’t even allowed to have sexual relations unless their wives let them; their penises were kept locked in cages with the wife holding the key.

		The whole idea made me shiver with delight. I went from thinking of Gabe watching me with another man to thoughts of locking up his cock and holding the key. I’d make him beg to be released and have sex with me.

		I was turning myself on. When I was home alone I started using my big vibrator while watching a video or reading a particularly good story. I would feel my orgasm building as I read, the people in the story looking just like Gabe and me. My muscles would tighten until my eyes would close and my orgasm would wash over me. Sometimes I would get so excited by the story that I just needed to touch my clit and my orgasm would explode.

		I was not only becoming hooked on the entire hotwife and cuckolding genre, I didn’t see any disadvantages for the wife. If one put aside the possibility of the husband leaving her.

		I couldn’t help myself. It was taking over my life and I hadn’t shared anything with my husband. He was clueless. All he knew was that I was more interested in sex than I’d been in a long time.

		We were a typical married couple. We had a lot of sex when we were first married. We were horny rabbits. I was always ready for him, I’d initiate sex. One of the things I did was to expose myself to Gabe at the oddest times and places, hoping he’d take advantage.

		Now we’d been married long enough that sex had become routine. We had a date night every week, although we didn’t always even have a date. If we did, we’d do the same thing every time. We’d cuddle a little, Gabe would start feeling me up until he was going down on me. After eating me for a short time, never long enough, I’d go down on him.

		I loved taking his cock in my mouth, I loved feeling him throb. When he couldn’t take any more, or after the right amount of time, he’d urge me to lay on my back and he’d mount me.

		It always felt good to have him penetrate me and to feel his weight on top of me. I’d spread my legs wide and urge him to fuck me. Gabe would always try to hold off until I came, and sometimes he could. He always came deep inside me and it felt great to have his cock throbbing, shooting his sperm in me.

		I wanted to broach the hotwife topic with Gabe. I didn’t want to keep my growing fascination a secret, it wasn’t right. It felt as though I was cheating on my husband.

		I tried raising the subject with Gabe, in a roundabout way of course. I couldn’t just come out and say I wanted to fuck other men.

		“Gabe, have you ever seen any of these video clips?” I asked one night while I sat next to him with my laptop. My heart was pounding at my bravery.

		“What clips?” Gabe asked.

		“These, I think they’re called ‘hotwives.’” I said. “Look at this, the husband is watching while his wife fucks this other guy.” I handed the laptop to Gabe, my favorite clip just starting.

		“What the fuck? It looks like the guy is filming his own wife,” Gabe was watching with interest. I turned on the speakers, so he could hear her moans.

		“Wow, he really gets off on this,” Gabe said too loudly. “He’s really hard. Look at her boobs shake.”

		My husband was wearing loose sweatpants and I could see his cock getting hard. I reached over and caressed him, when he looked at me I smiled. “Watch it again,” I said as I pulled his pants down and took him in my mouth.

		After a few minutes he started to put the laptop down. “Watch the next one,” I told him.

		As he watched I worked on his cock, trying in my amateur way, to connect the pleasure my mouth was giving him to the scenes he was watching. He was throbbing as I sucked him, and I knew he was on the fourth clip, the one with a wife who looked a lot like me.

		He was getting close, but I didn’t want him to cum. Well, I did of course. I wanted him to flood my mouth some time, but tonight I wanted him extra horny.

		“Can you imagine us doing something like that?” I said, my hand stroking his wet cock, keeping him on the edge. “Can you imagine me moaning and begging some guy to fuck my little pussy while you watched and played with yourself?”

		Gabe was trying to get me naked, I let him get my top off and his hands on my breasts before I continued.

		“I’d be so turned on watching you play with your hard cock,” I said stroking him. “Those videos make me hot. I really need you to fuck me, but first I want to watch some more.”

		“How could a husband let another man fuck his wife?” Gabe asked. “I don’t get it.”

		“I do,” I said. “It’s a real turn on for me.” There, I’d said it while taking off my jeans and panties. I threw my leg over his hips, reverse cowgirl, and was rubbing his erection along my slit.

		“Put the laptop where we can both see it,” I said as I slipped him inside. “I want us to watch as you fuck me.”

		A pretty blonde was on her hands and knees, facing the camera and her husband, as a large dude fucked her from behind. Her mouth was open, and I turned up the sound as she began to wail.

		“Gabe,” I panted. “Listen to her, oh shit, it must feel so good.”

		I bounced on his cock as we both watched her. “Look at her husband,” I was gasping, watching the husband’s cock at the bottom of the screen as he jerked off while his wife was fucked. “Doesn’t this excite you?”

		Gabe was fucking me with more enthusiasm, “Yes.”

		I could feel him getting close. “Wouldn’t you like to watch me being fucked like that?”

		“Yes,” he was almost there as I jumped off his lap. Gabe looked disappointed until I knelt at his side.

		“Keep watching the clip,” I said as I took his erection in my mouth. I did something I’d never done for my husband before. I’d given him lots of blow jobs, but I’d never allowed him to cum in my mouth. I hated the taste of sperm. But as he watched the clip, and his excitement grew, I kept at him until he came. I sucked him, my tongue on his glans.

		“Oh, Jennifer,” we were looking at each other as he came. When he was done, I opened my mouth to show him I’d swallowed his cum before licking his cock to make sure I hadn’t missed any.

		“You swallowed my cum,” he said in amazement.

		“Gabe, I love you,” I said. “Now, what are we going to do about my orgasm?”

		“Does this hotwife stuff excite you that much?” he asked.

		“Yes,” I said simply. “And I have a confession to make.”

		“Please tell me you’re not having an affair.”

		“The only affair I’m having is with the computer.”

		“What do you and the computer do when I’m at work?”

		“I watch those video clips, and I read stories,” I said simply. “And…um, sometimes, I…. um, masturbate.”

		“I guess we should talk about it,” he said.

		“We should,” I told him. “I don’t know what it is, I don’t understand the attraction.”

		“Do you want to fuck other guys?” he asked as I sat beside him. My pussy was throbbing, I’d been so close before I’d let him finish in my mouth.

		“Right now, since I didn’t get to cum, I do,” I smiled at him. “But, normally, I’m not so sure. It’s a fantasy for me; feeling a big hard cock inside me, fucking me for as long as I want, while you watch and get so excited you have to jack-off? Damn, I’m horny.”

		Gabe began playing with my pussy as he talked. “Tell me more about your fantasy.”

		His fingers felt good on my swollen clit. “We meet a guy, the two of us, and we invite him to our house. We have a few drinks and then you ask him if he’d like to fuck your wife.”

		“Just like that?” Gabe asked.

		“Yep, just like that,” I answered, gasping as his fingers drove me toward the edge.

		“What’s the guy look like?” he asked.

		“He’s a big guy. You take me into the bedroom and undress me and you offer me to him. He takes off his clothes and he has a huge cock. Really long and thick,” I could barely talk.

		“His cock is bigger than mine?” Gabe asked.

		“Yes, but you don’t care. You just want to see me fucked. I’m so close,” I said. “I’m on my hands and knees, you and I are holding hands as he shoves it inside and fucks me. Oh shit, oh shit, he’s fucking me… he’s so big. He’s stretching me.”

		“I love you,” Gabe said.

		I looked in his eyes and he continued stroking my clit. I lay on my back and offered my pussy to him. “Do what you were doing, but put your fingers inside me,” I said, arranging a towel I had put nearby beneath me to catch my flowing lubrication.

		Gabe did as he was told, and I urged him to use more fingers until my poor pussy felt distended. Soon, I was breathing hard and I loved the feelings he was giving me.

		“What… what do you think?” I asked. “This feels so good… could you do it? Could you let your wife use another man… just for sex?”

		I knew I sounded even more excited as I asked Gabe what he thought, I was moving close to orgasm, my fear had passed. My hips were pumping to meet his fingers as he stroked me, and I could hear myself whimpering. I felt the world closing in, soon I wouldn’t be able to tear myself away from what he was doing to even hear him answer my question. Not to mention, answer him back.

		“Could you?” I was getting close and my voice was louder.

		“If it excites you this much, maybe I could do it,” he said.

		“Oh, Gabe. You could watch your wife fuck another man?” I could hear my voice echoing as I screamed at him. “Putting his big, fat cock inside me?” My body exploded as Gabe’s fingers got me off, I fought to keep my eyes open, looking at my husband even as my climax tapered off.

		“I came while another man fucked me, and my husband watched,” I was smiling at Gabe, lubrication was still flowing from me and I couldn’t seem to control my hips as I fucked his hand. “Stay there, I might not be done. Did you tell me the truth? Could you really do it?”

		Gabe took his fingers off my clit and shook his hand, as if to restore feeling before bending to softly lick me. “If the idea excites you this much,” he answered.

		I moaned as his mouth touched me and his fingers stretched my hole. “Yes. I don’t know why. It… really… excites… me!” I yelled as I came again, holding his mouth on my clit. When my orgasm faded I tried to keep him where he was, but he’d had enough.

		“I could go again,” I said softly as I smiled at him. I was flirting with my husband for sex!

		“I had no idea, Jennifer,” he said. “Does this mean you want to leave me?”

		The game had gotten serious fast. “NO, it does not mean I want to leave you! I love you!”

		“Then, you want us to be swingers?” he asked.

		I giggled a little. “No, it doesn’t mean that either, because you would only be allowed to fuck me. Nobody else.”

		“So, in this fantasy of yours, you get to fuck other guys while I watch but I only get to fuck you. My wife. Do I have that right?” he asked.

		I thought a moment, a finger under my chin. “Yep, that’s about right,” I said. “I get to fuck around, and you get to watch, or listen, or maybe just hear about it the next day,” I smiled brightly. “But you get to jackoff as much as you want.”

		Gabe was laughing. “That’s good, I guess. Why would jacking off be so great in this situation?”

		“Because you’d be watching the woman you love with all your heart, your wife, the mother of your child, be your favorite porn star and she’d be having wonderful sex right in front of you. And you want to know the best part?” I asked.

		“What’s the best part?” We’d pushed our foreheads together as I answered.

		“The woman you love with all your heart loves you back with all her heart, and when it’s all done, she’ll be with you. You’ll win and the guy with the big cock will lose,” I explained.

		“What an interesting way to put it,” Gabe said. “I let another guy, with a big cock, fuck my wife, but I win the girl?”

		“Yep. That’s about it,” I said as we smiled at each other, our foreheads touching. “Want to play with me some more? All this talk is really turning me on.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Jennifer

		We were too busy for the next few weeks to explore my fantasy further. Our daughter was in a grammar school play and I had to get a costume together. Of course, we also had to attend.

		Gabe was busy at work and I had my part time gig at a travel agency. It was while I wasn’t busy at the agency that I discovered what we could do when we were ready to take the final step.

		I discovered a place called the Hotwife Resort. The pictures looked fantastic, turquoise colored tropical water, white sand beaches, individual cottages either inland or right on the beach. A central building with restaurants and a dance club.

		Best of all, it catered to hotwives and the husbands who liked to watch them live out their dreams. There weren’t any pictures of dreams being lived out, of course, but there were plenty of pictures of happy looking vacationers. The resort was “clothing optional,” but they made it clear that few guests wore anything at all.

		As a travel agency employee, I sent them an email requesting more information and clarifications. I told them I had a client who was interested, but they were into the hotwife lifestyle, and wanted to make sure they were right in understanding the resort was friendly to hotwives. Also, perhaps some more revealing photographs might be helpful; please do not be concerned if they were “X” rated.

		I was excited, sexually excited, by the idea of a week or more at a tropical resort with Gabe. A resort where I could live out my hotwife fantasy. Maybe that would be enough. Maybe I’d be able to leave it behind me as a wonderful memory and return and be exclusive to my husband.

		I had a lot of doubts. I was interested, of course. Excited by the thought of another man being attracted to me. Excited wasn’t the right word for how I felt. It was like I’d lost my mind. But could I actually make love with another man, a man I didn’t love or even know? I wasn’t at all sure I could do it when the time came.

		I knew if I wanted to go further, I’d have to do more convincing with Gabe. I couldn’t tell him about the resort yet. If we were going, I’d have to do a lot of work on my body before I walked around naked.

		I made a call to the health club we, more or less, usually less, belonged to. Our membership was still good, and I made an appointment with a trainer for Monday, I was going to go every morning.

		Every night I tried to make love with my husband. I was so turned on after a day planning a vacation at a hotwife resort and reading erotic stories. In addition, I was nearing my biological sexual peek. My body was flooded with hormones, I’d never before been so consistently turned on.

		“What’s going on with you, Jennifer?” he asked as I pulled the covers down, dislodging the book he was reading, to take his flaccid penis in my mouth.

		It was so small and soft, I could easily take him in my mouth and tease him with my tongue. His cock was adorable. I just looked up at him after he asked the question, and smiled, my mouth full of him. I felt him begin to harden.

		Still not answering, I popped his cock and used my fist to stroke him while I licked his glans, my eyes on my husband’s face.

		“Is it those hotwife clips you’ve been watching?” his voice was beginning to show arousal. His hips were moving in response to my love making. When he was hard, I settled my body on top of him, easing his erection inside me.

		“Maybe it is the hotwife clips,” I whispered in his ear as I moved up and down on his cock. “They make me horny and you get fucked. Do you want me to stop watching them?”

		I moved faster on his cock, it felt so good inside my body. I wanted him to touch me. I captured his hands and brought them to my breasts, moaning loudly when he played with my nipples.

		I timed everything perfectly. I was already cumming when Gabe exploded inside me. The hard throbbing of his cock added to my pleasure and pushed me to a second orgasm.

		“Your cute when you cum,” I told him. “I love your O face.”

		“I’d like a picture of your face when you cum,” he said as we were cuddling, our bodies covered in a light sheen of perspiration.

		“Why?” I asked, truly intrigued.

		“Because your movie star beautiful, and with your eyes closed and your mouth open, you’re the picture of sexual pleasure. I’ll bet a high school boy would cum in his pants just looking at it. Especially if your boobs were showing.”

		I blushed as I pulled myself closer to Gabe. I’d always been told I was beautiful. I knew what I looked like in the mirror, but I could see the flaws. True, my features were regular, and even I had to admit I had a nice smile.

		My breasts were nicely shaped and a good size. I didn’t think of them much, they were just there, my breasts. It was only when Gabe was fixated on them, or they ached once a month, that I paid much attention. But, if I were honest, my breasts looked better than most other women’s.

		Of course, I’d seen pictures of women supposedly climaxing. Maybe I would look good at that moment. I’d practice in the mirror.

		“You’re darn handsome yourself,” I told him. “Some lucky woman is going to snatch you right up.”

		“She did snatch me right up,” Gabe was squeezing me tightly. “And she’s right here.”

		I sighed in happiness. Who needed other men when I had Gabe?

		Gabe was surprised Monday morning when I was up before him dressing in my old workout clothes. “What are you doing?” he mumbled as he worked his way out of bed.

		“I’m going to the club to exercise. You should go with me,” I told him.

		“You’re crazy,” he muttered as he walked past me into the bathroom.

		My trainer, Steve, was a good looking, younger man. His first question was: “What’s your goal, Jennifer?”

		“In six months or so my husband and I are going on vacation to a tropical resort, and I want to look my best on the beach,” I told him.

		He nodded his head and asked me about my eating habits, he seemed pleasantly surprised by my answer. Naturally I didn’t tell him what I’d really been eating, only what the new plan for meals was.

		He next asked me what I’d been doing to keep in shape. He didn’t nod his head when I told him the truth. “We have a lot of work to do. You’ll probably feel some pain and stiffness for a while, but it can’t be helped if we’re going to make progress toward your goal.”

		I nodded my head in agreement. By the time I returned home I regretted the entire idea. It felt like every muscle in my body hurt, even my hair hurt, if that’s even possible.

		“Why are you going if it hurts so much?” Gabe asked. My first workout left me crying in pain. Seriously. I dragged myself home and fell into bed. Gabe followed me into the bedroom, he’d just finished getting our daughter on the school bus.

		“Honey, what happened?” he asked rubbing my back.

		“Ouch, that hurts,” I said.

		“Were you in an accident?”

		“Exercise hurts, Gabe,” I said. “I hurt everywhere, and do you want to know the worse part? I couldn’t do anything. I couldn’t even go ten minutes on the elliptical… at the lowest setting!”

		I tried to sit up and failed, Gabe had to help me. “I have to go back tomorrow. What am I going to do?”

		“I’ll stay home with you today. Cancel tomorrow,” he said. “Go back when you feel better.”

		I struggled to my feet, and with Gabe’s help, managed to get my exercise clothes off. Standing in front of my husband I began going through my imperfections.

		“Look at this belly,” I said, pinching the fat at my waist.

		“Yes, look at that belly,” Gabe said as he kissed my stomach.

		“Look at this sloppy ass,” I said, slapping my own butt.

		“Oh my, just look at that ass,” Gabe was kissing my behind.

		“Look at these fat thighs,” I was starting to enjoy this game.

		“What kind of man would want to kiss thighs like these,” Gabe said as he kissed and licked my sweaty left thigh. He was kissing the inside, close to my pussy.

		“This pussy looks nice and fat too,” he said sucking my clit into his mouth. “Especially one that’s so sweaty and wet.”

		I spread my legs for him and pushed my hips forward. “My pussy’s fat?”

		“Yummy fat… and tasty,” he said between licks.

		I didn’t feel so sore any longer, I could only think about what Gabe was doing to me. His mouth felt good on me as he nibbled. I was beginning to get excited as he stuck a finger inside to go with his tongue.

		“Oh… Gabe, that’s so good,” I moaned.

		“Well,” he said standing up. “Gotta go to work. Have a good day.”

		The bastard left me standing next to the bed nude, my legs spread and my body ready for love. “Gabe… what the…?” I said, going after him.

		My husband was standing outside the front door. “Still sore, Jennifer?”

		I stopped where I was, “No… get back here and...” I stopped suddenly realizing I could be seen from the street.

		Gabe whispered in my ear. “Can’t, maybe you should use your vibrator or something. I understand they’re made for sore muscles,” the jerk was laughing as he walked back out the door.

		He was right. The vibrator was good for sore muscles.

		The next morning, I pulled myself out of bed and back into the fitness center. The best part was how yummy my trainer looked. It wasn’t hard for me to imagine him naked, his huge cock bouncing as he worked out with me. Of course, I didn’t know if his cock was huge, but a girl can dream, can’t she? He took it easy on me the second day, we concentrated on relatively painless stretches.

		“Tell me again why you’re torturing yourself,” Gabe asked at dinner.

		“Because I want to look better, and so do you,” I answered, giving us both low-calorie meals.

		“Why am I being punished?” Gabe asked. “You’re the one trying to lose weight, not me.”

		“Oh, honey. Did you forget? You’re trying to lose weight too,” I told him with a cheery smile.

		I didn’t feel any better after the third day, but by the end of the first month I imagined I could see a difference in the mirror, and I could definitely see a difference on the bathroom scale. So could Gabe, but it didn’t stop his bitching about the food.

		“Why are we really doing this?” he asked. “Going to the fitness center and eating rabbit food to lose weight.”

		“Let’s talk some more about my perverted hotwife fantasy,” I said.

		“Ah… that’s it. You want to look good when some other guy fucks you. But why do I need to eat your stuff?” Fortunately, our daughter was in her room.

		“Because it’s good for you, and I don’t want to fix three different meals every night,” I answered him.

		“If the hotwife fantasy is just a fantasy, what difference does it make?” he asked reasonably.

		“Because, we’re going to play some hotwife games,” I told him. “We’re going to go out in public as though it were real, and I want to look good.”

		“What are we going to do in public?” he asked, his attention totally focused on me now.

		“I’m going to dress sexy and we’re going to do everything except actually let another man fuck me,” I said. “We’re going to bars and maybe some other things. I just need one more month to get ready.”

		“Going out in public excites you?” Gabe asked running his hand up my bare thigh. I spread my legs and pulled his hand up to my pussy. When my husband felt my excitement he looked at me, his eyes wide. “You’re really wet.”

		“And, really horny,” I said rubbing his crotch. Our daughter was already asleep, and I led my husband down the hall and into our bedroom.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Jennifer

		Our first experiment in public turned out well. I had purchased a semi-revealing club dress and Gabe and I went out to see what would happen.

		The rules were simple, I’d selected a club for us, one known as a pick-up club for MILFs. I’d learned from the girls in the agency that it was known as a place were married women went for a quick hookup. Not every woman there was married, of course, or easy. But a lot were and that was enough to attract men.

		Rule one: I picked the place.

		Rule two: Gabe and I were not going to be together. We’d go in separately and we’d avoid each other all night. We worked out short texts we’d use so we wouldn’t have to enter long messages. There were only two the first time. “Go” meant it was time to leave and I’d meet him at the car. “Fuck” meant I was going to sleep with the man I was with, Gabe about swallowed his tongue on the last one. I told him I didn’t mean it, I’d just be telling him I’d be willing to sleep with the man I was with.

		Rule three: No matter what he saw, he couldn’t interfere. I might kiss another man, for instance, and all he could do was watch. Which led us to:

		Rule four: No staring. He could watch but he couldn’t get caught. In addition, he had to stay a certain number of feet away. Since I wasn’t sure what the club looked like, we decided I’d send him a text once we were inside.

		Gabe seemed to be enjoying our first experiment. He got into establishing the rules, it was his idea to include rule four. I hadn’t thought of the problems he could have caused by staring at me with another man.

		The place was rather sedate by club standards I suppose. The music was provided by a loud sound system and the lighting was low, except for the strobes. The music was at least a decade or more out of date and the women were all older than I was. Most were there with friends, drinking and dancing, waiting for a younger man to separate them from the pack on the floor.

		I sat at the bar at first, nursing a drink and checking the place out. There were men, and they were generally younger than the women. I noticed a lot of wedding rings among both sexes and I realized with a start that I had forgotten to take mine off. I decided to leave it on, and I sent a text to Gabe simply saying “10,” the number of feet he had to stay away.

		I looked around to see if I could spot my husband but found myself looking at the middle shirt button of a very tall young man who was smiling at me. I resisted the urge to look the other way to see who he was smiling at. He was shockingly handsome, he couldn’t be interested in an old married broad like me.

		I wasn’t really that old, but I felt like I was because I’d been out of circulation for so long and even had a child. I reminded myself I was barely thirty. I was at my sexual peak. The young man might have been twenty-one. Twenty-two at the outside.

		“My name is Lance,” he said.

		Lance, of course it was Lance. My mind jumped to a mental picture of his large, thick, hard lance. I was a dirty girl.

		“I’m Jennifer,” I said. We had to speak loudly to be heard over the music. It wasn’t loud by club standards. This was, after all, a pickup spot for MILFs. Some of us are already losing our hearing due to whiny husbands and children.

		Lance was standing very close to me, his head inches from my ear. He asked me unsubstantial questions and I gave unsubstantial answers. He tried to be witty, and mostly succeeded. I smiled and laughed.

		We moved on to the dancefloor together, first covering our drinks to save them and my stool. I endured the glare of the other MILFs, and we danced together. The slightly older music cycled to a set of slower dance music, and Lance gathered me in his arms.

		He was a tall, slightly thin, guy. His arms were really long, they surrounded me. For the first time in a very long time I was pressed against a solid, young man. No soon-to-be-middle-age gut on Lance. His gut was rock hard, my breasts were flattened against his pecs.

		His gut wasn’t the only thing hard. As we moved Lance’s lance grew hard too. He tried to move away at first, so I wouldn’t feel him.

		“Get back here, Lance,” I said. “No cheating.”

		He straightened up and I ground against him. It felt so good to be pressed against a solidly built young man who was excited by me. I could feel myself becoming aroused. He was so hard, and long!

		My head was resting on his chest, not exactly fancy dancing. We weren’t really moving, just pressing against each other and swaying to the music. Maybe rubbing to the music would be a better description.

		His breathing picked up as we swayed. Mine did to, and then he was swaying faster, and his breathing quickened, and he stopped moving. I could feel him throb as he came. I’d made a young, handsome man orgasm just by rubbing against him. I’d never been more proud of myself.

		“Lance,” I said. “Would you give me your number?”

		He was moving again, but he wasn’t pressed against me. “You want my number?” he sounded surprised.

		“Yes,” I said, my hand behind his head so we were looking directly at each other as I smiled. “You’re leaving me hanging and I’m going to want to finish this properly.”

		Lance smiled back at me. “I’m sorry about what happened. I promise if you call or text me, I’ll make it up to you.”

		“I know you will. Do you want to know how I know?” I asked him.

		“Yes.”

		“Because I’m so wet I’m going to have to throw away my panties, and I know you won’t want to disappoint me,” I told him.

		“Don’t throw them away,” Lance answered. “Give them to me as a souvenir, until we see each other.”

		I went to the lady’s room right after that and returned to hand him my sodden underwear.

		“A promise is a promise, Lance,” I said.

		“I promise.”

		I left him and sent a text to my Gabe.

		“Go. Hope ur ready for me”

		I met my husband outside the front door and followed him to our car as though we just happened to be going in the same direction.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Jennifer

		I attacked my husband as soon as we were in the car. I leaned over the center console and held his head in my hands and kissed him, hard. I pushed my tongue into his mouth and heard myself groaning.

		I felt guilty and terrified. I was confused by my physical arousal. How could I have all these sensations at the same time?

		Gabe was surprised by how enthusiastic I was, I was one horny MILF. My knees were on my seat, my hand was on my husband’s belt buckle. I needed his cock, but first we had to talk.

		I stroked him while he sat in the car and I knelt on the seat. We were in the parking lot and we could hear people moving around us.

		“What did you see?” I asked him.

		“I saw you dancing with him,” Gabe said. “You were close to each other. It looked like he was rubbing against you.”

		“Are we okay, Gabe? Are you upset? Do we have a problem?”

		I was afraid of his answer. I tried to let go of his erection, but Gabe took my hand and guided me back to him.

		He looked hot and sweaty, which struck me as odd. He hadn’t been dancing and the club was airconditioned.

		“I was really upset when you held each other so close,” he began. “Then you were rubbing your bodies together and I walked onto the dance floor. I saw the big lump you were rubbing against. I was jealous, Jennifer.”

		My head was resting against his shoulder while Gabe took a deep breath. “I was going to break it up, but then he stopped moving so I walked past you. Walking was awkward because I was hard, too. I even put my hand in my pocket and felt my cock.”

		Gabe looked off to the side. “I almost came when you gave him your panties.”

		“You saw that?” I was shocked.

		“Are you going to fuck him?” my husband asked.

		“Gabe!” I don’t know what I was feeling besides surprise.

		“Well, it looked like you two were about to do it while you were dancing. All you needed was to take your clothes off. Was it good for you?

		“No, I don’t want to fuck him,” I lied. I did want to fuck him. “I don’t want to do this anymore. I hurt you and doing this isn’t worth it.”

		Gabe’s erection was now sticking out of his pants as he leaned back against the car door. I had put one foot on the floor and folded the other leg under me, so I was sitting sideways, looking at him. We were talking seriously about our relationship. I didn’t understand how he was still so hard.

		“I want to do it again,” Gabe said. He was touching himself, causing his cock to twitch in his hand. “It hurt to watch you. I can’t lie, but it also felt great. I…I don’t want to just stop. Let’s do… something, at least once more. Then decide.”

		Watching him play with himself was making me excited all over again. My pussy was starting to tingle and my body warm.

		“Do you want to go to another club?” I asked.

		“What’s the name of the guy you were dancing with?” he asked. “I don’t want to just call him ‘that guy,’ or something.”

		“Lance,” I was squirming in my seat.

		“Why did he stop dancing and just look off into space. Do you know?”

		“He… um, well… he came in his pants,” I said, suddenly embarrassed.

		Gabe’s eyes looked wide in the dim light. “Could you feel him cum?”

		“Yes, it was hard to miss,” I giggled. “Especially when I held him tight, so I could feel it.”

		Gabe was giggling too. “You slut.”

		I covered my wide grin. “I know.”

		“Is that why you gave him your panties?”

		“Yep,” I nodded my head. “They were too wet to wear home.”

		“You double slut. I’m proud to be your husband,” Gabe said, his hand moving on his cock. I swatted him on the arm.

		“You enjoy this, watching your wife turn slutty,” it wasn’t a question. We hugged, and I whispered in his ear.

		“You’re going to fuck me, Gabe. Maybe more than once. In return, I’ll do anything you want me to do,” I was breathing fast. I put my knees on the seat again and bent to take my husband’s erection in my mouth.

		His cock tasted wonderful to me. I’d never wanted anything so badly in my life, I wanted cock!

		“Get out of the car,” my husband ordered, pulling my head up.

		“Wha… what?” I said, droll on my chin.

		“Get out of the car and come around to my side,” he was clear in his direction.

		The light came on when I opened the car door, my dress had pulled up to my pussy and wouldn’t fall back down when I got out. In addition, my top had pulled to the side and one breast was in danger of falling out.

		“Don’t adjust anything. Just come around to my side,” Gabe ordered.

		The parking lot was blacktopped, fortunately light poles were few and far between. Cars were parked in even rows, mixed with an even number of pickup trucks. Our car was parked at the end of a row, the driver’s side window faced an open driving lane.

		“What… why are you doing this?” I asked through Gabe’s open window. The good feeling we’d developed talking in the car was starting to fade.

		“You said you’d anything. Didn’t you?” he asked.

		“Yes,” I was still breathing hard.

		“Put your head through the window and suck my cock,” he said with a smile.

		I smiled back at him and felt warm again. I bent over, my head through the driver’s side window. I put one arm through, to hold his cock as I sucked him. My breast gave up and slid out of the top of my dress.

		“You’re a slut tonight, aren’t you Jennifer?” he asked.

		I nodded my head ‘yes’ and moaned around his hard on.

		“There’s a guy watching you, he’s looking at your boob. Don’t look up,” he said, holding my head.

		“I think he wants to fuck you. It looks like the guy you danced with. Pull your dress up to make it easier for him,” my husband didn’t seem to be fooling around.

		My brain was in turmoil. Lance was behind me and he wanted to fuck me while my mouth was full of my husband’s cock. I was scared, this was so wrong. We couldn’t be doing this.

		“Do it,” Gabe ordered.

		I used my free hand to pull my dress up, Gabe kept ordering me to pull it higher.

		“Where’s your panties, Jennifer?” he asked.

		I was groaning loudly, saliva was running down my husband’s cock, my hand was slick as I sucked him and jacked what I couldn’t reach with my mouth.

		“I’m so close, Jennifer. Do you want him to fuck you? You gave him your panties, it seems only fair,” Gabe had his fingers in my hair. I grunted to say ‘yes.’

		“Put your fingers in your slutty hole,” my husband ordered. He’d never talked to me like this before. Warmth spread through me, it felt as though the heat was settling in my pussy. I sucked him as hard as I could, and I found my pussy with my free hand, and began stroking my clit. I flattened my back as much as possible to make my pussy more available if Lance was really behind me.

		I didn’t orgasm, I came close. I could feel my muscles tightening as Gabe exploded in my mouth. It’s a funny thing how feeling my husband climax can be so satisfying to me. It’s more than the sense of power I get from making him feel so good. It’s the sense of satisfaction I take from pleasing my man.

		After swallowing, I held my breath and looked behind me expecting to see a man ready to take me from the rear. When I saw nobody, I felt oddly disappointed. I was secretly hoping to see Lance.

		By the time we walked into the house I was desperate. The evening had been so different for us. We’d not only gone out, but I’d flirted with a handsome young man and made him orgasm. I’d even given head in a parking lot, my bare pussy exposed to the world.

		I… needed… sex!

		“Gabe,” I said in what I thought was a flirty voice. “You know… um, I haven’t cum yet, and everybody else has. Don’t you think it would be…?”

		Before I could finish, my husband had picked me up and thrown me on our bed. He pulled my dress up, spread my legs and kissed me on my clitoris, causing me to groan.

		“As soon as I take the sitter home, I’m going to take care of you,” he said on his way to the bedroom door.

		Shit, I’d forgotten about the sitter. She’d been waiting patiently for her ride home.

		I checked on our daughter, who was sleeping soundly, so now the only thing to do was to get ready for bed and wait for Gabe to return. When he didn’t come back in what I considered a reasonable amount of time, which might have been less than five minutes in my condition, I pulled out my vibrator and lay on top of the bed.

		I was streaming wet down there. I don’t think I’d ever felt my pussy so drenched. I had to get a towel to lay on, protecting the bedspread. I propped myself up on all our pillows and ran the head of the vibrator over my slit.

		The first buzzing touch felt wonderful. Pleasure almost overcame me then, but I wanted to make things last. I usually just concentrate on my clit, instead I alternated, running the soft head higher to excite my clitoral hood and lower to make it wet with my flowing juices.

		As I neared orgasm, despite my efforts to delay, the door opened, and Gabe came into the room. My husband had rarely seen me masturbate. I watched as he undid his pants and showed me his semi-hard cock. I was already moaning, but I heard myself become even louder as I rolled toward him. My left leg was crooked, and my right leg was straight, exposing my pussy as I held the vibrator to my clit. Gabe was pumping his cock, becoming fully hard as he watched me.

		“Fuck me,” I pulled the vibrator away from my aching pussy and opened myself further.

		“No,” he said, shocking me. “I want to watch you. Talk to me while you play with yourself.”

		Talk to him? What would I say? I only wanted to cum!

		“Gabe,” I said. “It feels so good. I’m so close to cumming.”

		Gabe was standing next to the bed, his cock only a few feet from my head. “Talk to me, Jennifer.”

		I looked at him, struggling to understand what he was asking me to do. Finally, his words got through to me.

		“I felt him cum, Gabe. He was really hard, and I felt his cock jerking. I could feel him in my pussy,” Gabe was stroking himself harder, his face was contorted in pleasure.

		“It’s almost too much,” I gasped. “He felt so good and now the vibrations are so hard. Oh, God, oh… oh… so good.”

		My orgasm exploded, and then exploded again. As I came for the second time, Gabe came with me. His climax was small, it might not have felt like it, but sperm just dripped out of him.

		Still, his groans were enough to catapult me into my third orgasm. The last climax was the strongest, so overpowering it almost hurt. The sound of my screams echoed back at me from the walls.

		Gabe was trying to silence me, and as I settled down, we could hear our daughter crying for us from down the hall. I was giggling as Gabe quickly wiped himself with some tissues and rushed out the door.

		I was under the covers when my husband returned and cuddled up with me.

		“Are you going to call Lance?” he asked softly. I pretended as though I’d been about to drop off.

		“Call him?” I mumbled. “I thought I’d send him a text.”

		“Really?” Gabe sounded conflicted between eagerness and dismay.

		“I thought I’d tell him how wet he’d made me,” I said rolling onto my back.

		“You’re full of it, Jenn,” my husband said.

		I just smiled and said, “Am I?” before going to sleep. I had the impression Gabe stayed up for a long time.

		It was several weeks later, I’d been working out almost every morning, when Gabe came up with a crazy idea.

		“You dress like a hooker,” he said. We were in bed and he’d been working on me for a long time. His finger was tracing a circle around my very wet clitoris.

		“A hooker,” I gasped.

		“I’ll drop you off on a street corner, and drive around the block.”

		“You want me to be a hooker?” I was so aroused, the idea sounded exciting. A hooker!

		“I’ll drive around the block and pick you up and I’ll pay you for sex.”

		My husband would treat me like a prostitute. “How much would you pay me?”

		“Depends on what you’d do,” Gabe was pushing his cock inside me. It felt so good to be penetrated by him.

		“I’d fuck you,” I said.

		“Then I’d pay you a lot,” Gabe thrust inside me. So, it was settled, I’d be a prostitute for my husband.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Gabriel

		I drove by the strippers and hookers standing under an immense series of overpasses leading to the airport. The area was even called, “Under the Bridge”.

		The district was surprisingly eclectic and upscale. The expanse was a unique place that had been a feature of travel magazines for years. Small antique stores competed with three crowded strip clubs, two dance clubs, restaurants and two boutique hotels. And one rundown motel.

		I always assumed the girls rented rooms by the hour at the motel as a place to bring their clients. Some did, but it turned out that the hotels would rent to select girls to supplement the seasonal tourist trade.

		Law enforcement was lax or nonexistent “Under the Bridge”.

		The sidewalks were always crowded with people, but few cars parked “Under the Bridge.” The clubs and hotels had their own parking lots, and there were several pay lots. Passing traffic was free to pull to the curb so the drivers could talk to the street walkers.

		At night the area was a diverse blend of strippers, street walkers, tourists, and club goers. The single men were mostly johns, strip club patrons, dance club goers, and even a few guys who looked like pimps.

		The girls soliciting business were different, too. It wasn’t the same as other areas I’d seen. Everything was more upscale somehow. Maybe it was the tourists who frequented the area making it possible for an elite call girl, or what passed for an elite call girl in our town, to work the street and make better money.

		The sidewalks were jammed at night, and the hookers vied with each other for customers, when they weren’t smoking and talking together. The area was considered so unique it had become untouchable; a tourist attraction.

		The first time I’d driven through I’d expected to see women who were clearly on the down and out, and I did see a few. A small minority appeared to be on the fast track to an overdose. I couldn’t begin to understand how a man would become so desperate for sex he’d be willing to pay one of them for it.

		I divided the remainder of the women into one of three distinct categories. Older hookers were one category. Not old, old. It was hard to tell their ages, but they weren’t young anymore. They’d been at it awhile and it showed. They were perhaps anywhere from a hard-lived 30 to an insanely well preserved 45 or even 50.

		In the second category were the hustlers in their mid-20’s and early 30’s. Women who thought they only had a short time to make money and were working hard to get it, both in the clubs and on the street. Most seemed to have semi-regular johns.

		Finally, there were the youngsters who worked mostly at nights when the traffic was the greatest. I couldn’t guess at the youngest age, I suspect some were below the age of consent. The women seemed to age out of this category by the time they were 25.

		I imagined Jennifer on a corner. When I stopped for a light in the district, I looked for a woman who reminded me of my wife.

		Jennifer was tall, around 5’9” and her body was a perfectly proportioned 36-24-36. I only knew those numbers because I’d written them down for Christmas last year, before I’d shopped for her present.

		Here’s the best part of her figure, to my dirty mind. Jennifer hides a lot of her weight in her breasts. Her bra size was 36D. She is, officially, voluptuous.

		Even at 28 years old, my wife would have given any of the teenagers I saw serious competition. Her skin was as clear and unblemished as the best of them, and unless a man was looking for a skinny body, not one of them looked as thoroughly feminine as she did.

		I had a mental picture of Jennifer bending over, not wearing a bra, her large breasts hanging down the side of a car, as she negotiated sex with a man through his open window. She would toy with her long dark auburn hair while she talked. I drove away from the red light with a hard on.

		I knew my wife fantasized about men looking at her body. In her fantasy she was naked, and they lusted after her. She was objectified. In real life, men looked at her body every day and lusted after her. For some reason, she was oblivious to their attention.

		“Jenn,” I said one night while we lay in bed. I’d been working my wife up for a long time. She was laying on her back, her legs spread, and her arms held above her head while I ran lazy circles around her very wet clitoris with my index finger.

		Jennifer loved when I caressed her like this. My finger wasn’t demanding, it was giving, the light stroking was causing her to moan softly.

		It had been several weeks since we’d gone dancing, and I knew she’d been texting with Lance. She’d allowed me to read the texts and I’d shown her how they turned me on. So far, while they’d flirted and even gone far enough to tell each other what they do if they were together, they hadn’t actually done anything.

		Now I was caressing my wife and I told her my fantasy of her dressing as a hooker and how I’d be the one to pick her up and pay her for sex. We talked about it while we made love and I’m sure the fantasy made my wife climax harder than usual.

		“It sounds really interesting, Gabe, but I couldn’t do it,” Jennifer said. “I couldn’t act like a whore, even as a game with my husband. Women just don’t do that sort of thing.”

		“Why not?” I asked. Jennifer gave me a look. She seemed to be asking if I were kidding.

		“For one thing, someone we know might see me,” she said.

		“Let’s take them one at a time,” I answered. We were laying on our backs looking up at the ceiling fan. “What would someone we know be doing “Under the Bridge” late at night? If they were there, would they even recognize you so far out of context?”

		Jenn thought for a while. “Good point. If I saw anyone we knew cruising at night, and they weren’t going to a club, they’d be in as much trouble as me. Okay, what if someone besides you asks me for sex. What do I do?”

		“You walk away,” I said. “When a car pulls over, while you’re waiting for me, you let another girl take it.”

		“What about the other girls? I’ve heard they don’t like newcomers. Worse than don’t like, they can be dangerous.”

		“We’ll go down there ahead of time. You’ll meet a few and explain what we’re going to do and tell them you’re not competition. They might get into it,” I said, even though she had a valid point. I didn’t say it, but I was also concerned about the pimps. A worry for another day.

		Out of the corner of my eye I saw Jennifer’s hand creep over her hip and brush the patch of brownish-red fur over her pussy. Her finger parted her lower lips and she began to slowly stroke herself just as I had.

		“You’d be turned on,” I said. “We’ll buy revealing clothes and men would check you out. You’d be turning them on, but you’d only be for me.”

		“I would?” she asked. “Maybe I should carry some condoms. You know, just in case.”

		Jenn was breathing a little harder now. “In case of what?” I asked. “In case you decided to let some man fuck you and give you money?”

		“What if… what if it just sort of happened?” her finger was moving much faster. “I wouldn’t know how much to charge.”

		This conversation was getting interesting. My cock was hard, even though we’d just made love.

		“You could find out when you talk to the women before we do it,” I said, not helping at all.

		“I don’t want to be a prostitute,” she was gasping.

		“You wouldn’t be. The men would think you were available, and they’d get turned on looking at you, but you wouldn’t be a hooker. You’d only be available to your husband,” I told her.

		“You’d better fuck me, Gabe,” Jennifer rolled on top of me, her pussy so slick I pushed right inside her. Moments later she was climaxing and, after first clenching her teeth, yelling my name out loud.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Gabriel

		The following weekend we drove slowly past the hookers late Friday night. Our sitter planned on staying the night in our guestroom, so we had plenty of time.

		I explained my theory of the categories and Jennifer looked in all directions, seeing everything.

		“I agree,” she said. “Three distinct categories of women. Where do I fit?”

		“At the edge of the youngsters and the hustlers,” I answered. “The perfect spot.”

		Jennifer turned to look at me. “Why is it so perfect?”

		“Because men will pass up the youngsters, afraid they’re under age or they’re going to rip them off,” I explained. “That doesn’t mean they don’t want one, they’re just cautious. Also, they might not want an older, perhaps jaded, hustler. Too fast, too efficient. The man might not enjoy it as much.”

		“But you’re perfect. You’re not a youngster, so they don’t have to worry about you being underage and you’re not an older hustler either. You look like you know what you’re doing, but you’re not going to be in a big rush to get there. You might even be looking for regulars,” I explained.

		“But, I won’t actually be available?” she wanted me to confirm as she gazed around.

		“Right, you are definitely not available.” Just then a beautiful, absolutely gorgeous woman at the beginning of her hustling years, approached our window.

		“Are you two looking for a good time?” she asked. “I specialize in couples.”

		“How much for an hour or so of conversation?” I asked.

		“Four hundred dollars,” she said after looking us over carefully. “I’ll do more if you want.”

		“Please get in,” I said, leaning across my smiling wife. We waited for a minute while the woman pointed to us, and another woman who nodded her head. Safety first, I thought.

		“Hi,” she said from the back seat. “I’m Mercedes.”

		Jennifer introduced us and shook her hand. Their hands touched for a long time.

		“Park in back of this building,” Mercedes said, as I neared one of the strip clubs. “We’ll be safe here and nobody will bother us. They know me.”

		I backed into a spot in the rear row, against the fence. Turning to Jennifer I suggested she climb in the back to make conversation easier.

		“Mercedes, the reason we want to talk to you is Jennifer and I are married,” I began. “We like to play this game were Jennifer flirts with other men while I watch.”

		“Do you fuck them?” Mercedes asked looking at my wife. Jennifer’s face reddened in the faint light.

		“No, I haven’t had sex with anyone but my husband.”

		“Why not? You’re beautiful,” Mercedes used her right hand to adjust my wife’s hair.

		“Um…” I interrupted. “So, the reason we wanted to talk is Jennifer wants to stand on a corner and pretend she’s… um.”

		“Hooking?” Mercedes finished for me.

		“Yes,” I said.

		“Is this what you want to do, Jennifer?” she asked. “Just pretend?”

		“Yes, I mean… I guess so,” Jennifer answered looking at Mercedes.

		“Then what happens?” Mercedes asked looking at me.

		“Then, after half an hour or so, I drive up and she solicits me,” I told her. “After she gets in the car she treats me like a client.”

		“She treats you like a john,” Mercedes declared. She was so beautiful, and her skirt barely covered her pussy. Her breasts were visible through the white mesh top she wore.

		“Your husband likes looking at my tits,” she said to Jennifer. “I don’t know why, you have spectacular looking boobs.”

		Mercedes had reached out to caress my wife’s left breast. Jennifer’s nipple hardened immediately. Mercedes stroked the hard, protruding nipple with her thumb while smiling up at my wife. Jennifer tried to stifle a moan.

		I’d never known Jennifer to be attracted to women. This was a first, my cock had already hardened.

		“May I kiss you?” Mercedes asked. My wife didn’t respond. Her breathing quickened, and she closed her eyes. Mercedes leaned in and softly kissed her.

		Mercedes continued to caress Jennifer’s body. Her hand moved from my wife’s hard nipple to her thigh, pushing up Jennifer’s skirt so she could run her hand all the way up.

		Jennifer said later she couldn’t help herself, she moaned and spread her legs just enough for Mercedes to touch her. Their kiss became more feverish. Both women moaned when Mercedes touched my wife’s wet pussy.

		I stroked myself as I watched. Sitting in the front seat with them in the back, they couldn’t see what I was doing.

		Mercedes smiled at my wife while she pushed herself back in the seat, so she could kiss the top of Jennifer’s thigh. Her fingers were busy, pushing my wife’s black thong aside. My wife leaned against the door and spread her legs wider.

		The moment Mercedes’s tongue touched Jennifer’s pussy my wife’s head went back and her body stiffened as though electrocuted.

		“Oh god…” Jennifer’s head swung toward me. “She’s so good… oh shit, honey.”

		Mercedes had pushed my wife’s blouse and bra up and was squeezing her nipples, adding to her pleasure. Jennifer’s mouth and eyes were wide open, staring at me. She was loudly panting.

		“Oh no… oh… oh” Jennifer’s entire body shook as she climaxed. My wife had never cum so fast. “Oh god… honey, she’s so good.”

		As my wife slowly calmed and the aftershock orgasms eased, Mercedes lifted her shining wet face and grinned at her.

		“Did you like that?”

		Jennifer took the lead this time, kissing her and licking the wetness from her face. My wife was kissing a street walker! My cock was on the edge of orgasm, I could feel my cum wanting to be released. This was the first time my wife had been with another person since we’d been married.

		Mercedes climbed onto Jennifer’s body and the two women kissed passionately in our small backseat. What did this mean? My wife had never been interested in women before.

		“Eat her, honey,” I said. “Eat her pussy.”

		“I want to do it,” Jennifer said. “I want to go down on you.”

		“Not today,” Mercedes said. “I’m not… er, clean, I guess is the right word. But I really like the idea.”

		“When I want to fuck somebody, just for myself, I’d rather be with another woman. I get all the men I want. All they do is get me stirred up and ready for the softness of a beautiful woman,” her hand was on my wife’s cheek. “Like you.”

		I thought Jennifer was going to melt.

		“So… um… what we want to do is for me to drop Jennifer off with you, maybe tomorrow night,” I said. “If you’ll be here?”

		“I’ll be here,” Mercedes said, still caressing my wife.

		“Then you’ll kind of look out for her, and let the other girls know she’s not competition. Watch out for her until I get back?” I asked.

		“Yeah, sure. I can do that. But, what happens if some guy wants to go on a date with her?” I assumed date was code for a quick fuck.

		“She passes him on to you to either go with, or get rid of, I guess,” I said.

		“Wear something really sexy,” Mercedes said to Jennifer. “You’re waxed, that’s good.”

		“Why is it good I’m waxed?” Jennifer asked. Was she blushing? It was hard to tell in the low light.

		“In case it gets slow and we decide to amuse ourselves,” Mercedes was smiling as though what she’d said was a joke.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Jennifer

		It felt as though Mercedes was still between my thighs as we drove home. At one point, I held my hands between my legs and squeezed, trying to relive the experience.

		“How are you doing, babe?” Gabe asked, putting his hand on my thigh.

		“I’m doing really great,” I said not wanting him to interrupt. It was hopeless I knew. Gabe was going to talk, and I couldn’t just shut up and savor the experience.

		God, I’d had sex with a hooker! And we’d paid her! I was so conflicted about what I’d done. She was so good; no person had ever gone down on me like she had. She knew every button to push. My orgasm might have been the best I’d ever experienced with another person. I could still feel her; my pussy was having spasms.

		But she was a hooker. She was paid to have sex with other people. A prostitute. I’d paid for sex.

		“It looked like you really enjoyed what she was doing to you,” Gabe said.

		‘Shut up, shut up, shut up.’ I didn’t say it, but I thought it. Instead I just sat quietly.

		“I suppose,” was all I could manage.

		“Do you want to do even more with her? We can set it up,” Gabe asked.

		“I’m okay, honey,” I answered. “Let’s talk about something else.”

		We dropped the subject until the next morning at breakfast.

		I hadn’t slept well thinking about what had happened and anticipating the next night. Was I a lesbian now, or at least bi-sexual? What did it mean that I had enjoyed sex with another woman? It had been wonderful, I’d enjoyed what she did as much as I’d enjoyed any man going down on me. It was the first time I could truly say that sex with another person had been way better than masturbation. What a sick thing.

		My husband loved me, and I loved him with all my heart. He’d always been a good lover. Even if he hadn’t always brought me to climax, I loved the feel of him, I love the closeness and the intimacy. Sex wasn’t just about orgasms, was it? If it was, I was going to be a Mercedes regular.

		Gabe was up before me. I could hear him moving around as I thought about what had happened and what we were planning to do. The whole thing seemed tawdry now, even though it had been my idea at the beginning.

		“I’m going to need to get ready for tonight,” I said, “Do you want to help me pick out what I’ll wear?” I was pushing my doubts down, deep down inside.

		We piled clothing on the bed, and I tried on everything we couldn’t immediately throw out. It was fun modeling clothing for Gabe. He wanted me to look sexy and available. He also wanted to be able to get at my pussy and my boobs without going through a lot of work.

		“Why do you want to make it so easy. I’m not going to be actually hooking, you know,” I protested.

		“I know, but what if I want to be able to get at the girls easily,” he said, reaching inside a backless dress and fondling my tits.

		“Humm… feels good. Keep talking,” I said.

		“What if you want to flash some guys, I just want to make things easier for you. Because I care so deeply,” he said, acting like he was just doing it for me.

		“You’re so good to me, Gabe, and thoughtful of other men making sure they have easy access to my body,” I was teasing him, but he was turning me on. Gabe slipped his hand under the way-to-short skirt.

		“What if I – or some man you meet, wants to sample your pussy. You know, before he buys. You don’t want to make it difficult, do you?” his fingers were caressing my clitoris and I could feel myself growing wet.

		“No, I wouldn’t want to make it hard for anyone,” I said, using my little girl voice. He was teasing me so artfully I couldn’t take it anymore. “We either need to get in this bed and fuck our brains out, or I need to pick something and start getting ready.” Gabe pulled his hand out from under my dress.

		“Wear the one you have on,” he said. “Oh, and I love the Brazilian.”

		My pussy had been freshly waxed smooth only days before. It was still new to me and at first, I wasn’t sure if I liked it. It felt strange, but I was learning to enjoy the extra ‘sensational’ advantages of going bare down there.

		The dress he’d picked out was an electric, shimmery blue color. Ultra-short, I can’t remember why I’d bought it in the first place. The back was bare, scooping down to the top of my butt crack.

		“Don’t wear panties or a bra,” Gabe said.

		“You’re crazy,” I looked at him in amazement. “I’d be flashing people all night.”

		“I know,” he winked and left me to finish my preparations and take our daughter to his parents’ house for the weekend.

		In the end I wore a pair of brief blue thongs and no bra. A bra wouldn’t work anyway since the dress didn’t have a back, but it left me flopping around every time I moved. I giggled as I looked at myself in the mirror. I practiced trying to move without wobbling. I couldn’t do it.

		After Gabe returned, we had wine while we passed the time and when we finally left the house late in the evening, I was getting hammered, and my nipples were hard as little rocks.

		I sobered some on the drive in, and once there, kept a lookout for Mercedes. We finally spotted her and pulled over. As she walked toward us I jumped out of the car and we hugged.

		The other girls looked us over, and I caught them checking me out. Mercedes had passed the word, so I was treated fine when she introduced me to two of her friends and explained how they looked out for each other.

		It was fun, I barely noticed as Gabe drove off and turned a corner.

		“Come on,” Mercedes said. “I’ll show you the room I have in the Andorra.” She took me by the hand, smiling and flirting with me.

		I felt myself responding to her. She was so beautiful, and my body was remembering the way she’d made love to me. I reacted to her without conscious thought. Our arms were extended, and my fingers were caught in the palm of her hand.

		I couldn’t help myself. Her ass was so spectacular, I couldn’t take my eyes off her, from her flowing blonde hair to her bottom. I felt warm and my pussy tingled.

		She pulled me into the lobby of the Andorra, a small, very high-end hotel. Some tourists stay there, but many of the rooms were let out to the prostitutes. “Under the Bridge” was a world apart.

		I looked around the sophisticated lobby of the hotel. A single employee, dressed in a dark suit, white shirt, and black tie, smiled at me. Large gold fabric covered club chairs were placed around the lobby on rich burgundy carpet. A large mural depicting the diversity of “Under the Bridge” covered the wall opposite the small, old fashion, elevator.

		Mercedes and I crowded into the small cage together. Mercedes pushed past me to close the sliding door, locking us in. Her breasts rubbed against me, increasing my hunger for her.

		Her room was tiny, a window looked out over the street and was covered with thick drapes. The double bed took up most of the floor space, an armoire stood in the corner and a small table was beside the bed.

		We were barely inside the room when I found myself in Mercedes’s arms. Her lips were so soft against mine. I was kissing a prostitute again!

		I felt so dirty, so perverted; my feelings combined with the sensation of her body and lips against mine, caused my pussy to flood. I had so rarely felt myself release like I did. I was suddenly so wet I was momentarily afraid my period had come at exactly the wrong time, before I recognized that I was monumentally turned on.

		Mercedes could have fucked me right then, had she been a man. I was ready, Instead I pulled on her clothing, trying to get at her body. Her breast felt so wonderful in my hand. I was fondling another woman’s boob!

		She was smaller than I was, but I loved how she moaned against my lips as I pinched her erect nipple. I wanted to be on the bed with her, but she stopped me, even as her hand stroked my pussy through my thong.

		“You’re really wet, Jennifer,” she sounded as though she was moaning. “But we can’t stay here. I have to work.”

		My hips were moving against her fingers. I was kissing her frantically. I’m embarrassed to remember how much I needed her right then.

		“I want you,” I said to her. “Can’t we stay for just a few minutes? How about if I pay you and you work for me?”

		Mercedes eased me away. I tried to stay pressed against her, but eventually, only our hands touched.

		“You can watch me work, if you want,” she told me. “If you need to get away, come up here. How long will your husband be gone?”

		“I don’t know,” I told her. “Maybe half an hour or an hour. I’m supposed to wait for him.” I followed her down the hall and back to the elevator just as another woman was getting off with a man.

		Mercedes and the woman greeted each other warmly and shared a brief kiss while the man looked on, in what I thought was hunger. He wanted to see two women together.

		“Would you like Mercedes to join us?” she asked her date. “We’ll make it worthwhile for you.”

		I saw it in her eyes, so did Mercedes. She’d implied it would cost more and she’d lost him. If she’d have shown him how much fun he’d have with the two of them, only mentioning the additional cost at the end of her pitch, he might have gone for it. The three of us knew she’d blown it. Mercedes took my hand and pulled me into the elevator.

		“We have to go, Peaches,” she said. “Maybe next time. Peaches had a guilty look as we left.

		“You caught that, didn’t you?” Mercedes asked when we entered the lobby. “We’d make a good pair. Men will pay to watch two women together, you know. You might not even need to touch them. What could we call you?”

		“Jennifer?” I suggested.

		“No, even if Jennifer were a good name, you can’t use it,” Mercedes was looking at me. “Angel, that’s it. You’re Angel.”

		Mercedes stood on the curb wearing her far-too-short shorts and brief halter top, her long lean leg extended toward the street. I positioned myself in front of her, but several feet away and fully on the sidewalk. I looked like I had nothing to do with her, as we talked over the sound of cars above us on the overpass.

		“When a car comes, move over toward the hotel a few steps. You can wait for me, or your husband, there.”

		We talked some more about what had happened with Peaches. The thought of making love with Mercedes while some stranger jacked off was having an effect on me. I had to resist the temptation to tighten my muscles and make my pussy throb. I wanted to be fucked. Where the hell was Gabe? Mercedes gave me a half smile.

		“You’re a horny bitch, aren’t you?” She asked. “I’ll bet I could get you off from here.”

		“I’m not betting you,” I said. “You’d win.” Mercedes just laughed.

		Just then a younger man walked up to me, I would never have suspected him of being a john. He didn’t look older than twenty and was tall and handsome. His blonde hair looked like he combed it with just his fingers.

		“I’m looking for a date,” he said, startling me. “Are you available?”

		“Um… er, no. But my friend is,” I gestured toward Mercedes and ate my heart out. I fought the urge to grab him and drag him up to the hotel room.

		“Hi, how about a date with me?” she said brightly. “Since Angel is waiting for someone.” He smiled at her shyly and took in her beauty.

		“Okay… um, are you available?”

		“Yes. Would you like to go upstairs with me?” She asked.

		“How much… I mean… I only have so much money on me,” he stammered. They were talking right in front of me, but both ignored me.

		“What do you like?” Mercedes asked him, holding his arm and pressing her body against him. A wave of jealousy rushed through me.

		“I don’t know if there’s a special term,” he said shyly. “Like, maybe a blow job? And if I don’t, you know, cum, maybe fuck a little?” Mercedes’s smile was huge, her entire face lit up, and told him the amount of money he had would be just enough for a blow job and if he wanted to, you know, fuck.

		I was shocked at how much she charged. This was the first time I heard any talk about money except in our car, and I’d thought she’d overcharged us because of the weird situation.

		“Uh, maybe just the blow job?” he said, and Mercedes directed him toward the hotel entrance. I moved back to stand against the brick front of the building.

		A short time later Peaches’ john came out, followed shortly by Peaches herself. She looked around while halfway down the sidewalk and returned to stand next to me.

		“I really blew it up there,” she said. “If I’d been smarter, the three of us could have had a good time and made some money.”

		“Would he have done it?” I asked.

		“It’s all he talked about while we were together,” she said. “He wanted to know what we did with each other and what it was like to eat another woman’s pussy.”

		“Stop it, you’re turning me on,” I exclaimed. Peaches turned to look at me.

		“Are you gay?” she asked.

		“No, I’m just horny,” I said. Peaches laughed. “You’ll get over it out here, but I have to admit. Pussy does sound good right now.” I had to stop myself from asking her how much she charged.

		We talked for a while, Peaches didn’t seem in a hurry to find her next date. I wondered where my husband was, it seemed as though he’d been gone for more than an hour. After a while Mercedes came out and gave her young john a kiss on the cheek before sending him on his way.

		The three of us moved near the street and talked while the two women watched traffic. It was then that the huge black convertible drove up.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		Gabriel

		I’d stopped in a bar for a drink after driving around. I’d even watched a few innings of a baseball game on the TV behind the bar, above the liquor bottles.

		I couldn’t concentrate on anything. All I could think about was Jennifer, dressed like a whore, on the street with Mercedes. Who definitely was a whore.

		What the hell had I done? I’d put my wife, the mother of my child, on the street looking like she was a hooker. What the hell was wrong with me? Had I lost my mind?

		I was in agony. My stomach hurt, my heart was racing, and I felt like throwing up. I started to feel faint and the bartender walked over to me.

		“Are you alright, buddy?” he asked. “Do you need anything?”

		I tried to answer him but found my throat seemed paralyzed.

		“Let me get you a ginger ale,” he offered. “Do you need me to call anybody?” I gulped the soft drink and shook my head no.

		“I’m just upset,” I finally got out. “I think I did something really stupid. My wife and I are playing a little game and she’s “Under the Bridge” with a hooker.”

		“Christ, buddy,” he stood back and stared at me. “You better go get her. She’s not safe, especially if she’s with one of the girls. A lot of them come in here, and I even like a few, but I wouldn’t trust them with anything important. Especially not my wife.”

		I was frozen with fear, it was as though everything stood still for a moment. I was staring at the bartender, who wasn’t moving. The people around me had frozen in place, their drinks halfway to their mouths, some people in midstride. Nothing moved.

		Suddenly, the world became animated again. Everybody was moving again, but they were moving at twice the speed they’d been moving before. Voices sounded like cartoon characters. The bartender moved away from me at speed, talked to a cocktail waitress for what seemed like a second, and mixed two drinks before the clock could tick again.

		I figured I owed a little more than five dollars, but I left a twenty wedged under my glass, and bolted for the door. I pushed past people, men yelled at me and a woman squealed.

		Out on the street I rushed toward “Under the Bridge” before remembering the car and turned around, catching the people behind me off guard. Again, men and women yelled, but I was running toward the parking lot and nobody cared to give chase. Seeing and hearing the commotion, people scattered in front of me.

		The lot was in sight when I fell to my knees and slid before hitting my head on the pavement.

		“Are you all right?” a woman asked. I barely glanced at her before I was up and running again. I used my handkerchief to wipe blood from my forehead, there seemed to be a lot of it.

		I couldn’t find the fucking car!

		“What was happening to Jennifer? I love her so much.” I was gasping for breath. “I am so, so, so very stupid.”

		I mentally beat myself unmercifully, before forcing my mind to calm so I could find the car. I wasn’t doing my wife any good like this.

		Naturally, once I calmed down some, the car was right in front of me. I threw money at the cashier and tried to get out of the lot, only to be stuck by a line of cars driven by club goers trying to get in.

		Honking didn’t help, and as my anguish grew again, I accelerated out of the lot, going the wrong way, until I could swerve back into my lane. I had been greeted by another round of panicked honking, but my mind was on Jennifer.

		I slowed suddenly when I reached the block my wife had been on. There was more frightened honking as cars swung around me as I hit the brakes. I drove the length of the block slowly, looking at every face. A few women moved to the curb, thinking I was looking for company.

		When I didn’t see my wife, I drove back until I could do the same thing again, not just on her block, but on the blocks on either side of hers. Still no Jennifer.

		I was driving slowly, ignoring the indignation of every other driver. I studied every face. Jennifer was wearing more makeup than usual, she might have looked different in the lights under the bridge.

		Some women looked like my wife from a distance. Same long reddish hair, or maybe just a short skirt and big boobs. But, up close it was clear they were someone else. I was becoming angry with them for wasting my time and not being Jennifer.

		I finally parked and walked to the block where she’d been, in front of the Andorra Hotel. Maybe she had been standing back against one of the buildings, and I simply hadn’t seen her.

		Instead, I found Mercedes, and I put my hand on her shoulder while I fought to control my anxiety. When she turned I was in her face.

		“Where the hell is Jennifer?” I demanded, my fear making me sound unhinged. I tried to keep my voice under control, but I must not have succeeded. She looked scared at first.

		“Jennifer? Who the fuck… oh, you mean Angel,” her face cleared. Other women had crowded in on us, thinking one of their own might need help.

		“Hey guys, this is Angel’s husband. I don’t remember his name,” she announced. “Has anyone seen Angel, the new girl?” We both looked around the crowd, but all I saw were blank looks.

		Panic was taking over again. She was gone. My wife, the mother of our daughter, was gone because I was a stupid shit.

		“You were going to watch her,” I said quietly to Mercedes. I didn’t even know her real name. She spun around quickly, smiling at me. It wasn’t a kind smile.

		“I had to work, asshole.” A new woman had joined our little party.

		“I know where Angel is,” she said. “She got in a big black convertible with some guys and drove off.”

		I couldn’t breathe at all, I stood mute and began to feel faint. Jennifer had gone with some guys in a black convertible. Is that what I’d tell the police?

		Mercedes’ look had turned from anger to concern. “Are you okay?”

		All I could do was look at her and try to speak. My wife was gone for good because we were playing a stupid game of ‘street walker.’ What kind of man purposely dresses his wife like a hooker and has her walk the streets with a prostitute?

		“I know the car,” volunteered a pretty girl with hair died a brilliant shade of purple. “It belongs to Deon. They probably went to his place, it’s not far.” Life returned to my body, I felt energized.

		“I’ll pay you to show me his place, and then drive you back here,” I said.

		“My usual for an hour,” she answered.

		“Okay,” I immediately agreed.

		“I’m Peaches,” she said as we walked. “I liked your wife. Is she gay?”

		“No,” I said. “At least, she wasn’t until she met Mercedes.” Peaches considered my answer until we were in the car.

		“You might want to talk to her, if we find her,” she said. “She said she’d like to make love to me, so I’m thinking…”

		I couldn’t process what Peaches had just told me. My wife was off with a man named Deon and she’d wanted to make love with another woman. Who was this woman I was trying so hard to find?

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		Gabriel

		Peaches pointed out a run-down green colored house not far from “Under the Bridge”. Peeling paint and an overgrown yard were surrounded by a rusted chain link fence.

		I wrote down the address, although I wouldn’t forget the place, and drove Peaches back to her spot on the block.

		“You’ve got half-an-hour left if you want a blow job or anything,” Peaches said before getting out of the car. Her hand was on my thigh and we both noticed my erection. “Seems like you might be ready, unless you want to rush back and watch your wife with Deon? I’ve heard he’s really hung and likes newbies.”

		My angst must have shown on my face. I didn’t want to insult her and, any other time, I’d have wanted to fuck her.

		“I can see what you want. Go to your wife but, and this is very important, be careful. Deon and his friends can be dangerous,” she had a serious look on her face. I don’t know if taking her advice would have made any difference.

		Panic had returned by the time I made my way past the broken gate and pounded on the front door. I yelled my wife’s name at the top of my lungs and demanded to see her. The door opened as my fist was coming down and my arm was caught by a huge black hand. I was jerked nearly off my feet and into the house.

		“Come on in, white boy,” the voice greeting me was deep and smooth. Whoever it was sounded like a black soul artist.

		After that, a kaleidoscope of images flashed before my eyes and I was spun through a living room filled with old pizza boxes, beer bottles, and drugs. Christ… drugs, or at least a mirror dusted white with powder. I stopped spinning as I was hauled down a short hallway, still unable to break free from the man’s iron grip.

		I was dizzy when I was slammed into a wooden chair with arms.

		“Get the pants off that cracker,” another voice directed.

		I tried to stop him but a hand the size of a catcher’s mitt was held over my face, forcing my head back against the wall. I felt a breeze on my balls as my pants were whipped away and fabric tore.

		“Sit in this chair and don’t fucking move,” the same deep voice said. It belonged to a giant black man who was bent almost in half to get low enough to talk to me. “You move I’ll tie you down, maybe I hurt you a little first, so you understand.”

		“I won’t move,” I said. I was scared and fighting not to piss all over myself. I was sure it would be a bad move, perhaps a fatal one, to allow my bladder to let go. This guy was massive, and he wasn’t alone in the room, had Peaches set me up?

		I could hear sex sounds from behind him, but they didn’t mean much to me. I was too scared to think.

		Finally, the giant moved out of my way and I found myself looking at a double bed covered in a white sheet. In the center of the bed was my wife wearing only her panties, naked black men knelt on either side of her. Jennifer was alternating between them, taking one cock in her mouth while stroking the other.

		They were both mauling my wife’s large breasts. The sight of huge black hands covering her pale white breasts was enough for my cock to begin hardening. Seconds later, I was fully erect and moaning as I watched.

		It was heart wrenching. Jennifer and I were only playing a game, she wasn’t going to be naked sucking another guy’s cock. Not to mention two guys. I felt a sudden pain in my chest, my blood pounded in my ears, and my cock throbbed with every heartbeat. Something was wrong with me.

		At first, I couldn’t take my eyes off her, she was swallowing the men deeply, her cheeks sucked in as she worked them with her mouth, her eyes turned upward, looking at each man in turn. Their cocks looked large, maybe it was my imagination, but their cocks looked bigger than mine. I felt cold and sick.

		One of the men pushed his hand down the front of Jennifer’s brief panties and I saw his fingers moving. My wife took the cock she was working on out of her mouth and looked down her body, smiling before turning her face to the man fingering her. She kissed him, without taking her hand off the other cock.

		I’d felt sick before, but the sight of my wife kissing another man and moaning as he stroked her pussy, was almost too much. I started to get up, only to be slammed back in my chair. A thick black finger was stuck in my face, it was so large it was all I could see.

		“I told you to stay.”

		I stayed.

		Jennifer’s panties were pulled off and tossed aside before she was repositioned on her hands and knees, facing me. For the first time, she looked at me.

		“This is so wild isn’t it, Gabe?” she said, sounding hyper. “Their cocks are really… god.” The black man she’d been kissing had shoved his cock inside my wife.

		I was watching my wife get fucked. He pushed his erection inside her slowly, letting her get used to every inch of him.

		Jennifer was on her knees and forearms, her eyes closed, one hand tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

		“Huh… oh… huh,” as he began moving faster.

		The second man grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back, so she could continue sucking him. Jennifer breasts swung wildly as she was fucked.

		She looked at me initially, a large black man fucking her from behind, another sinking far into her mouth. Then she looked up and seemed to smile as she was slammed back and forth, each time swallowing more cock until she began to choke.

		Again, I wanted to get up, but I looked at the monster beside me only to find him smiling down at me and shaking his finger ‘no.’

		I looked back at my wife, she had a hand on the cock in her mouth, to keep it from going too deep as she groaned. Her groaning became louder and she allowed the cock in her mouth to slip out. Her mouth was hanging open, her eyes fixed on mine and her hips pushing back as she began to climax.

		“Look at that white chick,” the man in front of her said to my chaperone. “She like her some black meat.”

		“Oh god, Gabe… it’s so good… so big… so good,” Jennifer wailed, her body going stiff as she was overwhelmed by her first orgasm. Her pussy was dripping, even looking down the length of her body I could make out ropes of liquid running from her pussy to the white sheet.

		The fucking didn’t stop. Neither men gave a damn that my wife had just had a monumental orgasm.

		The man in her pussy hadn’t finished when he pulled out and switched places with the man in my wife’s mouth. They slapped hands just like a trade off in wrestling.

		I don’t know if Jennifer even knew what had happened. The man who had been fucking her would occasionally pull all the way out before shoving his erection back into her pussy.

		He walked around the bed and offered his cock for my wife to suck. She took one tentative lick before diving down on him and sucking him clean.

		I was having a hard time breathing. I’d imagined Jennifer fucking another man, but never two or three, and never black men. Maybe one guy while I watched, because that’s what I wanted.

		My wife had picked up the pace, she’d had one orgasm and she wanted another. The man behind struggled to keep up. I could see on his face, he was fighting off an orgasm himself. He didn’t want to cum too soon and miss the fun.

		The giant beside me took off his pants and turned toward me. My eyes must have popped from my head. His cock, even soft, hung half way to his knees, and he had a giant’s legs. He laughed at me.

		“You never seen a real cock, white boy?”

		I shook my head ‘no,’ Jennifer’s moans grew louder. We both turned to see her staring at his massive cock.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Gabriel

		The two men on the bed wanted a break. The four of them walked out together, talking and laughing, into the living room, leaving me to sit in my chair. Jennifer grinned at me as she walked past.

		“This is a lot of fun, Gabe. Relax, and go with the flow.”

		Go with the fucking flow! I was having a heart attack. Pains in my chest, my left arm felt numb, I was going to fucking die here and she wanted me to go with the flow?

		The giant patted my shoulder before he left. A silent reminder not to move from my chair.

		I could hear them talking, laughing and giggling in the other room. Sometimes the noise stopped, and I heard kissing sounds, at other times it sounded like someone had a cold and was sniffling.

		“Oh, Deon,” my wife said at one point. Those were about the only words I heard clearly besides, “You want me to say what? Okay.”

		“Fuck my cunt, Deon,” followed by Jennifer having a giggling fit and a long series of, “Huh… huh… huh.”

		My wife looked mildly surprised to see me when she walked back into the bedroom, as though she forgotten I was there. One of the men had white powder around his nostril. All were energized and happy looking.

		Jennifer threw herself on her back on the bed and held her legs up and bent her knees. Her pussy was spread, and I could see just how wet she was. Her vagina appeared to be having spasms.

		“Come on guys,” she yelled, a big smile on her face. My wife was exposing herself and begging a roomful of black men to fuck her. A wave of hopelessness spread through me. I’d done this, I started it and now my wife, the mother of my daughter, was getting away from me.

		They were going to turn her out. She’d become a drugged-out whore, and it was my fault. I wanted to cry, I wanted to jack off, I wanted to take her home and fuck her until neither of us could go anymore.

		My cock throbbed as one of the men got between her thighs and pushed his black erection inside her. Jennifer smiled up at him and pulled him down on top.

		My wife’s face was turned toward me as he humped her. She smiled at me in a dreamlike way before closing her eyes, the smile still on her lips, as she fucked back at him.

		This time he came, pulling halfway out, his cock throbbed with each pump of semen into my wife’s womb. Jennifer held him still, her climax causing her to hold her mouth open as if screaming.

		The other man had laid down next to them, his cock hard. He watched them finish, jacking his cock at the same time.

		Jennifer tried to climb on top of him, but he held her off and made her turn around, so she mounted him reverse cowgirl. He dipped his cock inside her pussy and then moved her, so he could fuck my wife’s ass.

		I watched, horrified, as he probed my wife’s backside. We’d never experimented back there. I didn’t think my wife had ever even considered anal sex. Her hole looked so small and his cock looked so large.

		My wife’s vagina had been spread wide. Her labia glistened in the light. Even her thighs looked damp.

		She wasn’t fighting him as he pushed against her asshole. Her mouth was open, her eyes closed. She looked relaxed. She was moving her hips in small circles, helping him line up. When his cock began pushing inside, she pushed down, helping him to fuck her in the ass.

		I realized with a start that I was holding my breath and staring. He gathered lubrication from my wife’s pussy and spread it on her asshole and his dick. After, he pushed inside her more smoothly. He even played with her clit, and Jennifer moaned loudly.

		He was fully inside her. I was seeing it happen in front of me, but I couldn’t believe his thick, long, black cock was all the way inside my wife’s virgin ass. He started fucking her and Jennifer fucked him back.

		He continued stroking her clit as he fucked her, his arm reaching around her body.

		Jennifer opened her eyes and smiled as the man who had kept me in my chair climbed onto the bed. His massive cock was hard. The last time I’d looked he had been standing beside me, his cock looking gigantic. Now he was on the bed with my wife.

		“Deon?” she said.

		Deon moved between her legs and they kissed. Their tongues touching as Jennifer frantically kissed him back. My heart was breaking. Not only was my wife groaning as a black man fucked her in the ass, but she was passionately kissing another. The kiss was so intimate. Jennifer had never kissed me with such passion that I could remember. How would we put our lives back together?

		The man in my wife’s ass stopped moving, and Jennifer looked down the length of her body as Deon lined the head of his cock up with her pussy. When he pushed inside, stretching her wide, Jennifer looked up at him. Her eyes were wide, and her mouth hung open as she stared at his face and he pushed into her vagina.

		My wife looked back down at her pussy and the cock filling her and wailed.

		“Oh… oh, god… you’re so big,” she opened her eyes again and looked at him. “I can’t believe… it’s so good.”

		When they both began fucking her at the same time, my wife lost her senses. I could no longer see her body, but I could see her face over Deon’s shoulder and I could see the cock in her ass pumping inside her.

		The two found their rhythm and Jennifer seemed to be looking at me as she repeated: “Two cocks… two cocks… two cocks.”

		My own cock was as hard as it had ever been, throbbing with every beat of my heart, I felt myself on the edge of orgasm without touching my prick. Pre-cum was dripping from me and the only thing I trusted myself to do was to cradle my balls. I knew one touch anywhere else would set me off.

		The two men were pounding hard when Jennifer climaxed. I don’t know how many times she’d cum, but her wailing should have alerted the entire neighborhood.

		My wife and I had climaxed together, and I’d watched her use a vibrator, but I hadn’t known she was capable of so much pleasure. I didn’t realize she was cumming for a second time until she screamed, telling us she wasn’t through. She begged them to go faster and harder.

		Jennifer face was scrunched up, as though she were baring down and concentrating when she climaxed again. This one even harder than the first two. She didn’t scream this time, she just looked up at the ceiling, her body convulsing. Her mouth and eyes were wide open.

		When it was over, she collapsed. The men held her in place as they continued fucking her, back and front. The man in her ass came first, I could see his cock throbbing as he exploded inside her.

		The man in her pussy came next, his balls contracting as he blasted load after loaded deep inside my wife’s womb. He was much deeper than I’d ever been and, judging by the amount of sperm leaking out around his cock, he put more inside her than I ever had, too. I wondered if Jennifer had remembered to take her pill.

		Then it hit me, neither man was wearing a condom!

		They let Jennifer roll to the side of the bed nearest me and grinned at each other.

		“That’s some good pussy, Deon,” the man in back said. “Thanks for inviting me. You gonna keep her?”

		Deon turned his head enough to look at me

		“Maybe, if she want to stay.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		Jennifer

		I was laying on the edge of the bed, my pussy was throbbing, and my asshole was on fire. Someone was stroking my hair. I’d just heard Deon saying he might keep me. I opened my eyes just enough to see Gabe kneeling on the floor in front of me. I’d known he was there, but I’d been… busy.

		I felt… happy, as though I were floating above myself. Nothing could happen that would bother me. I knew what I’d been doing, and I didn’t care that my husband was there watching.

		“Hi Gabe,” I said, giving him a lazy, satisfied smile. “You watched.”

		“Yes,” he looked concerned. More than that, he looked worried.

		“It was really good,” I said. My mind didn’t seem to be working right. I’d just been fucked by three different black guys in front of my husband. I should have felt anxious, at least. Instead I felt relaxed and happy. “You should fuck me.”

		“How about if I get you home first,” he said.

		“Okay,” if that’s what he wanted to do.

		“I’m going to take my wife home,” he told Deon.

		“I don’t think so, man,” Deon said, yawning. “You can fuck her though. I mean, she your wife so it okay with me. Be okay even if she wasn’t your wife.”

		“I’d rather take her home.”

		“You ain’t leaving with her ‘till you fuck the bitch,” Deon wasn’t especially loud but we both got the message. I rolled onto my back and held my arms open to my husband.

		Gabe settled between my legs and tried to hold his weight off me with his forearms, but I wasn’t having it, not tonight. I pulled my husband tight to my sweaty body, my legs spread wide and bent at the knees. I whispered in his ear.

		“I want you to fuck me, Gabe. I want you to show me you still love me, and I need you to take me back.”

		Gabe moaned in my ear and I thought I felt his cock penetrate me. I pushed my hips up causing him to groan.

		Why couldn’t I feel my own husband inside me? His hips were moving, I knew he was battering me. Each time he pounded inside I felt our bodies collide, but I had almost no sensation of his cock.

		I panicked. I pushed my hips into his, trying to feel something. I could hear a loud squishy noise every time our hips met, maybe that was it? I was so wet from my own lubrication and the sperm in my pussy, I couldn’t feel him?

		Fear gripped me. Had they ruined me somehow? Was I broken? Would I ever feel my husband again? They’d made me cum repeatedly and they’d fucked me in both holes at the same time, was I just numb?

		Gabe held himself deep inside me, the way he always did when he orgasmed. If it hadn’t been for that, and the loud noises he always made when he came, I wouldn’t have known. I groaned loudly, holding him tight until I felt him relax against me.

		We kissed eagerly. I wanted him to know I was still his, even if my pussy had been spoiled. Would he still want me after what he’d seen, even if I was wrecked?

		“I love you, Gabe,” I said loud enough for the other men to hear.

		“I love you, too,” Gabe said.

		We looked around, but the men were gone. I faintly heard a TV and men talking from what passed for a living room.

		Gabe and I looked at each other and quietly eased off the bed. My hooker dress was still crumbled on the floor and by the time I was dressed Gabe was ready to go.

		My husband slowly opened the door all the way. Deon was on the couch turned towards us, his strong arm stretched along the back.

		“You kids ready to go?” he was smiling. I left Gabe’s side and walked over to stand behind him, so I could put my hand on his bicep.

		“I’m worn out for tonight, Deon,” I told him. “Gabe is going to take me home.”

		“You might want your cell phone,” he said, handing me my cell. “I kept your number, and here,” he handed me four hundred dollars.

		“What’s this for?” I asked.

		“You earned it, girl.”

		“I can’t take this, I’m not a whore,” I was becoming indignant.

		“You a whore,” he looked back at the TV for a moment. “Ain’t nothing wrong with it if you good, and girl, you very good. Be proud and take the fuckin’ money.”

		Before I could protest further, he turned back to me looking mean. “Now get the fuck out of here before I change my mind.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		Jennifer

		I was up early the next morning after hardly sleeping at all. I’d showered when we got home and by the time I crawled into bed, Gabe was asleep. I propped my pillow against the headboard and sat, my arms crossed under my breasts, and thought.

		Gabe was sleeping peacefully; did that mean something? He didn’t seem bothered by what had happened. He’d watched his wife fucked by three black men. Not just fucked, which would have been bad enough, but double penetrated.

		I remembered how good it had felt. Did Gabe know how many times I’d orgasmed? Did he realize how wonderful their erections had felt? Did he know I couldn’t feel him inside me?

		I wanted to cry. I was throwing myself a first-rate pity party and I needed a guest. Someone I could talk to. Another woman, a friend. I couldn’t talk to my regular friends and admit to having been a street walker. I couldn’t call Mercedes and certainly not Peaches. She’d sold me down the river with Deon by encouraging me to get in his car.

		She’d said it was okay, they were good guys. I’d have a great time.

		Okay, well, she was right about the last part.

		I wanted to sleep, but I was still wide awake when my cell vibrated with an incoming message.

		

		[Deon] You get home safe, girl?

		[Me] Yes. We’re fine.

		[Deon] Good. I hope you okay. We had a fun time. Maybe we do it again someday.

		[Me] I don’t think so but thank you for the money.

		[Deon] You sure? Maybe you’ll change your mind when you realize how much you miss us loving you like we do.

		[Me] LOL, you don’t love me.

		[Deon] Nobody ever make love to you like we do.

		[Me] True.

		[Deon] We give you something special, something you can’t get anywhere else. I bet it wasn’t the same when hubby fuck you tonight.

		[Me] I can’t talk about that with you.

		[Deon] I’ll bet he feel small. Maybe you don’t even feel him. Tell me I’m wrong and I hang up.

		

		I thought for a long time. How the hell did he know what I felt? How many times had he done this kind of thing?

		

		[Me] How many times have you done something like this?

		[Deon] You think you’re the first white girl ever come around here? Mercedes thought it be fun if the five of us partied.

		

		My breath caught in my throat. Three large black guys and Mercedes? I felt myself becoming excited again.

		

		[Me] I don’t know what to say. I better go.

		[Deon] It okay hubby wants to watch. We put on a good show for him.

		

		I realized Gabe was looking at me, his eyes visible in the dim room.

		“Ask him when, and maybe you can tell me more about the resort you discovered.”

		

		

		

		Other Hotwife Books by Thomas Roberts

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost!

		Book 1 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

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

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost Again!

		Book 2 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

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

		

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Finally Won!

		Book 3 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		

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

		

		Katie’s Hotwife Awakening

		Book 1 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

		

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

		

		Katie’s Hotwife Reawakening

		Book 2 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

		

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

		

		Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story

		

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

		

		A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal

		

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

		

		Brianna's Hotwife Offering

		

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

		

		Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife

		

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

		

		Sex Addict Hotwife

		

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

		

		A BBC Bull’s Tale

		

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

		

		My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures

		

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

		

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the Challenge

		Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

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

		

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge

		Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

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

		

		Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker Gangbang

		Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		

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

		

		My Smutty Hotwife Confessions

		

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

		

		My Illicit Hotwife Gangbang

		

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

		

		Naughty BBC Hotwife Adventures #1

		

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

		

		Hotwife Voyeur Resort

		Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

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

		

		The Sybian Explosion

		Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		

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

		

		Billionaire’s Reluctant Hotwife

		Book 1 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

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

		

		Billionaire’s Captive Hotwife

		Book 2 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

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

		

		Billionaire’s Defiant Hotwife

		Book 3 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		

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

		

		Please visit my blog for even more fun at

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