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This book is intended for ADULTS ONLY and all characters are over 18 years of age. 



This is an erotic work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is accidental and damned amazing. 



There is sex, lots of it. There is wife cheating and all kinds of goings-on. If that offends you, please don’t read this book. But if you’re looking for a fun, dirty read, this is it. If you are offended by

violence, particularly violence against women, consider yourself warned. 

Chapter 1 - Doug



I looked around my little office with a self-satisfied smile. It wasn’t much, as offices go. Mine was in an old construction trailer parked in the  lot  next  to  the  municipal  building,  because  what  I  did  wasn’t considered  important  enough  to  squeeze  me  into  the  overcrowded structure next door. 

The  trailer’s  thin  old  aluminum  door  didn’t  close  properly,  the linoleum on the floor was cracked and faded, and I sat at an old steel desk with a peeling laminate top. The desk probably dated from the 1930’s. It didn’t matter that the lower left drawer didn’t close right –

the desk and the office were mine. I’d never had a desk of my own before, and now I had a title and an office. Not bad for a guy with a high  school  education  who  had  been  cleaning  storm  drains  for  the city not long before. 

I  don’t  know  how  I’d  caught  the  eye  of  the  mayor  the  first  time. 

Later  he  invited  me  to  join  him  at  his  regular  booth  as  he  ate breakfast  and  regaled  his  hangers-on  with  stories  that  showcased his brilliance. 

I  had  difficulty  fitting  in  across  from  him.  The  mayor’s  large  belly pushed the table hard against me, making it difficult to breathe. 

After  our  fifth  or  sixth  breakfast  I’d  become  a  regular.  I  always showed enthusiasm for his stories, even after the sixth telling. One day he asked me to join him in his office. 

“Doug, do you know how to read a contract?” he asked. 

“No, sir.” 

“Good, you’re the perfect man for the job. We’ve got a lawyer who knows all about contracts, but he doesn’t work for me. He’s not loyal, and  you  gotta  have  people  who  are  loyal  to  you  when  you’re  the mayor. Are you loyal, Doug?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“You remember to always put me and my family first and I’ll take care of you.” 

That’s how I got the job. The sign outside the aluminum door that wouldn’t close properly read:

 Contracting Department

The  truth  was,  we  had  very  little  say  in  any  contracts.  We,  being my assistant Mary Beth and me. Every contract the city entered into, and  there  were  a  lot,  came  through  us  for  initial  checking  before going to the city attorney. Each of the finalized contracts were on our computers, and the executed copies were in our files. 

My  job  was  simple:  I  was  there  to  protect  the  mayor.  He’d  even sent  me  to  school  to  learn  about  contracts,  and  after  reading  so many of them that my eyes felt like they might bleed, I’d gotten pretty good at it. 

Then he’d sent me to a second, tougher school, on how to protect the boss and make him look good. This school was taught by an old man who sounded like a gangster, because he was one. 

Despite  all  my  training,  most  days  were  routine  and  boring.  Just the way I like it. 

The most important things weren’t spelled out in the contracts. His honor wasn’t driving a top-of-the-line luxury car to his lavish mansion on the mayor’s salary alone. 

The mayor learned to trust me enough to give me what amounted to  final  say  on  a  few  agreements.  The  city  attorney  didn’t  care,  he was just collecting a city check and waiting for his retirement. 

The particular contract I was holding should have been simple. It was  for  five  years  of  city  trash  hauling,  solid  waste  pickup  and disposal. The contract was for a small population on the other side of the river, an area we administratively shared with an adjacent county. 

There  had  been  three  trash  hauling  companies  but  two  had merged, under suspicious circumstances, and now there was a big company and a small competitor. 

I  had  the  renewal  proposal  from  our  current  waste  hauler,  the small  operation  run  by  a  guy  named  Abraham.  Normally  I’d  just approve  it,  and  whatever  his  arrangement  was  with  the  mayor,  but things weren’t normal just then. 

In  the  last  election,  the  city  council  had  been  taken  over  by  a reform  group  wanting  more  council  control  and  transparency.  The mayor hated them. 

“Look Doug. We’ve got to appear to be going along. Here’s what I want  you  to  do:  get  a  quote  from  those  other  fellas  and  make  a recommendation  to  me.  For  some  reason  those  assholes  on  the council  trust  you,  so  I’ll  just  sign  off  on  whatever  you  recommend.” 

The mayor pushed his dirty breakfast dishes to one side. “This way I can’t  be  accused  of  anything.  I’ll  just  leave  it  in  your  hands.  But, Doug, don’t fuck it up for me.” 

“Abraham’s done a good job though, hasn’t he?” I was fishing for the  mayor  to  give  a  direction.  We  waited  for  Marjory  to  refill  our coffee cups. The usual gang had all left for their cushy city jobs. 

Marjory and his honor eyed each other. I didn’t want to know what was  going  on  between  the  two  of  them,  but  the  mayor  told  me anyway. “Ol’ Marjory and I used to be an item. Before I gained these last fifty pounds and before her tits hung to her knees.” 

Marjory gave him the finger. “More like a hundred pounds.” 

“Anyway, Abraham’s done well, I guess. Of course, this is a small deal  since  he  doesn’t  do  the  city;  just  this  one  contract  he’s  had forever.  It  doesn’t  matter  enough  to  me.”  I  should  have  caught  his wink. 

What I heard was: Abraham wasn’t kicking back enough to make a difference.  The  decision  was  mine  to  make,  maybe  along  with whatever the kickback amounted to. 

I  had  my  feet  on  my  desk  basking  in  the  ambiance  of  my  semi-private office. The wall hangings were things nobody else wanted, as were the old fashion file cabinets. Mary Beth walked in surrounded in a cloud of sweet perfume, as usual. 

Mary  Beth  was  a  small,  bleach  blonde,  lusty  woman  wearing  too much make up. Her clothing emphasized her enormous breasts and her legs, displaying them almost to her center. 

“I thought you’d be home tapping Candy,” my assistant had a thing about my wife’s sex life. I wondered, not for the first time, what that was about. 

My wife was, in some ways, Mary Beth’s opposite. Candy was tall and had shiny dark hair, and her breasts were scaled more to human size.  Still,  my  wife  boobs  were  just  the  right  shape,  curve  and softness. She was perfectly proportioned to her frame and her body

seemed  to  be  saying:  “Come,  touch  me  all  over  and  fuck  me.  You know it will be wonderful.” 

Most  importantly,  Candy  was  rather  innocent  and  naïve  in  her demeanor, although she was shyly fascinated by anything having to do with sex. I suspected Candy’s body was alive for her, sexually. I think  she  was  hungering  for  something,  although  she  wasn’t  sure what  that  something  was.  Maybe  it  was  because  we  were  both approaching  our  thirtieth  birthdays  and  if  women  peaked  at  thirty, then Candy was beginning to peak. 

Candy had never liked her name, she thought it made her sound like a stripper or a ‘70’s porn star. While she’d have looked fantastic taking  her  clothes  off  in  public,  I  couldn’t  imagine  a  more inappropriate name for my rather strait-laced wife. 

We’d been near virgins when we’d first met. I was a city employee and  Candy  taught  music.  My  crew  had  been  working  on  a  clogged drain on the street in front of her apartment building. It had been a Saturday when the temperature was near 100 degrees, with humidity to match. 

Candy, wearing a tight tee shirt and shorts that gave just a hint of camel  toe,  brought  out  glasses  of  lemonade  for  us,  and  the  rest  is history.  She  confessed  later  she’d  been  watching  me  and  had decided we should meet. I was just too good-looking, sweating in my tight  shirt.  She  was  a  dream  walking  across  the  yard,  her  nipples faintly visible with those glasses of cold lemonade. 

We dated and fell in love. I mean seriously in love. I don’t think I could  live  without  Candy.  She  means  everything  to  me,  and  I  think she feels the same way about me. 

The  first  time  we’d  made  love  had  been  a  rushed  unsatisfying affair  for  both  of  us.  But  the  second  time  had  been  magical.  We’d been looking into each other’s eyes when we came simultaneously. 

We both said, “I love you,” at the same time, too. 

Our  one  disappointment  has  been  the  lack  of  children.  We’ve never  been  tested,  but  it  had  never  happened,  either.  So,  we  just had each other. 

“Nope,  got  work  to  do  today.  That  waste  hauling  contract  is expiring  in  six  months  and  the  mayor  wants  it  wrapped  up,”  I

answered Mary Beth. 

“Did we get the bid from Abraham yet?” 

“Just came in, but I’ve got to ask for a competitive offer from Vlad

– whatever his last name is – I can’t pronounce it.” 

Mary  Beth  tried  to  teach  me  how  to  say  Vlad’s  tongue  twisting Russian last name. It didn’t help. I’d just call him Vlad or Vladimir. 

Chapter 2 – Vlad



I’d been young, much too young to be sent to a gulag in the district for stealing food. I’d taken a loaf of bread; it sounds like something out  of  Dickens,  but  it’s  true.  I  remember  how  my  mouth  watered when I grabbed it. Just before the militiaman hit me with his stick. 

I was small, my legs probably no bigger around than the stick he hit me with. I don’t know how old I was when it happened. I still don’t know how old I am, I don’t know what month or day I was born. One day I just was, living in a sewer in Moscow. 

It had been hard on the endless train ride east. I had been young and  small;  easy  prey.  The  gulags  don’t  officially  exist  anymore.  It’s an  old  Russian  joke;  the  authorities  pretend  the  gulags  don’t  exist and the prisoners pretend they aren’t in one. 

My job was to cut timber in the endless Siberian forests. The first day I was so small I couldn’t even lift the ax; all I could do was drag it through the snow. At night …well, I try not to remember the nights. 

None of the men from my hut are still alive, anyway. 

By the time I had survived to serve my time, much to the surprise of the authorities, I had no problem lifting an ax, or even a man. All those years of working in the forests six days a week, and surviving, had made me strong. In my body and my mind. 

One year I met a man, Aron, a Jewish intellectual. I didn’t care that he was Jewish, I didn’t even know what a Jew was. All I knew was that Aron needed someone to protect him in exchange for something I  needed.  He  was  smart,  he  knew  things,  and  I  needed  to  know things, too. He taught me and I protected him. 

I  was  hungry  for  knowledge.  Aron  taught  me  to  read  and  my numbers. He even taught me English. 

I  was  in  the  Bratva,  the  Russian  mafia.  That’s  not  quite  right; 

“mafia”  is  an  Italian  word.  But,  like  the  mafia,  we  were  organized, and we took what we wanted. We were just organized in a Russian way. 

To  prove  who  one  was,  our  biographies  were  tattooed  on  our bodies  in  symbols  we  could  all  read.  By  the  time  I  saw  Moscow

again I had plenty of markings, and by the time I arrived in America, I had even more. 

I was a Thief. That was the top of the Bratva. I was still young and lacking in humanity. I was heartless. Whatever it is inside a man that gives them humanity had died in me. Or maybe I’d been born without it. 

I’d  killed  in  the  camps,  the  new  name  for  the  gulag.  Usually because  the  other  man  had  something  I  wanted.  Sometimes because  I  had  something  wanted  by  another  and  I  protected  it. 

Either way, I was alive, and others weren’t. 

We’d  been  put  to  work  building  a  new  smaller  camp  a  few kilometers  away,  it  was  the  middle  of  a  Russian  winter.  The  camp would  be  for  women.  It  was  in  the  women’s  camp  that  I  met  Vera, and she taught me how to be a successful lover and pimp. 

The  owner  of  the  original  waste  hauling  business  had  owed  us money. He had problems, that man. He liked to gamble, and he liked women. Not problems in themselves if you know what you’re doing. 

He didn’t know what he was doing and now I own his business. 

I  needed  that  small  contract  with  the  city.  We  had  plenty  of business,  but  the  contract  made  us  legitimate,  and  it  was  in  the same  county  as  our  bookstore.  We  could  launder  money  from gambling  and  from  the  girls.  More  importantly,  I  could  give  myself, and  some  handpicked  men,  ‘no  show,  no  work’  jobs  which  would provide them with W2’s and income to declare. 

I  had  plans,  but  in  order  to  get  the  contract,  I  had  to  control  the new  contracting  guy:  Doug  something.  I’d  heard  he  wasn’t  the brightest, but the mayor trusted him in a place where everyone was on the take. Doug something was in a useful position. 

‘What a dump,’ I thought as I climbed the two steps leading to the banging trailer door. It was clear Doug was the mayor’s contracting chump.  His  assistant  looked  like  one  of  the  girls  working  for  me, except  for  all  the  perfume  she  used.  It  smelled  like  something  a woman would spray on to cover something else. 

She made a point of moving so she was facing me while I sat on a rickety  folding  chair,  waiting  for  the  chump  to  arrive.  Her  tiny  skirt, stretched hard across her thighs, was so short a hint of her panties

showed. Her belly was probably flat, but she was short, and her tits were huge, making it hard to tell. She was pretty enough to work for me, not that it mattered what she looked like. 

“Can  I  get  you  anything  while  you  wait?”  she  smiled  and  looked down at her skirt, as if inviting me to look, too. 

“You can sit just like that while we talk,” I smiled back at her. I’ve been told I’m handsome and have mean eyes. 

“Why would you like me to sit like this?” She challenged me and spread her legs just a little more. Maybe she was trying to make me uncomfortable. If that’s what she was doing, it wouldn’t work. 

“Because I can see your pussy.” 

She quickly looked down, as if checking to see if I was telling the truth, before looking back up with a slight blush on her face. 

“No, you can’t.” She was smiling again. 

“I will because you’re going to move those cute panties out of the way, aren’t you?” 

“Why would I do that?” 

“Because  you  want  me  to  see  your  cunt,  it  makes  you  hot.  So, what are you waiting for?” I challenged her. 

Looking  at  the  door,  she  quickly  pulled  her  panties  to  the  side showing  me  her  pink  and  excited  looking  pussy.  I  had  just  enough time  to  note  the  lack  of  pubic  hair  and  how  she  was  throbbing  wet before  the  crappy  aluminum  door  rattled  and  began  to  open.  We were both laughing when Doug walked in. 

“What’s the joke?” he asked. 

“Something  Vlad  said  just  struck  me  funny,”  Mary  Beth  stood  to pour coffee for us and to show me her nice round ass. 

I  followed  Doug  to  his  desk.  It  was  hard  to  believe  this  man  had any  real  power  given  how  crappy  his  office  was.  It  was  full  of  old, unmatched and castoff office furniture. I’d never seen a city office as poorly equipped as this one. 

We talked pleasantly for a while, Doug explained what the city was looking for in the contract and I commented on the picture displayed on his desk. At first I thought it was the picture of a model that came with the frame. Then I remembered where I’d seen that face before. 

“That’s  my  wife.”  How  did  a  chump  like  this  manage  to  attract  a wife  who  looked  like  that?  I  told  him  I  thought  she  was  very  pretty

and that he was a lucky man, the usual courtesy horseshit before the meeting ended. 

I decided I’d do almost anything to land this contract, and I would do anything to land his wife. 

His assistant was leaning against the side of the trailer smoking a cigarette. “Too bad you wasted your time with Doug. We could have had some fun.” 

“How  did  I  waste  my  time,”  I  stood  close  to  her,  invading  her space. She didn’t give an inch. 

“The mayor won’t let him move it. Abraham’s been good to him if you know what I mean.” 

“Get in my car so I can fuck you.” She just looked at me, her eyes wide and blinked slowly. 

“You don’t waste any time, do you?” 

Without  a  word  I  turned  and  started  toward  my  car.  I  heard  her high  heels  clacking  on  the  parking  lot  behind  me.  “Hey,  don’t  you want to know my name?” 

I held the door to the large backseat for her to crawl in first. “Would it matter?” 

Chapter 3 – Candy



I’d been standing in line at the big box store with my cart loaded to overflowing.  I  might  have  been  taking  out  my  sexual  cravings  by shopping. I hadn’t given a thought to how I was going to get it all into the  car;  much  less  what  I  was  going  to  do  with  cases  of  things  we never used. 

I’d been so horny lately. I hadn’t been able to keep my hands off Doug, or off myself for that matter. I’d never been like this before and I couldn’t understand what was happening to me. 

Our relationship had changed. I felt more deeply in love with Doug than ever, but it was without the intense physical intimacy we had as newlyweds, and I missed that passion. I found myself longing for the excitement of our first times together. I wanted the thrill of feeling him penetrate me and the joy I felt the first time I held his hard cock. 

Every time I put some new item in my cart, I’d get a tingle between my  legs.  Buying  stuff  wasn’t  satisfying  me,  it  was  just  making  me want more. 

The sneezes caught me by surprise. One minute I’d been standing in the checkout line surveying the items I was about to pay for, and the  next  minute  I  was  bent  over  the  handle  sneezing  hard, repeatedly. It wasn’t the sneezes that upset me, it was what else was happening. I was climaxing. I was coming hard, and my panties were suddenly soaked. 

“Oh my gosh, oh geez, wow.” I gripped the handle of the cart so tightly my knuckles turned white. 

“Are  you  okay?”  A  very  deep  male  voice,  with  a  slight  accent, asked. 

I was annoyed that someone would ask me if I were okay while I was still experiencing a satisfying ‘after glow orgasm.’ I remembered where  I  was:  hanging  onto  a  cart  handle  for  dear  life  as  my  pussy spasmed. 

“I’m  fine,”  I  managed  to  gasp  before  looking  up  at  an  incredibly handsome man, who was looking down at me in concern. 

“Oh my.” The tingle was back. What was happening to me? Had I just  orgasmed  while  standing  in  line  to  checkout?  People  were

looking at me, I felt sure they knew what had happened. 

“It  looked  like  you  might  have  hurt  yourself,  are  you  sure  you’re okay?  Here,  let  me  help  you  with  these  things,”  he  began  moving items from my cart to the conveyor belt, and I felt too weak to move. 

His accent struck me as sexy. 

I caught myself staring at him. He was beautiful, or maybe it was the  throbbing  in  my  pussy.  I  checked  out  his  ass,  moderately ashamed  of  what  I  was  thinking.  When  he  turned,  I  saw  the  large bulge in the front of his pants. 

“Oh dear.” I couldn’t seem to help myself; I was staring at a man’s shaft and it was causing my pussy to ache. I only reluctantly stopped admiring  the  long  lump  caused  by  his  cock  to  look  at  his  face.  His gorgeous blue eyes looked amused. 

I managed to pay, and he walked with me to my car. “I can’t thank you enough, how can I repay you?” 

He glanced at my wedding rings before saying, “I’d let you buy me a cup of coffee.” 

I brightened. “Coffee it is. I was going to stop anyway; I insist you join me.” 

I grabbed his hand before he could say anything and tried to pull him toward the strip mall coffee shop. I had to tug some to get him moving, he was a big guy so I made a show of it, holding his hand with both of mine and pretending he was a heavy load I had to pull, his arm over my shoulder. I let his hand get dangerously close to my breast, it felt daring to let his fingers touch me there. 

I heard him laughing as he allowed me to tug him along. When he suddenly gave in to my tugging and the palm of his hand cupped my boob. I gasped; an electric jolt shot straight to my clitoris. What was going  on  with  me  today?  First  orgasms  in  public  and  now  I  was allowing a man to accidentally-on-purpose fondle my tit. 

“I’m Candy,” I said, introducing myself once we were in a booth. 

“I’m Vladimir, but my friends just call me Vlad,” he replied. I hadn’t really  been  listening  to  Doug  when  he’d  talked  about  work,  so  the name meant nothing to me. Besides, I was lost in his piercing eyes. 

I’d  never  seen  eyes  like  his  before,  I  could  have  sworn  he  was looking deep inside my soul. 

“Is  this  what  you  do,  Vlad?  Help  distressed  women  with  their shopping  carts?”  I  smiled  at  him,  realizing  with  a  start  that  I  hadn’t smiled so much in a very long time. What was wrong with me? 

“When  you  sneezed,  it  didn’t  look  like  you  were  in  pain;  perhaps you were in ecstasy?” 

I blushed. My face felt hot and prickly. A handsome man had seen through me with those blue eyes, and now I was embarrassed. Doug would  have  never,  not  in  a  million  years,  been  able  to  recognize ecstasy but Vlad seemed to know what had happened. I felt myself tingling down there, it felt good and it wouldn’t stop. I wondered what he’d be like in bed. Would he be a good lover? 

“If you’ll excuse me, Vlad. I need to wash my hands.” 

I tried not to rush through the restaurant, but I felt an urgency to be away  before  he  could  see  how  much  he  excited  me.  He  was  so handsome and…well, built. 

The door had an old hook for a lock, and I was so winded I had to grasp the sink for support. The restroom was tiny, without a stall, it just had an open toilet next to one wall as if it had been shoved out of the way. I stared at my face in the worn mirror. I wore a goofy grin, and my eyes were so wide open I looked startled. It had been a long time since I’d looked like this for Doug. 

The real shock came after I sat on the exposed toilet. My panties were  so  wet  I  thought  my  period  might  have  started  early,  but  that wasn’t  it  at  all.  My  pussy  was  sopping  wet  with  my  own  natural arousal. When I gingerly touched my clitoris, a charge went through my body. It was so strong I bent almost in half. I was wildly turned on. 

At first, I sat with my knees together, my elbows on my legs and my  face  in  my  hands.  I  could  hear  my  essence  dripping  into  the water beneath me. The sound was mortifying and all I could think of was Vlad. 

I  chastised  myself  for  not  thinking  about  my  own  husband,  and then for wishing I were better looking and had a better body to offer Vlad. Why would I think about offering him my body? My face felt hot and I began to sweat. 

I tried to wipe my pussy dry which only led to masturbating in the filthy restroom while thinking about a Russian with penetrating blue

eyes. I knew something serious was wrong with me. 

I couldn’t stop touching myself. My finger made squishy wet noises and I could feel my muscles tightening as I drew close to something. 

Something big. 

“Is  anyone  in  there?  I  really  need  the  restroom.”  Someone  was rattling the door handle. 

“One minute.” I forced myself to stop, and to work my underwear off over my shoes and into my jacket pocket. They were too damp to put back on. 

Vlad  was  smiling  at  me  as  I  made  my  way  back  through  the restaurant toward the booth. “I thought you’d run out on me.” 

“I want to thank you for helping, but I really need to get home.” I was so flustered I dropped my spoon on the floor. 

“It’s not every day that I get a chance to talk to a beautiful woman like  you.  I  think  you  should  stay  with  me  until  you’re  fit  to  drive.”  I couldn’t  leave.  He’d  taken  control,  rightfully  identifying  me  as  a woman too shaken to drive a car. 

“Oh no, Vlad, I’m not beautiful; I’m just an old married woman,” I said as the waitress brought two coffees, and a huge cinnamon roll with  two  forks.  She  smiled  at  Vlad,  making  sure  he  noticed  her. 

She’d even unfastened two more buttons on her uniform. 

She gave me an appraising look. It was the look one woman will give another when she’s wondering what the other woman had that she didn’t. It wasn’t friendly. 

For  the  first  time  since  I’d  married  Doug,  I  pressed  my  legs together to feel the thrill it caused in my clitoris. What would sex be like with another man? What would it be like with Vladimir? Would he be gentle? He didn’t have kind eyes, and he had very large hands. 

Maybe he’d be a little rough, maybe he was really hung? 

I had to get control of myself. What was I doing wondering about the size of a man’s penis? 

“You look like you’re thinking deeply about something. Where did you go just then?” 

I was so flustered my hands were shaking. I knew my eyes were open wide making me look startled. I’m sure Vlad could see my eyes jumping about the restaurant as if searching for the answer. 

“It’s okay Candy, whatever it is, you can just tell me. Just say it, the first thing, just say it.” 

“I  was  wondering  about  the  size  of  your  penis,”  I  slapped  both hands over my mouth as if trying to stuff the words back inside. I felt my face turn beet red. 

Vlad started to laugh, which only made things worse. I grabbed my purse and tried to get out of the booth, but Vlad held out his arm and I stopped. How did he get this control over me? 

“I’m  so  embarrassed,  I’m  so  sorry  I  said  that,  I’ve  got  to  go  now please.” 

“It’s  okay.  I  told  you  to  tell  me  what  was  going  on,  and  you  did.” 

Vlad finished with a small laugh. “It’s rather large.” 

He’d caught me off guard, again. “What is?” 

“My penis. It’s rather large. That’s what you wanted to know, isn’t it?” 

“Really?”  my  embarrassment  had  fled.  Instead  of  thinking  about myself, I was trying to picture Vlad’s cock. 

“Yes,  really,  and  I  don’t  think  of  you  as  an  old  married  woman.  I think of you as a gorgeous young woman. A beautiful woman in her prime. One who is curious about my penis. You want to know what I wonder about?” 

“What?”  I  was  lost  in  his  eyes.  I  put  my  hands  together  and squeezed them between my thighs to feel the pleasure in my pussy. 

“I  wonder  what  you’ll  look  like  when  you  show  yourself  to  me, naked.” 

I  was  shocked  and  aroused.  I  pictured  him  looking  at  my  nude body and it electrified me. Only a few minutes before I’d been close to orgasm in a public restroom and now a beautiful man was all but promising he’d see me naked. 

“And then I wonder what you’ll look like when I make love to you.” 

“Oh…  Lord,”  my  pussy  let  go.  A  small  flood  of  my  cream  was soaking the back of my dress. I hadn’t been this turned on since my wedding night. 

“Are  you  good?  I  mean,  in  bed?”  I  couldn’t  believe  what  I’d  just asked. I resisted the urge to cover my mouth again. 

Vlad reached out a hand, and I quickly brought one of mine to the tabletop so I could feel his touch. His hand felt hot; it was so large

my fingers looked tiny in comparison. 

“Candy,  I’m  very  good,  and  I’m  going  to  give  you  the  experience you deserve.” 

I  stared  into  his  blue,  blue  eyes,  my  heart  was  pounding,  I  was unable  to  catch  my  breath.  Vlad  was  caressing  my  hand.  Another man was caressing my married hand, and now my arm. I could feel his  touch  in  my  pussy.  What  would  it  be  like  if  he  actually  touched me there? 

“I… really do… need to… oh, Vlad.” 

“I’m really attracted to you Candy, I’m serious about taking you to bed.  Tell  me  you  feel  the  same  way.”  I  couldn’t  deny  his  eyes,  he drew the answer out of me. 

“I do.” What had I said? Did I just agree to sleep with him? 

“You’re  going  to  think  about  me,  and  you’re  going  to  admit  to yourself  that  you  want  to  me  to  make  love  to  you.  In  fact,  you’re going to decide you can’t wait for me to be inside you.” 

I  was  ready  right  then.  The  thought  hit  me  hard,  my  body  had prepared  itself  for  him.  My  body  wanted  his  seed.  It  was  only  my conscience and my marriage vows to the man I loved standing in the way. 

“Then, when you decide you want to see me again, maybe just for another cup of coffee, you’ll send me a message. But now, I’m going to walk close behind you when we leave, so no one can see how wet you’ve made the back of your dress.” 

I could feel him behind me as we walked. Every time I moved my left leg Vlad’s hard manhood would bump against my over stimulated pussy. 

“Maybe  not  so  close,”  I  whispered,  and  Vlad  moved  back  half  a step. 

“I have to be close, Candy. You’re so wet it looks like you’ve had a real  accident.”  Vlad  slid  his  arm  around  my  waist  and  pulled  me close. “Put your hands on mine and smile at me.” 

Another  jolt  went  through  my  body  causing  me  to  stop  long enough to bend at the waist. Now his erection was pressed against the entire length of my pussy, the large mushroom shaped head was pushed, throbbing, against my clitoris. 

I vaguely felt Vlad taking something from my jacket pocket. I could smell my aroused pussy and when I turned Vlad was smiling at me and holding my drenched panties. 

I felt my pussy pounding; on the edge of something big as I broke away from him and ran the final two steps to my car. Before driving off, I glanced in my mirror to see a smiling Vlad; the front of his pants looked wet. 

Chapter 4 – Doug



My  meeting  with  Vladimir  was  still  more  than  a  week  away  and Candy and I hadn’t had a date night in too long. We tried to go out at least  one  night  a  month,  it  was  our  chance  to  be  together,  to  eat somewhere  special  and  to  catch  up  on  our  lives.  Sometimes  we might go dancing or, if there was something worth seeing, we’d go to a movie. It was about being together. 

I’d managed to score hard-to-get reservations at a new restaurant built along the shore of the lake on the north end of town. Most of the tables  were  inside,  but  I’d  managed  to  reserve  seats  on  the  patio. 

The  patio  was  built  out  over  the  lake  on  pilings,  the  coveted  tables were  against  the  railing  and  directly  over  the  water.  We  didn’t  get one of those. Our table was in the next row back from the railing. Our table was positioned so Candy and I sat next to each other looking out between the more attractive tables, toward the water. 

Our view was beautiful and calm. The sun was setting; a long line of light reflected off the blue waters of the lake, the reflection growing ever  wider  and  fainter  as  it  approached  the  patio.  The  lake  was surrounded  by  fir  trees,  and  torches  had  been  lit  to  add  to  the ambiance. Even the din of the main dining room behind us couldn’t disturb the serenity of the setting. 

Candy had a low tolerance for alcohol, and she was already on her second glass of wine. She’d reach a point of unhampered horniness before she’d become drunk. It was this point, when sex was on her mind, that I was aiming for as I ordered another round. 

Our hors d’oeuvre plate was removed and Candy’s third glass of wine was delivered as two men were seated at the table directly in front  of  us.  One  might  have  been  a  new  Russian  immigrant;  the other  was  a  tall  rough  looking  black  man.  Candy  made  a  soft  ‘oh’

noise I took to be disappointment. 

I took my wife’s hand and smiled at her. Candy looked startled, but she smiled back and relaxed again, leaving her long legs stretched out  in  front  of  her  toward  the  new  arrivals.  My  wife’s  short  white summer dress, what there was of it, hung loose on her thighs. 

I admired my wife’s body, anxious to undress her. The thought of what was hidden underneath was almost too much for me to take. 

As  I  sipped  my  wine  and  gazed  at  Candy’s  long  legs,  a  strange thought went through my head:

 What if I could watch Candy being fucked by another man? Sometime before she got

 pregnant. I’d be able to see my own wife

 become my favorite porn star. 

We whispered loving, and sometimes, very naughty things to each other as we ate. I told her what I intended to do to her when we got home, how I was going to fuck her, and she whispered back how she couldn’t wait. 

At one point I noticed the Russian, at least I think he was one of the Russians, looking over at us and it gave me an idea. Our dinner dishes  had  been  replaced  by  one  last  drink;  my  hand  was  resting lightly  on  Candy’s  leg,  and  I  slowly  caressed  her  thigh,  moving  my hand  higher  and  taking  her  dress  with  me.  I  was  exposing  more  of my wife’s soft, creamy looking legs. 

Candy looked at me, her eyelids at half-mast. She’d reached the point where she’d had enough to drink to be horny but was not yet drunk. 

“Go  take  your  panties  off,”  I  whispered  to  her.  Candy  made  no indication she’d heard, except for a small half smile. She just got up and walked toward the main dining room and the ladies lounge. 

I  crossed  my  legs  to  hide  my  growing  erection,  I  thought  I  could hear  the  pounding  of  my  heart.  The  two  men  across  from  me seemed to have lost interest. 

It  took  Candy  a  long  time,  and  when  she  returned,  she  was wearing a slightly lopsided grin. A grin aimed at the table across from us. 

“I stepped outside for a quick smoke,” she told me. That could only mean  pot.  Candy  rarely  smoked  weed,  but  when  she  did  it  when straight to that part of her brain that controlled her libido. My wife had had  enough  wine  to  be  horny,  and  now  she’d  smoked  some  of  our potent pot. 

Candy sat again with her legs stretched out in front of her, but this time  parted  slightly.  She  reached  for  my  hand  and  settled  it  on  her thigh, over her dress. 

“Now,  where  were  we?”  she  asked,  pulling  my  hand,  and  her dress, higher up her leg. 

I pulled her dress even higher, pretending not to be paying much attention  as  even  more  of  her  leg  was  exposed.  I’d  stop,  and  we’d exchange a few words, kiss, and sip our drinks, and I’d start again. 

Until I was at the point where her leg met her hips. 

“Are they looking?” she asked, breathlessly. 

“Oh yes. Especially the Russian,” I answered. 

“I dare you to pull it higher.” 

I took the dare. 

“Spread  your  legs  a  little  more.”  A  quick  glance  told  me  not  only were both men staring at my wife, their meals forgotten, but that my wife was completely exposed. Her wet, excited looking pussy was on full display. 

“Am I making you hard?” She asked me. 

“Yes.” 

“Am  I  making  them  hard?  What  do  you  think  they  want  to  do  to me?” 

“I think they want to fuck you. They’d have to wait for me to finish, though,” I answered. 

“Wouldn’t you want to go last?” 

I couldn’t help myself; my wife’s comment caused my cock to leak. 

“Why would I want to go last?” I asked. 

“To make sure I was still yours. To reclaim me.” 

“Let’s go, I’m close,” I said. 

“I am too. Show more of me, first,” I couldn’t believe what she was saying. 

I  put  my  hand  on  her  thigh  again  as  if  pulling  her  legs  apart,  but Candy  spread  her  legs  without  any  help  from  me.  My  wife’s  knees were more than a foot apart, giving the men an unobstructed view of her red-rimmed, dripping pussy. 

She  sat  like  that  while  I  slowly  counted  the  seconds  in  my  head, and  the  two  men  stared.  When  I  reached  ten,  she  closed  her  legs, gathered her purse, and stood to go. 

Without a look back, we walked out the door. 

Chapter 5 – Candy



It  was  exciting  to  be  so  exposed.  I  knew  how  wet  I’d  become allowing my husband to flash my shaven pussy at Vlad. And not just at him, but at the serious looking black man. 

Before I’d married Doug, I’d had a date with an African American, and his kisses had caused me to have naughty fantasies about him. 

What would it have been like to let him go from kissing to sex? 

I was shaking with need by the time we parked under a light in the lot  behind  our  apartment  building.  “I  can’t  wait  anymore.”  When  I took my dress off the seat felt wet under my bare butt. 

The dome light in my husband’s old truck shown dimly as I opened my  door  to  step  outside.  I  turned  around  and  rested  my  arms  and head on the damp cracked vinyl seat. I spread my legs and pushed my ass out, so my pussy would be easy to get to. 

I  groaned  when  Doug  penetrated  me.  He  hadn’t  even  tried  to prepare  me;  he  didn’t  need  to.  All  he  did  was  rub  the  head  of  his cock along my slit one time and pushed inside. 

“Oh, god,” it felt so good to be ravaged by him, the man I loved. 

I loved Doug but I pretended it was Vlad inside me. Fucking me, I said to myself because it sounded dirty. He’d use his rough hands on my breasts, and he’d pull my nipples. I could see Vlad, his blue eyes bright with need for me. 

I was so wildly aroused. My orgasm hadn’t been far off, even in the restaurant the only thing that mattered was satisfaction. 

Vlad was inside me, fucking me hard. Uninvited, the image of the strong  looking  black  man  was  behind  me,  shoving  his  hard,  black cock inside me, to fertilize my egg. 

My breathing was irregular, I could only think of the sensations in my  body  as  I  lost  myself.  My  body  stopped  bucking  against  Doug and  my  muscles  clenched  and  I  enjoyed  an  explosive  orgasm,  it erupted and drained me. 

It was overwhelming and awesome. Like a tidal wave of pleasure washing over me, it felt so good it almost hurt. I pushed back against my husband using my arms, my head was off the seat, I was trying to  get  even  more  cock  inside  me.  I  was  convinced,  despite

everything I knew, that he was holding out and I was overwhelmed once more. 

My husband had exposed me to Vlad, in public. Vlad had seen my pussy; dripping wet and aroused. He already had my sodden panties and  now  he’d  seen  my…my  cunt.  Just  thinking  the  word  made  me want to come again. I wanted to feel my husband’s cock inside me once more, jerking as he came. 

But Doug was done. His erection was no longer hard, and it fell out of me even as I whined in disappointment. Couldn’t he tell how great my need was? 

We made it, laughing and hanging on each other, to our apartment without being seen. I think. 

“You  loved  showing  your  pussy  to  those  guys,  didn’t  you?”  Doug challenged me. “Don’t deny it.” 

“I  don’t  know  where  it  came  from,  it  was  really  exciting.  Did  you see how they stared?” 

“You were thinking about one of them while I fucked you, weren’t you? I know you were, so just tell me which one,” my husband was holding  my  face  in  his  hands,  looking  into  my  eyes,  as  if  he  could see the truth there. 

I tried to get away, but he held me still. 

“Tell me. I might want to thank him for turning my wife on so much she …she was almost like a hotwife when we got home.” 

I looked at him in some confusion. “Both of them. First one, then the other.” There was no sense lying about it. “But I don’t understand what you mean by hot wife.” 

“Hotwife,”  Doug  said.  “One  word.  It’s  a  married  woman  who  has sex with other men with her husband’s approval.” 

“There are couples who actually do that?” I asked. My pussy was tingling again. What was happening here? 

“Yes.  The  husband  sometimes  watches  and  jerks  off,  or sometimes he just watches. Or sometimes his wife goes on a date and comes home and tells him about it.” 

I don’t know what happened to me. One moment he was telling me about hotwives and the next I was kissing him wildly. 

“I’m  not  sure…I  have  anything  left,”  he  started.  I  cut  him  off  by taking  his  cock  in  my  mouth.  It  was  coated  in  sperm  and  my  own

glue and honey; I sucked him clean. 

“Talk to me…tell me more,” I said, sucking on him as he hardened. 

Doug  talked  while  I  worked  on  his  cock,  sliding  myself  along  his leg at the same time. Humping him shamelessly. 

“Would  you  do  that?”  I  asked,  sitting  on  his  lap,  trying  to  get  his mostly  hard  cock  inside.  “If  I  were  a  hotwife?  Wouldn’t  you  be jealous?” 

The idea had gone straight through me. I wanted my husband to watch  while  Vlad  fucked  me  senseless.  I  was  excited  by  the depravity of it. 

“I am jealous… just the thought of you… some other guy… oh god

…I’m going to cum again… I want a hotwife,” and he exploded inside me again. 

I felt his cock throbbing and I came again, screaming into his ear:

“Your …hotwife.” 

“Were you serious? I mean, last night when we made love in the living room?” Doug asked me the next morning. I was sitting next to him wearing one of his tee shirts that only came to the middle of my thigh. I had one leg bent, my foot on the chair as I nibbled on a piece of toast. 

When  I  had  his  attention,  I  spread  my  legs  so  he  could  see  my center.  I  was  just  as  turned  on  this  morning  as  I’d  been  the  night before. 

“Touch  me  there  and  say  ‘hotwife.’”  I  shocked  myself  with  how brazen I’d become. 

Doug  reached  out  and  slid  his  middle  finger  between  my  labia. 

“Holy shit, you’re wet.” 

“Say the word.” 

“Hotwife.” 

I moaned loudly. “Say it again. Tell me I can fuck another guy while you watch.” 

I moaned even more loudly when he told me how he’d whack off watching some dude fuck me. I wasn’t faking it, I was on the edge of orgasm again, how was it happening so fast? 

“Even  the  guys  from  last  night?”  I  managed  to  say  between groans. 

“Especially the guys from last night.” 

“You let them see my pussy. Did I make them hard?” I don’t know why it excited me so much. Doug told me he thought he’d seen their hard-ons and I climaxed on his fingers. It was only the first of many that day. 

Chapter 6 – Vlad



I wanted her. The damn bitch made me hard. She’d done it to me twice  now.  I  saw  naked  women  every  day;  I  could  fuck  anyone  of them I desired. I owned them and they’d do anything I wanted them to do. Some were good-looking, maybe even as beautiful as Candy, but  the  fucking  cunt  had  something  extra.  She  had  an  innocence  I wanted to spoil. I wanted to soil her in front of her husband, so he’d never look at her the same way again. 

Maybe I’d take her away from him, or maybe after I broke her, he wouldn’t want her anymore. The idea was sweet to me. There was nothing  I  enjoyed  more  than  ruining  a  wife  for  her  loving  husband, and breaking Candy would be extra satisfying. 

She’d  flashed  me  in  the  restaurant,  with  her  husband  helping.  It hadn’t been an accident. They’d meant to do it. She seemed so pure even  when  she  was  sitting  with  her  legs  spread  and  her  pussy  on display. The woman was driving me mad. 

“What was the deal with that babe last night, the one flashing us?” 

Michael asked. “Do you know her?” 

“Yeah. We’ve met before.” 

“You fuck her?” 

“Not yet.” 

“The  guy  must  have  been  her  husband.  They  were  wearing matching wedding rings.” 

“I noticed,” I grunted. 

“You  don’t  want  her,  I’ll  take  her  off  your  hands,”  Michael  was  all heart. 

“You can have her when I’m done with her.” 

“By that time, she’ll be ready to work in the whorehouse,” he was laughing, but I wanted it to be true. 

I  had  my  beak  in  a  lot  of  different  things  and  one  of  them  was  a dirty bookstore on the other side of the county line. The county, on the other side of the river, consisted of hills without many people but with  plenty  of  trees.  The  city  had  sprawled  in  the  other  three directions, but there was only one small development in the nearby county.  Too  many  hillbillies  and  the  mountainous  terrain  made

development  difficult,  I  guessed.  There  was  still  only  two  bridges between the city and the county, with no plans for more. 

The  county  had  a  shortage  of  services,  including  police.  Despite being  so  close  to  the  city,  it  was  a  much  poorer  place  and  without much  of  a  tax  base.  My  whorehouse  might  have  been  one  of  the largest employers. 

One of the first things I’d done when I’d taken over the Banda, our gang, was to invest in the county. The regular employees were paid well.  The  girls  in  the  whorehouse,  when  tips  were  included,  were some of the highest paid people around. 

The  boys  in  the  Banda,  the  Russians,  enjoyed  a  fair  split  of  our earnings.  I  made  sure  they  were  making  more  than  they  had  been under  the  previous  boss.  It  was  important  to  buy  their  loyalty especially since I’d promoted a non-Russian, and a black guy at that, to act as my body man. He wasn’t the second in command, his job was to take care of and protect me. 

In  addition  to  paying  taxes  on  the  bookstore,  the  Banda  made cash  contributions  under  the  table,  to  individuals  with  select government jobs. 

The front of the whorehouse was a standard dirty bookstore. I kept a  dusty  collection  of  books,  magazines  and  sex  toys  for  sale,  like something from thirty years ago. 

In the back of the store was a unique whorehouse. I’d gotten the idea from a video clip shot in some eastern European country, only not  Russia.  It  could  have  been  Russian,  but  somebody  else  had thought of it first. 

The guys, and an occasional woman, paid for a certain amount of time in a large room. 

Openings,  we  called  them  portholes,  had  been  cut  in  walls.  The walls were made of plywood paneling that was made to look like the side  of  a  weathered  barn  and  were  nailed  to  unfinished  2x4  studs. 

The  portholes  were  each  surrounded  with  black  rubber  flaps.  Our girls  stuck  their  legs  and  pussy’s  through  the  portholes  and  the customers could go from girl to girl, fucking any of them they wanted, until their time was up. It wasn’t unusual on busy nights for guys to form lines in front of the portholes, stroking their cocks in full view of everyone, to stay hard for when it was their turn. 

Our  girls  were  naked  on  the  unfinished  side  of  the  paneled  wall. 

They were laying on comfortable half beds with their legs through the portholes and spread on the customer side of the wall. Their knees or ankles were held to the wall by Velcro straps. They couldn’t see who  was  fucking  them,  they  could  only  hear  the  guys  on  the  other side  of  the  wall.  From  time  to  time  one  of  the  guys  would  reach through the rubber flaps to play with a boob. Some of the girls really liked that. 

We even had plain holes in the wall for guys who wanted a blow job.  It  worked  out  great  for  some  girls,  although  their  faces  would soon be covered in jism as the guys came. 

We even had one hole up high enough for a guy to eat a pussy if that’s  what  they  wanted  to  do  in  a  whorehouse.  It  was  so  popular with our women we had to put it on a strict rotation, so nobody got it too  often.  Not  surprisingly,  it  was  the  most  popular  with  our  few female customers. 

There  was  one  female  customer,  who  might  have  worked  in  an office in the city. She’d come in sometimes just as we opened. She’d pull up her skirt, push her panties aside, and back up to the largest blow hole to be eaten. So far none of our girls had refused to service her. 

I watched, fascinated, as young men passed up the opportunity for a  piece  of  ass  in  order  to  lap  at  some  whore’s  cunt.  I  didn’t  find  it appealing  at  all  and  I  kept  track  of  those  customers.  Knowing  who they were might be valuable information someday. 

We kept a stepladder nearby for the woman who sometimes came in just as we opened. When she wasn’t receiving, she liked to give back, and I never held it against her. The girls spoke enthusiastically of her cunnilingus skills. 

Watching them gave me an idea of a way customers could tip their favorite girls. Before long, the sound of women moaning was louder than the men. 

I  thought  about  Doug,  his  wife,  and  the  trash  contract  on  a  slow Sunday  morning.  Sundays  were  usually  slow  after  the  crowds  late Saturday night. The guys would get drunk at the bars and strike out with  the  available  women  before  coming  here  for  relief.  Saturday nights were huge for us. 

“Doug,”  I  was  sitting  on  one  side  of  an  old  folding  table  in  the contracting office, Doug was on the other side with a pile of folders next to him. He had a laptop open. “This office isn’t good enough for you, what you do is critical to the city. You should be in a big office in the main building.” 

Doug looked around as though he were seeing his dirty old trailer for the first time. “It’s okay, Vlad. Besides, it’s quiet.” 

“I can see the advantage of quiet, but you have an important job. 

You  should  have  an  office  worthy  of  what  you  do,”  Doug  slowly blinked his eyes and stared at me. “I live here too, and I can see just what these contracts mean to the health of the city. Remember those cases in California? The town had to declare bankruptcy.” 

I was pouring it on thick, but I don’t think Doug realized what I was doing. “If it weren’t for you, someone could really take advantage.” 

Doug was starting to nod his head in agreement. “Well, we do the best we can.” 

“There’s  no  ‘we,’  Doug.  Not  really.  It’s  just  you  when  you  come right down to it. You’re the one saving the city from going broke. I’ll bet you’ve saved the place millions.” 

“Well,  we’ve…er,  I’ve  had  to  make  some  contract  changes  since I’ve been here.” 

“I’ll bet you have, Doug. I’ll bet you have.” 

We  talked  about  some  fine  points  he  wanted  in  our  proposal before  I  asked  the  key  question.  The  entire  reason  I  was  meeting with him. “I’ve got a great idea. Why don’t you and your lovely wife have  dinner  with  me?  If  you  want,  we  could  even  go  over  some  of this  language  in  a  more  relaxed  atmosphere.  How  about  Saturday night?” 

I stood up and started packing my Berluti briefcase. The last thing I wanted  to  talk  about  was  this  fucking  proposal.  “I’ll  have  my  driver pick the two of you up at 7:00 Saturday. Great meeting, Doug.” I was out the door before he could object. 

Mary Beth was leaning against the trailer wall, her cigarette almost burned  down,  and  her  skirt  hanging  just  low  enough  to  cover  her pussy. I smiled at her and leisurely looked at her legs. 

“So, did you land the contract with Doug, or would you rather land me?” 

“I can land you anytime I want, isn’t that right Mary Beth?” I was standing in front of her. “Show me your tits before I go.” 

Mary Beth looked nervous. “But, all those windows…” 

“Goodbye Mary Beth,” I turned to go. 

“Stop…wait,” I turned back just in time to see Mary Beth pull her bra  over  a  pair  of  perfect,  large  breasts.  She’d  unbuttoned  her blouse as soon as I’d turned to leave. 

I took a picture of her smiling at me, her bra up near her chin, her boobs fully exposed. “Perfect. Next time I’ll expect a blow job.” 

“Vlad.” Her bra was back in place and she was sucking her finger. I smiled, knowing I’d see her again. 

I took Doug and Candy to the same restaurant patio built over the water. Doug didn’t connect me with that night, but I knew Candy did. 

We talked about everything, I even told them about my home on the island.  I  told  them  how  beautiful  it  was  and  how  relaxing  it  was listening to the Caribbean Sea and walking the beach or just lying in the sand. 

As if on the spur of the moment I said: “This has been wonderful, so wonderful I want to invite you to be my guests on the island next week. I won’t take no for an answer. We’ll fly down in our corporate jet; you’ll love it there.” 

I didn’t give them a chance to come up with an excuse. Before we left  the  restaurant  Candy  and  I  had  worked  out  all  the  details.  Her eyes  were  bright  as  we’d  talked.  Doug  seemed  sullen,  but  his  wife was excited about flying in a private jet to a warm tropical get away. 

A vacation for free. 

Chapter 7 – Doug



I was uncomfortable with the idea of going to Vlad’s island home for a week. He was bidding on a city contract, what would he want in return? I was afraid of the potential conflict of interest. We’d just had a meeting about it, and I didn’t want to get fired. Worse, I didn’t want to  commit  a  crime,  or  to  be  honest,  I  didn’t  want  to  get   caught committing a crime. 

I  knew  what  Vlad  was  up  to.  He  wanted  to  bribe  me  with  a  free week  at  his  island  home.  The  only  thing  I  could  do  was  to  offer  to pay but it might offend him. He was a scary man and he didn’t seem like the type of person I should be insulting. 

Why did he want this crappy little contract anyway? It was fine for Abraham who ran a crappy little company. It didn’t seem worth it for a  bigger  company  like  Vlad’s,  who  already  had  all  the  commercial accounts wrapped up. 

Maybe that was my defense. It was such a small contract for Vlad he couldn’t have been trying to bribe me. It wasn’t worth a bribe. 

So, why was he offering us a week in paradise? I never suspected the real reason. 

As the day grew near, Candy and I argued about it. 

“I really want to go. Think of it, Doug. A week on the beach, laying in  the  sand  and  just  enjoying  ourselves.”  Candy  was  unusually excited by the idea of a tropical vacation and the ride in a private jet. 

“He said there are only a few other homes near his, he called them cabins,  and  further  down  the  beach  are  a  couple  of  resort  hotels. 

Near them is a town which seems to consist primarily of nightclubs. 

We’d practically have the end of the beach to ourselves. Think of all the kinky things you could do to me,” Candy draped her naked body over mine as we lay in bed. She was so wet I thought I could smell her arousal. 

I began going through my fears. “Candy, I could go to jail for taking a bribe.” 

“Oh, horseshit. Everybody in that damn building does stuff worse than  this.  Look  at  the  cars  they  drive,”  she  had  a  point.  “I  can promise you one thing.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Two things actually. I promise you the best sex you’ve ever had,” 

Candy  put  my  cock  in  her  hot,  wet  mouth.  I  believed  her.  My  wife was giving me a real blow job. I could already say the best sex I’d ever had had been with Candy. My defenses were crumbling. 

“What’s  the  second  thing?”  I  had  a  hard  time  concentrating,  her mouth felt so wonderful. 

Candy pulled my cock from her mouth and held it against her soft cheek,  leaving  a  streak  of  wetness  behind.  “Remember  you’re hotwife fantasy?” 

“Yes?” She had my complete attention. My cock throbbed against her and she turned her head to watch it jump in her hand. 

“I promise to give it a try,” my heart pounded. “While we’re on the island, I’ll try your hotwife fantasy. You’ll just have to tell me what to do.” 

“You know what that means?” I asked. 

“I  know,  I  might  not  go…you  know,  all  the  way.  But  I  promise  to give it a try.” 

“Will  I  be  able  to  watch?”  She  smiled  at  how  hard  my  prick  was jerking in her fingers. 

“Maybe…we’ll just have to see.” My cock thumped so hard it was making her fist jerk. 

Candy smiled and threw her leg over my lap and ran the head of my  member  along  her  slit.  “Do  you  want  to  watch  your  loving  wife and another man?” 

My  wife’s  pussy  felt  molten.  My  cock  jerked  uncontrollably  inside her  sheath.  I  held  her  smooth  ass  and  she  fucked  me.  Candy  was groaning in my ear. 

“Do want to watch him fuck me, Doug?” I was moaning. “Do you think I’ll like having you watch another guy…taking advantage of me, maybe  even  fucking  me?  Maybe  he’d  start  by  feeling  me  up  and  I wouldn’t try to stop him.” 

It  wasn’t  like  my  wife  to  talk  dirty.  “Oh  shit…Candy,  I’m  going  to come.” 

“Do it, Doug. Add your cum to his… do it.” 

I did it, I thrust as far inside my wife’s pussy as I could reach and shouted when I came. In my head I was adding my cum to the other

man’s.  Candy  fell  off  my  lap,  her  body  coated  in  a  light  sheen  of sweat. 

“Did you…” I asked, despite my promise long ago to not ask that question. Candy nodded her head while smiling at me and stretching out at my side. 

I  felt  so  in  love  with  my  wife  at  that  moment.  The  thought  of  her fucking another man wasn’t real for me, it was just a spice that made me love her even more. 

I  didn’t  know  why  the  idea  enthused  me.  I  should  have  been jealous, or afraid of losing her, instead I found myself growing hard again.  Maybe  it  was  because  exposing  her  in  the  restaurant  had been so exciting. For some reason, I still hadn’t connected Vlad with that night. They just didn’t connect for me; it was all out of context. I didn’t think to put Vlad on the restaurant terrace. Had I met the other guy, the African American, things would have been different. 

I  called  Vlad  the  next  morning  and  told  him  we  were  in  and  he gave me instructions for meeting up with him and their jet. 

Chapter 8 – Candy



I’d never flown on a private plane before. I was dazzled by the soft, pearl  colored,  leather  seats,  and  the  real  wood  accents.  The  entire airplane felt luxurious. 

The door was closed, and we were preparing to take off when Vlad introduced  us  to  Michael,  the  tall,  beautiful  black  man  from  the restaurant was wearing baggy shorts. He looked so strong, his shirt was  stretched  by  the  size  of  his  chest  and  arms.  He  wasn’t  as beautiful as Vlad, but still he made me tingle. 

After  we  took  off,  Doug  turned  to  me  and  just  said,  “The restaurant.” 

We were facing backward; the small, elegant table that had been in  front  of  us  was  folded  up  for  takeoff.  It  could  be  brought  down between us and the passengers we were facing - Michael and Vlad. I turned  my  head,  as  though  looking  forward  toward  the  cockpit  and whispered to my husband. “They recognize me.” 

Doug  looked  stricken.  I  leaned  forward  to  put  my  hand  on Michael’s black knee. “Haven’t we met? You look so familiar.” 

“I’m sure I would remember,” Michael had a brilliant smile. 

“Oh,  I’m  not  that  memorable,”  I  teased.  The  two  gorgeous  men, sitting next to each other and so close to me, were making electricity surge through my body. I fought the urge to expose myself to them again, I wanted to share the euphoria I was feeling. “If you’ll excuse me gentlemen, I believe I’ll put on some island clothes.” 

I made my way to the back of the plane and slipped into the tiny restroom with my carry-on bag. There was just enough room for me to turn around. 

My  island  clothing  consisted  of  a  very  light  weight,  multi-colored wrap  around  maxi  dress.  It  was  meant  to  be  worn  at  least  with panties,  but  just  like  the  first  time  I  met  Vlad,  my  panties  were  too wet to put back on. 

I sat down with my crossed legs facing Michael and Vlad. My wrap around dress fell open, putting the full length of my legs on display. I smiled at the men as they stared at me. I had a hard time controlling my breathing. I felt more than heard Doug catch his breath. 

“There,  I  feel  much  more  comfortable  and  ready  for  a  week  with you men,” I was laying it on thick. 

Vlad excused himself to make drinks for us at the bar just behind our seat. When I heard him behind me, I turned halfway in my seat and commented on the luxury of the airplane, knowing my top would gap open and most of my left breast would be exposed. 

The noise of Vlad mixing our drinks stopped. I fought the urge to open my dress further to let him see even more. 

I  was  restless  the  remainder  of  the  trip,  drinking  mimosas.  The alcohol went straight to my clitoris. 

Vlad lit a fat joint and Doug tried to lower the table in front of us, but I stopped him. I leaned forward so Vlad could hold the end of his joint to my mouth, and the top of my dress fell open giving both men an  unobstructed  view  of  my  tits.  I  was  massively  horny  and  the  hit from his blunt mixed with the alcohol made me so damp I felt like I’d wet myself. 

I found it impossible to focus. The two men seemed to swim in my vision. I couldn’t make their image converge. I felt my legs fall open but there was nothing I could do about it. 

My  dress  was  already  up  around  my  hips.  I  looked  down  at  my body, my vision slow and dreamy. I don’t know if I just glanced or if I stared at myself. My sense of time was distorted. 

My  dress  was  up,  and  my  legs  were  spread  apart.  I  was completely exposed to the two beautiful men sitting a foot away. 

Doug shifted in his seat, and I looked over at him. He was staring between  my  legs  and  when  I  looked  back  at  Michael,  I  saw  the outline of his enormous cock. Vlad asked my husband if they could switch seats for a minute. 

Everyone  was  moving  and  talking  in  slow  motion  as  I  turned  my head  to  look  at  my  new  seatmate.  Vlad  was  smiling  broadly,  and  I grinned back at him. 

“You’re a beautiful, amazing woman Candy.” His lips didn’t seem to be  moving,  but  his  voice  surrounded  me.  “I’m  going  to  fuck  you; admit you know it’s going to happen?” 

“Yes.” I leaned back in the seat, my butt on the front edge. My hips seemed to be moving of their own accord, as though he was already fucking me. 

“Do you think your husband will object?” 

“He might.” 

“He’s looking at your pussy, right now,” Vlad pointed out. My head moved in slow motion and I looked over at Doug. 

“Michael’s looking too,” I giggled and held my hand over one side of my mouth, as if I were telling Vlad a secret. “I think Michael’s got a big, ol’ hard-on.” 

“We all do,” Vlad put his hand on my bare thigh, inches from my spasming pussy. 

I pushed my hips up so his little finger touched my clit. I moaned. 

“You really want me, don’t you Candy?” 

“Yes,”  I  couldn’t  help  myself.  Doug  looked  stricken  even  though  I could plainly see his erection. 

“We’re  going  to  land  soon,  but  I  want  you  to  wear  this  dress tonight.” 

“Okay,”  I  moaned.  Vlad’s  little  finger  was  caressing  my  hard,  wet button. 

Vlad’s  ‘cabin’  was  a  converted  two-story  motel  with  internal hallways, so there was no shortage of bedrooms. Each room had a view of the Caribbean and of the pure white sand beach. The couple who managed the place for him lived in rooms near what used to be the  lobby.  The  wife  greeted  Vlad  and  the  rest  of  us,  as  if  we  were family. The husband was more restrained. 

The  lobby  had  been  converted  into  a  type  of  lounge.  Everything was green, the carpet, the over-stuffed chairs, the things on the wall even had the same shade of green. The old check-in desk had been replaced with a small, open bar. 

There were bookshelves sagging with volumes to be read on the beach.  Paperbacks  had  been  laid  on  their  sides  on  the  top  of  the packed hardcovers. 

“Thank you,” I hugged Vlad and his leg caught between mine and pressed against my pussy. I humped his leg as we hugged. 

“Remember what I told you,” he said in my ear. 

“I  remember,”  I  was  sucking  one  of  his  earlobes.  How  had  that happened?  Sound  and  movement  were  returning  to  normal,  but still…? 

“The beach if semi-private, so you can sunbathe nude.” 

Oh god. My pussy was having a spasm as we hugged. 

“I will. Tomorrow.” 

As soon as we were in our room, I was on my husband. 

“I love you, fuck me right now.” 

My  husband’s  cock  had  never  felt  so  good  plunging  inside  me.  I knew we were making a lot of noise, but I couldn’t help myself. 

“Do you think they can hear us,” I wondered, too loud. “Because I want  to  be  your  hotwife,  Doug.  It’s  so  exciting  to  show  myself  to other men.” 

I thought my husband was going crazy as he fucked me. I couldn’t think anymore, I certainly couldn’t speak. I know I screamed when I came.  I’d  promised  my  husband  the  best  sex  of  his  life,  and  I considered this to be the down payment. 

Hours  later  we  joined  Vlad  and  Michael  for  dinner  served  by  the caretaking  husband.  He’d  set  a  table  for  all  of  us  by  the  swimming pool  and  we  ate  to  the  sound  of  the  ocean  waves  and  the  wind through the palm trees. 

I  wore  the  wrap  around  dress  Vlad  had  requested;  I  was surrounded  by  the  smell  of  my  own  excitement.  I  was  so  wet  and needy I had a hard time concentrating on the conversation. I rested my  head  on  the  palm  of  my  hand  and  stared  at  Vlad  while  I daydreamed about the feel of his big cock. 

Normally,  a  man  like  Vlad  would  have  scared  me.  I’d  have  been certain he was mean and meant to hurt me by forcing his large shaft inside me and making me feel something for him before he moved on, leaving my marriage in tatters. 

But  I  was  crazy  aroused,  and  it  didn’t  even  enter  my  mind  to  be scared.  My  essence  yearned  for  him.  As  I  daydreamed,  I  casually put  my  hand  on  my  lap,  and  then  between  the  folds  of  my  wrap around dress. My clitoris was right there, stiff with need. I put my free hand  on  my  mouth,  pretending  to  cough  when  I  gasped  with  the delight of feeling myself in front of him. 

Vlad turned to smile at me. Somehow, he knew what I was doing. 

Vlad held his hands about nine inches apart, as if making a point in whatever he was telling my husband, even while looking straight at me. 

“Oh  my,”  I  wanted  that  nine  inches  and  I  wanted  to  make  my husband happy at the same time. 

“Are you getting tired, Candy?” Doug asked me. “It’s been a long day.” 

“Really? What time is it?” I asked. 

“Almost midnight,” Vlad replied. “I’m going to bed, but you are my guests. Please stay out here as long as you like.” 

I  looked  at  him  meaningfully.  Would  he  make  some  sort  of  sign? 

Instead  I  found  my  damp  hand  disappearing  inside  Michael’s immense fist. 

“It’s been a real pleasure meeting you, Candy.” His voice was so deep I thought I could feel the rumble in my chest. I spontaneously threw  my  arms  around  him  for  a  hug.  His  immense  cock  pushed against  my  pussy  through  his  island  shorts  and  my  thin  dress.  I moaned in his ear. 

Doug thought he was too tired to make love again. He was wrong. 

Chapter 9 – Vlad



After  watching  her  on  the  airplane,  I  wanted  Doug’s  wife  even more  than  I  had  before.  She’d  showed  herself  to  Michael  and  me without any apparent urging from her husband. Her pussy was nicely shaved and had looked open and wet. Candy had smiled shyly at me as I’d checked out her body. She could tell I was turned on by her. 

At our dinner that evening, she’d had the courage to play with her pussy while I talked with her husband. She’d even looked steadily at me  while  she’d  fingered  herself,  as  if  challenging  me  to  take  her. 

With her free hand she drew invisible hearts on the tablecloth for me to see. 

“Candy, you haven’t said much tonight, are you enjoying yourself?” 

I asked her. 

Candy  cleared  her  throat  and  sat  up  straighter  sucking  on  her damp middle finger. “Er…I’ve managed to enjoy myself.” 

“Do  you  enjoy  sucking  your  finger?  Does  it  taste  especially  good tonight?” I laughed. 

“You have no idea.” 

“I think I do, Candy. Let me see it.” 

Candy stood just enough to stretch across the table and offer me her  hand.  I’d  grabbed  her  wrist  a  little  harder  than  necessary  and held  her  finger  to  my  nose.  Even  though  she’d  sucked  off  all  the flavor, I acted as though I could still smell her pussy. 

Candy blushed. 

“Smells very good. Have you been a naughty girl?” 

Candy’s blush reached her chest. 

“Do you mind if I have a taste?” I asked. 

Candy quickly pulled her hand back and put her own finger under her nose. 

“You didn’t smell anything,” she was emphatic. 

“So, you admit sucking all the flavor from it. Let’s try again.” 

“No.  I’m  not  playing  your  dirty  game,”  Candy  smiled  at  me  and slipped  her  hand  back  onto  her  lap  and  between  the  folds  of  her dress. 

I  managed  to  control  myself,  as  did  Michael.  But  she’d  affected both of us. Later we overheard them fucking again in the guestroom, and a conversation about Candy cuckolding her husband. 

I’d used the in-house sound system to continue listening to them while I worked. That’s when I heard Candy bring her husband back to life. I wasn’t interested in the sounds of sex, but I was interested in what they talked about. 

After  Doug  went  back  to  sleep  it  sounded  as  though  Candy satisfied herself one last time. Now that was interesting. Doug wasn’t providing enough satisfaction to the woman I wanted to take away. 

So, Doug wanted to share his wife? He didn’t know what he was getting into. It sounded like he was just following an erotic fantasy. I had to get Doug alone so we could talk. 

Candy,  like  so  many  before  her,  thought  my  interest  in  her  body meant  I  cared  about  her.  I  didn’t.  I  just  wanted  to  possess  her.  I wanted to hear her scream in pleasure after she serviced me. I also wanted  to  take  her  from  Doug  because  I  could.  She  was  already eager to fuck me. I was going to grant her wish. 

Taking  his  wife  and  securing  the  contract  with  the  city  were  my goals, and I knew I was getting close to success. I sent an email to Oleg instructing him to bid high on the waste hauling contract, before turning my attention to Lia, the wife of our waiter for the evening. He knew  I  was  fucking  his  wife,  and  there  wasn’t  a  thing  he  could  do about it except to smile as he waited on me. 

Lia  told  me  he  sometimes  cried  when  she  left  him  to  join  me  in bed. 

Chapter 10 – Scarlett



After  reading  an  article  about  cuckolding  in  one  of  my  ‘woman’s’

magazines  I’d  started  working  on  my  husband.  The  article  hadn’t sensationalized  the  lifestyle,  it  had  just  followed  the  life  of  one woman.  A  woman  who  kept  her  husband’s  penis  caged  and  slept with other men. 

I’d  saved  the  magazine  and  I’d  masturbated  to  the  images  it conjured up for me. The thought of my husband Josh with a cage on his cock, the cock he was so proud of, never failed to get me off. I really wanted to cuckold him. Not surprisingly, he wasn’t a big fan of the idea. 

I’m no quitter. Almost every night in bed I’d rubbed my rather large boobs  on  Josh’s  cock  and  purr,  “Think  how  sexy  it  would  be, watching  your  wife  fucked  by  another  man,  but  knowing  she belonged only to you.” 

Josh would admit, after I’d gone into great detail about how much I’d love my husband for letting me fuck another man, that it might be kind of arousing and, just maybe, he’d enjoy watching me get laid. 

“But what about that cage thing. If I’m going to watch you, I’ll want to  beat  off,”  Josh  wasn’t  normally  the  whining  sort  of  man.  He  was more the pickup truck driving, beer drinking, ball cap wearing, didn’t know how to tie a tie sort of guy. 

“This is better, Josh. You’ll be so turned on watching me that the cage will just make you want me even more. You won’t be able to get any relief. Don’t you see? You’ll be all turned on and your beautiful cock will be trying to get hard while you watch some stud stick it to your  wife.  By  the  time  I  unlock  you’re  cage  you’ll  be  so  frustrated you’ll  fuck  my  brains  out.  You’ll  be  ready  to  make  me  forget  I  was ever  with  anyone  else.”  It  wasn’t  the  real  reason  I  wanted  Josh  to wear a cage, but if it worked, so much the better. 

“I have an idea,” I’d tried everything else. Josh had proven to be a tough  nut  to  crack;  but  I  had  one  last  gambit.  “You  promised  me  a vacation, and I want to go to the island, and while we’re there you’ll wear a cage. Nobody we know will see you, it’ll just be for us.” 

“What about fucking other men on the island?” Josh would never tell me the idea was sounding good to him. But a wife can tell. 

“Whatever happens, happens,” I brushed it off. 

“You’ve  always  had  a  thing  for  black  guys,  haven’t  you?”  Josh kidded me. 

“That’s because they have big cocks,” I was smiling, as if I shared the joke, but it wasn’t a joke. Not really. 

Once on the island, I laid out in the hot tropical sun naked for days without seeing another person. The cabin we’d rented had been too far away from the real beaches by the hotels. We didn’t know that at the time. 

Until  Michael  arrived.  He  was  just  what  I  ordered.  A  huge  black man with a cock hanging halfway to his knees. 

I know Michael hadn’t expected a naked American woman with big knockers when he came walking down the beach. There was never another person around. 

“Hello.”  I  could  feel  myself  become  aroused.  He  was  perfect.  “I hope  I’m  not  too  forward,  but  would  you  be  interested  in  fucking me?” 

I didn’t have time to waste. His long black cock twitched. I took it to mean he was interested. 

Chapter 11 – Candy



I’d heard quiet giggling from the palm trees behind me. I wrapped myself in my beach towel, I didn’t want to be seen in the non-existing swimsuit Vlad had given me and went to investigate the unwelcome noise. 

Creeping through the sand and around the trees, it never occurred to me to say anything. What if I’d walked too far when I’d left Vlad’s? 

What if they didn’t want me here? 

Standing behind a large palm tree, I saw Michael with his muscular back turned toward me. I didn’t recognize the pale white woman with the mammoth breasts. 

What would it be like to have boobs like that? Wouldn’t they get in the  way  all  the  time  and  give  her  back  pain?  Still,  men  seemed  to like them big. Maybe big ol’ titties would make me popular. 

“My friends told me I’d have fun here,” the woman looked young to me. “They told me you people had really big cocks, is it true?” 

A young American woman with big breasts was asking Michael if he  had  a  big  cock?  She  thought  he  was  a  native?  I  was  partially scandalized,  and  partly  intrigued.  I  knew  Michael  was  pretty  big; what  would  it  feel  like  to  fuck  a  black  man?  Would  it  be  much different? My body thrilled and fluttered. 

“My friend told me she came here to get laid before going home to her boring, old, boyfriend.” 

Oh my god. My pussy seemed to seize. The muscles in my thighs flexed so much they hurt. 

“Is  that  why  you’re  here?”  Michael  asked  in  his  deep,  gravely sounding, voice. He really did sound like Barry White. 

“Your voice is so sexy.” 

“Is your pretty pussy getting excited, little girl?” 

She clawed at Michael’s pants, trying to get them down. “Let me see. I’ve come all this way.” 

I pulled my towel aside, my pussy was wet, and my clit was a hard trigger, protruding from its hood. 

I was frozen in place. Michael just stood there and let the woman pull his pants down, slowly. She had to pull the waistband way out, 

away from his body, to allow his long, fat cock to spring into view. 

My  breath  caught.  He  was  so  big.  How  could  such  a  small  girl handle so much cock? I pressed my legs together trapping the finger touching my clitty. My pussy felt swollen. 

The woman was already licking and sucking Michael’s giant cock, her smiling eyes fixed on his black face. 

“What about your husband?” Michael asked. 

“I won’t tell him if you don’t.” How could she fit so much cock in her mouth?  I  used  two  fingers  to  pinch  my  buddle  of  nerves.  I  was married, too. 

What would it be like to fondle Michael’s giant balls? I’d rarely put Doug’s  cock  in  my  mouth,  much  less  fondled  his  balls,  he  always came  too  fast  as  it  was.  I  was  rapidly  losing  control  and  becoming much wetter. 

“I need you to fuck me. Please, Michael. I need your black cock.” It was a shock to hear a woman talk like that, and yet I wanted to see him fuck her too. What was wrong with me? 

Michael laughed. 

“What’s  happening?”  A  naked  white  man,  his  protruding  belly leading the way, pushed through the trees toward them. I pulled my hand away from my pussy without a thought. “You actually found a black guy, Scarlett?” 

I wondered about the thing covering the new guy’s cock. It looked like  a  shiny  silver  cage.  He  was  naked  except  for  the  cage  on  his cock. 

“You’re just in time to watch your wife fuck this beautiful man. Now sit down on that log and be quiet,” Scarlett hadn’t even bothered to look at her husband. 

I sank to my knees and cupped my inflamed pussy. Michael laid on his back using Scarlett’s blanket, his cock shining wet in the dappled light.  His  cock  was  so  heavy  it  wouldn’t  stand  straight  up  like  my husband’s. He had to use one hand to hold it for her. 

The  woman’s  husband  sat  on  the  log  and  wrapped  his  hand around the cage between his legs. I don’t know what he could feel with his hand. His cock tried to inflate against the steel confines. 

He looked frustrated like he wanted to get hard while he watched his wife, who was standing and rubbing the head of Michael’s huge

black cock along her slit. 

“Oh  shit,  Josh.  This  feels  so  good,  I  can’t  wait  to  get  him  inside me.” 

Josh  looked  like  he  was  in  agony.  His  cooped-up  cock  was stopped  from  getting  fully  hard  and  the  cage  was  probably  hurting him. 

Michael  was  starting  to  push  his  monster  inside  Scarlett’s  pussy. 

At first, only the massive mushroom shaped head pushed inside her, causing  her  to  grunt  while  slowly  sitting  down  on  him.  His  cock disappeared inside her and my hand moved faster. I was beginning to ache for release. 

“Josh… oh god… he’s inside me… he’s inside your wife…, he’s so big.” The woman’s pussy was grossly distended. How could she fuck a cock so big? 

How  would  it  feel  to  be  stretched  so  far  open  by  a  huge  black man?  My  fingers  sank  into  the  hot,  wet  vat  of  my  pussy.  I  bit  the fingers  of  my  left  hand  to  stifle  a  moan.  I  wanted  to  be  taken  by  a man like Michael. Was Vlad as large as Michael? 

Josh, the husband, tried to hold his cock as it jerked in his cage. 

Pre-cum  dripped  onto  the  sand  between  his  feet  when  Michael’s monster cock disappeared entirely inside his wife. Scarlett screamed and orgasmed, her entire body shaking. 

I’d watched a woman climax. I was so close. 

The three of them walked to a nearby cabin, and by standing on my toes I was able to just see through a window into the living room. 

What I saw caused me to sink to my knees in the thin grass. Scarlett was on her back, using her ankles to hold her legs wide open while Michael, supporting himself on his fists and toes, slammed his cock into her. 

Her  husband  was  tied  in  a  chair.  His  cock  jerked  wildly  as  he climaxed into his cage. Cum was flying in all directions and he was repeatedly  yelling  his  wife’s  name.  I  could  hear  him  outside  the building. “Scarlett, oh, Scarlett. No.” 

I  felt  lightheaded  and  my  vision  blurred.  I  had  the  most  amazing sensations in my clitoris and deep inside my body. I wanted what I’d

seen to be Doug tied to the chair and me on the bed holding my legs wide apart. 

When  I  returned  to  Vlad’s,  he  and  my  husband  were  talking earnestly in a corner of the lobby. They were shaking hands on some agreement. It struck me as odd behavior. 

As  soon  as  Vlad  saw  me  walking  toward  them,  he  tapped  my husband  on  the  knee  to  warn  him.  They  were  like  a  couple  of  little boys,  not  wanting  the  girl  to  know  what  they  were  talking  about, when  I’d  already  guessed  their  conversation  had  something  to  do with  boobs.  At  least  I  hoped  they  weren’t  talking  about  that  stupid contract. 

Chapter 12 – Doug



“You  really  should  come  with  us  tonight,”  I  sounded  half-hearted even to myself. “Vlad wants to show us the sights, such as they are, and it would be rude not to go.” 

“I  can’t,  Doug,”  Candy  was  smearing  aloe  on  her  legs.  “I  got  too much sun today. I really need to stay in.” 

I  took  the  bottle  from  her  and  worked  lotion  into  the  soft,  perfect skin of my wife’s back. “It looks like you got some color on your tits too. Don’t worry, I’m here for you, babe.” 

My wife’s boobs felt wonderful, and I could feel myself becoming erect. 

Candy sighed and laid her head back on my shoulder as I avidly worked  lotion  into  her  firm  breasts.  I  could  see  her  nipples  in  the mirror growing hard, but the best was my wife’s wet, spread pussy. 

She smiled at me and slowly spread her legs. “I’m not too tired for my husband, if he wants to take advantage of me.” 

Michael pounded on our door. “Time to go, car’s waiting.” 

I gave Candy’s tits one last caress and shouted through the door that Candy couldn’t go, too much sun. He shouted back that they’d meet me in the car. 

“Better  take  some  money,  I  think  Vlad  plans  on  showing  you  the casino.” Candy was thinking ahead. 

I  walked  down  the  stairway,  into  the  lobby  and  out  to  the  idling Range Rover. Michael was in the driver’s seat; Lia and her husband were in the rear. 

“Where’s Vlad?” I asked. 

“He  had  some  business  come  up,  he’ll  meet  us  there,”  we  were already pulling into the crazy island traffic. I was glad I wasn’t driving. 

Not  only  did  there  seem  to  be  no  traffic  laws,  but  every  second vehicle  was  decorated  in  the  gaudiest  colors.  It  was  a  moving kaleidoscope. 

The casino was like nothing I’d ever seen before. Tables for eating were set wherever there was space. Behind us was a busy roulette table, to my side was the back of a blackjack dealer, and facing me were active, and noisy, slot machines. 

Conversation  was  too  difficult;  we  ordered  food  and  took  turns gambling  as  we  waited.  I’d  finished  and  was  at  the  roulette  table when I was approached by an almost naked native woman. 

“Would  you  like  a  date  tonight?”  Her  teeth  seemed  unnaturally white.  She  took  my  hand  and  pushed  her  body  against  my  arm.  “I promise you a special good time.” 

“I’m  married.”  I  know,  but  in  my  defense  I  hadn’t  much  time  to think. 

She laughed; I loved her laugh. “I don’t care. It’s just a date. I don’t want to steal you from your lucky wife.” 

She put her hand in my pocket. Not to take anything, but to feel my hardening cock. 

“We’ll have a great time, and you know what?” she leaned close to my  ear  as  if  telling  me  a  real  secret.  “Unlike  the  girls  you  dated  in high school, I’m a sure thing.” 

I turned to look at her again. Her smile showed just how beautiful she was, and I could see most of her perfect little breast. “You’re so little, I might hurt you.” 

How stupid could I be? She squeezed my now hard cock. 

“Do you promise?” she asked. “Do you promise to try to hurt me?” 

“Yes.”  She  hung  onto  my  arm  as  I  turned  toward  Michael.  “I’ll  be back. Where should I meet you guys?” 

“Hi, Kalama.” 

“Hi, Michael. I didn’t know he was a friend of yours?” 

“It’s okay, be gentle with him.” Lia and her husband had adjoining slot machines. 

I followed Kalama’s perfect ass toward the rear of the casino. As we  walked,  I  notice  other  half-dressed  women  wandering  around. 

“Are they all looking for dates?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do  you  have  a  friend  who  might  want  to  go  on  a  date  with  us? 

Someone you’re especially fond of.” I’d never been with two women at the same time. 

Kalama smiled and waved to another girl. Although not as pretty, she was taller and had larger breasts. “This is Pania. She and I are very close.” The two women kissed. 

They led me, one on each side, through the exit at the rear of the casino.  We  were  in  a  hallway  with  doors  on  either  side.  About halfway down Pania opened an unmarked door and we walked into a fully equipped bedroom. 

“By the way Kalama. How much will my date cost?” I might have been looking for the right excuse to back out. I felt the shock of what I was about to do when we walked into the bedroom. 

“$300 American.” 

“For each of you?” 

“No, we’ll split it.” Pania was unzipping Kalama’s little dress. 

“How  long  will  we  be  together?”  I  was  almost  speechless.  The amount seemed so low, and the idea was so appealing. The guilt of cheating on my wife was fading. 

“Until you’re done, silly.” Pania had been doing something behind me  and  when  I  turned,  she  offered  me  a  smoking  water  pipe.  She held out a disposable lighter and the pipe bowl for me. 

The  island  product  had  been  mixed  with  something  else.  The affects  were  instantaneous.  My  thinking  grew  fuzzy  and  it  was difficult to remember where I was, or how I got there. More, I didn’t care that I couldn’t remember. 

I laid on the bed with Kalama, our clothing had come off, and I was so relaxed. It felt as though I was in an incredible erotic dream when Pania, also naked, again offered me the water pipe. 

“You have really cute boobs,” I told her. 

“They’re not too small for you?” 

“They’re not too small for  me,” Kalama said, taking one of Pania’s nipples in her mouth. My cock grew hard. The feel of blood rushing to my organ, causing it to harden, was spectacular. 

“Would  you  fuck  me  while  I  eat  Pania’s  cute  little  slit?”  Kalama asked. “Or you could fuck Pania first. We’re for sure not leaving until you’ve fucked both of us.” 

I don’t think I’d ever felt so relaxed and good and excited. 

“I  just  want  to  eat  your  cunt,”  I  told  Kalama.  She  smiled  brightly and  the  two  girls  shifted  positions,  so  Kalama’s  mound  was  in  my face. She spread Pania’s labia to lick her friend’s clitoris. 

The soft, wet warmth of Pania’s mouth surrounded my erection. I was in my first ever daisy chain. 

I’d never seen a woman pleasure another and I would never have thought  of  eating  a  pussy  the  way  Kalama  was  going  at  it.  Is  that what felt good to a woman? It must have been considering the way Pania reacted when she took her over excited mouth off my cock. 

Kalama’s  pussy  tasted  wonderful  to  me.  I’d  surprised  myself  by wanting to eat her, oral sex had never been appealing to me. I tried to copy everything she was doing, and I had similar results. 

“He’s good Pania, he eats pussy just like a girl.” 

“My  turn,”  and  Pania’s  pussy,  wet  from  Kalama’s  tongue,  was  on my face. I couldn’t see anything except her pointy boobs when I felt a wet pussy engulfing my cock. 

The  smoke  distorted  my  perception  of  time.  Kalama  might  have fucked  me  for  a  day  or  more,  or  maybe  it  was  only  a  few  minutes. 

Action  seemed  to  either  speed  up  or  slow  down.  A  person,  or  the water pipe, would be in one place and I’d blink, and they’d be some other place. 

I came inside one of the girls, but I’m not sure which one. My body felt  orgasmic  every  time  they  tried  something  new  with  me.  I  know both  came.  Pania  because  of  Kalama’s  pussy  eating,  and  Kalama because of my newfound skills. 

Michael was eager to get back to the motel when he found me; I’d been missing for hours. I felt guilty for leaving Candy alone, and for what I’d done with the two girls. It wasn’t until later I discovered that much  more  than  $300  was  missing  from  my  wallet.  It  was  a  good thing most of our money was with my wife. 

Chapter 13 – Candy



The  first  thing  I  did  was  to  take  a  cold  shower.  It  did  nothing  to calm my raging libido, but it did cool me down and made me more comfortable in the tropical heat. After drying off I put on a black lace, Kimoto-style  robe  for  my  husband  to  find  me  in.  The  robe  was completely transparent except it had tiny “eyelash” designs scattered about. 

If the sight of my breasts and pussy through the black lace didn’t turn him on, nothing I did would. I was admiring myself in the mirror, loving the way the robe hung off my nipples and the way the designs played peek-a-boo with my crease, when I was disturbed by a loud knock on the door. 

“Candy, open up, it’s important,” Vlad wasn’t yelling exactly, but he made  it  sound  urgent.  I  almost  ran  to  the  door  gripped  in  fear  and threw  it  open,  completely  forgetting  my  exposed  body.  Vlad  calmly walked into the room and while checking me out, locked the door. 

“Candy,  you  look  hauntingly  beautiful.”  His  eyes  were  on  my exposed pussy. I tried to cover everything with my hands and arms. 

“What are you doing here? What happened?” I asked, backing up. 

“You  were  going  to  be  visited  by  a  male  stripper,  but  we  couldn’t find one, so I’m your entertainment,” he said, ripping off his shirt in one move. The Velcro holding it closed made a ripping sound when it opened  and  I  found  myself  looking  at  his  hard  chest  covered  in elaborate tattoos, and his six-pack abs. This Russian was built. 

Vlad put his hands on my arms and directed me backward toward the  bed.  When  the  back  of  my  knees  touched  the  mattress,  I  sat down exposing the front of my body. 

I don’t know where the music came from, Vlad started dancing for me, like a male stripper. He was good. Very good. 

As he moved, his swollen cock swayed from side to side inside his gray  satin  pants.  His  muscles  were  hypnotic.  His  biceps  were immense  when  he  put  his  hands  behind  my  head  and  bought  our foreheads together. 

“Do  you  think  it’s  fair  that  I  must  dance  with  my  shirt  off  while you’re covered?” 

I  didn’t  move  when  he  slipped  the  robe  from  my  shoulders.  Vlad had seen my breasts before, so it didn’t make much difference. He pushed his bare chest against mine. I was so used to Doug’s body it was  a  shock  to  feel  Vladimir  touching  me.  I  felt  just  how  hard  his chest was when my boobs were flattened against him. 

I’d watched Michael fucking our neighbor just hours before, without satisfying  myself.  I’d  been  turned  on  all  day.  A  feeling  made  even more intense when Vlad had sucked my dirty finger at dinner. 

I  could  feel  my  pussy  releasing,  just  like  it  had  when  we’d  had coffee  after  he’d  helped  me  with  my  shopping  cart.  My  body  was preparing itself for sex. 

Vlad pulled away from me long enough to light one of the fat blunts we’d smoked before. I didn’t need it this time. I could feel the sexual energy building, not just in my body, but all around me. 

Vlad  took  the  blunt  from  my  hand  and  stood  between  my  knees. 

“Please,  pull  my  string,”  he  held  out  the  string  to  the  bow  knot holding up his loose pants. I grinned like a crazy woman, looked up into his blue eyes, and took the string. He smiled down at me. 

I could see the fat tube of his cock outlined in his shiny satin pants. 

I slowly pulled the string making the knot fall open and his pants to drop, only to have the drop arrested; his pants were held up by his growing erection. 

I smiled back at him and, in a replay of Scarlett and Michael, used both  hands  to  pull  his  pants  out,  away  from  his  body,  and  then further  out,  and  even  further  still,  until  his  huge  erection  suddenly sprang free, hitting me in my forehead and sliding down between my crossed eyes to rest on my lips. 

I’d  never  seen  anything  like  it.  It  was  even  larger  than  Michael’s. 

My  mouth  watered,  the  muscles  in  my  thighs  tightened,  and  my pussy cramped. My mind emptied, all I could see was that massive, beautiful cock. 

“Do  you  still  wonder  about  the  size  of  my  penis?”  he  asked.  His voice  was  low,  almost  a  growl.  It  seemed  to  come  from  inside  my head. 

His hand was on my breast, squeezing my flesh and stroking my nipple. But I was mesmerized by his cock. Without thinking I reached for  it  and  held  it  in  my  hand.  It  felt  warm  and  hard,  yet  soft  to  the

touch. I put both hands on him and still there was enough cock for a third. It felt heavy as I lifted it to my mouth. 

My  first  lick  of  his  wonderful  cock  almost  pushed  me  over  the edge. I gazed up into his blue eyes and a current of something like electricity  flowed  through  me  and  made  my  clit  vibrate.  I’d  never been so excited before. 

Vlad  was  kissing  me,  and  my  robe  was  forgotten.  His  manhood was still in my hand. I wouldn’t let go, even as I became a little crazy when he kissed me. I couldn’t get enough of him. I kissed his lips, his ears,  his  eyes  and  his  chest  back  down  to  his  gorgeous  cock  and wrinkled balls. 

I’d never wanted a man so much in my life. But still, even with his perfect body on top of mine, and his cock just pushing between my lower lips, I stopped him. 

“Vlad… no…. I can’t,” I tried to wiggle aside. “Doug… I’m married to Doug.” 

I grabbed my robe and tried to hide myself, but it was hopeless. I looked  at  his  wildly  twitching  cock,  my  desire  was  like  nothing  I’d ever felt before. He lay on the bed looking at me in surprise. 

“I  want  to  do  …  this,”  I  leaned  over  and  put  the  head  of  his massive cock in my mouth, my lips felt stretched obscenely. I ran the flat  of  my  tongue  over  the  sensitive  nerves  below  the  head,  while pumping the shaft, wet with my saliva. 

I was moaning, wanting this one thing more than any other. Vlad thrust his hips toward me, and I licked and pumped him faster until I felt the first blast of his cum against the back of my throat. 

I’d never done this for a man before, but for Vlad I swallowed as fast as I could swallow. His balls drew up, and the hard throbs of his cock  sent  torrents  of  hot  cum  into  my  mouth  until  there  was  too much, and it coated my lips and chin, and dripped onto my breasts. 

When he was done, and I’d sucked out as much as I could, I held his cock against my cheek and smiled at him, my face shiny with his cum. 

“I’ve never done that before.” 

“I’m glad I was your first,” and he kissed me. He kissed my salty wet lips and caressed my breast. 

“I  want  you  Candy,”  he  said  with  his  lips  barely  touching  mine.  A chill  went  through  me.  His  eyes  were  so  blue.  “And  I  get  what  I want.” 

I believed him. A powerful, magnificent man wanted me. A happy excitement added to the electric buzz between my thighs. I wanted his big cock so badly. I was still holding him and occasionally kissing the massive head. 

“If you keep doing that, I’m going to get hard again and nothing will stop me,” he said. 

I kissed his cock one last time and scooted off the bed. “You have to leave, Vlad. Please, before I do something I’ll always regret.” 

He  got  off  the  bed  in  a  smooth  athletic  move  and  touched  my pussy. I spread my legs without thinking. His fingers added a parallel electrical charge to my pussy, I felt my knees weaken and he put his arm around me to hold me up. 

“I’m going to sink my cock inside you, Candy,” his thick finger was inside  me,  finding  my  ‘G-Spot.’  He  didn’t  need  to  look  hard;  I  was humping against him. 

“You really …oh god… need to go.” 

“I’ll be back for you, and next time you won’t stop me.” 

“Please go, Vlad,” I wanted him so much. If he were hard again, I’d have begged him to fuck me. 

Chapter 14 – Doug



I opened my eyes slowly, it hurt to move anything too quickly. My eyelids felt like they’d been coated in sand and glue. Then the smell hit me, a mixture of whore, wet bar floor and body odor. 

I  also  had  an  erection.  My  wet  cock  was  pounding  hard,  and  it smelled  of  pussy.  The  memory  of  the  night  came  flooding  back. 

Once again, I could smell the two whores, and taste their twats. My cock pounded even harder. 

I  quietly  slipped  out  of  bed  and  into  the  shower.  When  I  came back,  Candy  was  awake  but  pointedly  ignoring  me.  She  wouldn’t even look at me. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing,”  she  said  shutting  the  bathroom  door  behind  herself. 

She’d  thrown  on  a  robe  so  I  couldn’t  even  see  her  naked.  All  bad signs.  When  a  woman  says  nothing’s  wrong  it  usually  means something is very wrong. 

How had she heard about the casino? It felt like the sun had gone out  and  I  was  living  in  darkness.  A  darkness  I’d  created.  I  was  so fucked. 

I  looked  around  the  room  for  clues  beyond  the  lingering  smell  of perfume  and  smoke  on  my  dirty  clothes.  I  quickly  dressed  and stuffed them into a garbage can outside. 

What  else  had  I  forgotten?  I’d  showered,  check.  I’d  gotten  rid  of the smelly clothes, check. 

What about my body, did I show any signs? I stripped again and looked  at  myself  in  the  full-length  mirror.  My  cock  looked  red  and  I had  faint  marks  where  Kamala  had  sucked  on  my  skin.  There  was nothing  I  could  do  about  any  of  it  now  except  keep  them  covered until they went away or could somehow be explained. 

Candy came out of the shower and walked right past me and out the  door.  She  didn’t  so  much  as  look  at  me.  It  was  worse  than  I thought. 

I  followed  her  to  the  dining  room  where  the  wife,  Vlad’s  island mistress, greeted us warmly, but quickly adjusted to our mood. She

wanted to seat us at one of the three tables. “I’d rather eat alone, if you don’t mind,” Candy told her. 

Holy shit. I had to do something. “Please, Candy. Let me sit with you, I want to know what the problem is.” 

My wife shook her head and started to cry. “Later, we’ll talk,” she managed to say through the tears, before turning away from me. 

“I’m sorry, Candy. Whatever it is, I’m sorry.” 

She just waved a hand at me and allowed herself to be shown to a table alone by a sympathetic waitress. “Has everyone else eaten?” I asked. 

She glared at me. Obviously, I’d done something awful. 

“You are the first …sir,” she made it clear she didn’t think of me as a ‘sir’ anything. “Mr. Vlad likes to sleep late.” 

Candy’s head snapped up at the mention of Vlad’s name and she looked uncomfortable. What the hell was going on? 

Breakfast  usually  consisted  of  a  selection  of  fruits  and  pastry.  I took a cup of coffee and an apple to eat on the patio looking out at the beautiful turquoise Caribbean. How could I feel in such agony in such a place? 

I  hated  myself  and  my  weakness.  How  could  I  have  gone  with those  two  whores?  Candy  somehow  knew  what  I’d  done,  and  our marriage was over. I loved my wife so deeply, she was my reason for living, and I’d let her down. 

I was deep into feeling sorry for myself when Candy sat down next to  me  and  I  started  talking.  I  confessed  everything.  I  even  told  her where my dirty clothes were. 

She sat silently, not saying a word. At one point she took off her beach wrap to reveal the swimsuit Vlad had given her. Just a piece of  fabric  covering  her  nipples,  her  pussy  completely  revealed.  Her labia looked red and swollen. 

“So, you fucked them?” she finally asked. 

“Yes, Candy I’m so sorry. I was stoned, but it doesn’t matter. I don’t have an excuse. I’m just a weak man. I’ll do anything to make it up to you. Please don’t leave me.” 

“Last  night  there  was  a  knock  on  my  door,”  I  interrupted  my begging. Candy gave me a significant look. “And I was naughty.” 

“What  …how  were  you  ...what  happened?”  I  finally  got  out.  The conversation had taken a sharp turn. 

“It  was  a  …  male  stripper  and  he  danced  for  me,”  Candy’s  face was red, her nipples making hard nobs in the thin fabric covering her breasts. “He showed me his hard cock.” 

Candy  tried  to  drink  her  coffee,  but  her  hand  was  shaking,  the coffee sloshed in her cup. She took a deep breath and puckered her lips to expel it all in one noisy whistle. “It was huge, Doug. It made me  wet,  I’ll  admit  it.  I’d  never  seen  anything  like  it.  His  cock  was beautiful, honey.” She looked at me, her eyes shiny and bright. 

I  could  feel  blood  rushing  to  my  cock  again.  A  sensation,  far beyond my ability to describe. “Did you…?” 

“Did we fuck? No…but I was bad. We need to be able to forgive each other,” my wife was looking deep into my eyes. I’d never fully realized  how  beautiful  her  violet  eyes  were.  My  heart  stopped,  I loved her so much. 

“Where  you  naked,  Candy?”  My  voice  sounded  calm  to  me,  but inside  I  was  screaming.  The  mental  image  of  my  wife,  her  naked body exposed to a male stripper, went straight to my hard cock. “Did he try to fuck you?” 

“Yes,  but  I  stopped  him.”  Was  she  feeling  regret?  Remorse because she’d wanted another man to fuck her, and she’d stopped him? 

“He  was  almost  inside  me.”  The  screaming  noise  in  my  head threatened to block out every other sound. 

My hand shook on her soft thigh. “Doug, your cock is really hard. 

Did you want me to do it?” 

My voice shook, I couldn’t stop myself. “Yes.” 

“But I did cheat on you,” Candy looked so sincere and so earnest. 

“You  should  hate  me.  This  is  why  I’ve  been  afraid  to  talk  to  you.  I don’t want you to divorce me.” 

My wife’s violet eyes were shiny wet, and her chin shook. She bit her lower lip and looked cute doing it. 

“I’ve never wanted you more…I’ve never loved you more than I do right now.” I moved Candy’s hand to my prick and then back to my thigh. “I’m afraid you’ll make me cum.” 

Candy  smiled  shyly,  looking  at  her  own  lap.  “I’m  a  little  excited, too.” 

“Was he …I don’t know, bigger? You know …was his cock bigger than mine?” 

Candy didn’t hesitate. “Yes, it was.” 

“Did you want him? It’s really okay if you did … just tell me.” 

“I did.” 

“Oh,  Candy.”  Somehow  my  pants  were  gone,  and  my  pre-cum leaking erection was standing straight up. 

“I forgive you,” I said. 

“No, not until I confess everything. I let him touch me everywhere, Doug. He played with my boobs, a lot, and I really liked it. He wasn’t like you; he wasn’t gentle with me. He was rough and it felt good.” 

I was struggling with what I was hearing. I didn’t dare touch myself, I just wanted to fuck. 

“I put the head of his huge cock in my mouth,” Candy continued. “I gave him a blow job, Doug. I did it because otherwise I would have fucked him. I wouldn’t have been able to stop myself, I wanted him so bad. It’s why I’ve been so distant this morning. I feel guilty.” 

“How  far  did  you  go?”  Candy  had  rarely  given  me  a  BJ  and  had never allowed me to cum in her mouth. 

“I…I’m  ashamed,”  Candy  looked  ashamed,  and  excited  at  the same  time.  “I  made  him  cum  in  my  mouth.  I  swallowed  another man’s sperm.” 

I  must  have  looked  as  shocked  as  I  felt.  “I  liked  it,  Doug.  I  liked feeling the power it gave me. I liked that I was able to excite a man like him so much.” 

My cock was aching. Why did this excite me? A pearl of pre-cum slid  down  the  side  of  my  shaft  and  Candy  noticed.  Without  looking back at me she gathered it up with her long, pink tongue. 

“I could only take the head of his monster in my mouth, he was too big,” Candy put my entire cock in her mouth, taking me until her nose was buried in my pubic hair. Her tongue felt too good. 

“I’m  going  to…  god,  Candy.  I’m  going  to  cum,”  my  wife  had  my entire cock in her throat. She hadn’t been able to get more than the head of the male stripper’s dick in her mouth. 

She reeled in my vision; my hair pressed against her lips. I tried to pull her off, but she wouldn’t move. My wife was working to make me finish in her mouth. 

It was wonderful. Candy use her tongue for the few drops still on her  lips,  before  sweetly  smiling  at  me.  She  looked  so  beautiful;  I didn’t resist when she wanted to kiss me. 

“Let me show you what I’ve learned.” My tongue was in her pool of moisture. 

“Where…  seriously…  oh…  where  did  you  learn?”  I  never  did  get around to telling her who my teacher had been. 

Later, after Candy went back to our room to get her things so she could  go  for  a  walk  on  the  beach,  it  hit  me.  My  wife  had  sucked another man’s cock and swallowed his cum. My beautiful, exquisite wife. The woman I loved and had given my heart to. 

I  tried  not  to  picture  it,  but  the  image  came  anyway.  A  man,  his chest bare, wearing only a bowtie and white cuffs like male dancers I’d  heard  about.  My  wife  on  her  knees.  My  Candy,  his  prick  in  her mouth and her delicate fingers wrapped around his balls. 

I stroked my erection and softly moaned my wife’s name. 

Chapter 15 – Michael



I stumbled to the dining room and joined Lia at the window. It had been  an  eventful  night  and  I  was  feeling  the  effects.  Lia  had  been watching Candy, Doug’s cock was buried in her throat. 

“She’s  a  natural,  don’t  you  think  Michael?”  Vlad  had  come  up behind  me.  “She  sucked  me  off  last  night.  It  looks  like  she’s demonstrating for Doug.” 

Vlad walked down to talk to the happy husband, and I wondered what he had planned. Whatever it was wouldn’t be good. Vlad was an  evil  fucker  and  he  didn’t  give  two  shits  about  either  of  them beyond what he could take. 

By my second cup of coffee Vlad and Doug were gone, and it was just Candy and me. She was apparently ready to head for the beach with an oversized towel, a basket with water, a trashy novel, and her coverup. Without the cover she was essentially naked. 

“Do you mind company on your walk?” I asked her. 

“I didn’t know you were the beach kind of guy,” she smiled at me. 

“I’m not normally, but I want to walk, and I can’t think of anyone I’d rather walk with than you,” what a load of crap. 

“I’d  love  the  company,  maybe  we  could  even  talk  about…  you know, things.” 

I thought I knew what things she wanted to talk about. As we made our way along the water’s edge it turned out I was right. 

“What’s  Vlad  up  to,  Michael?”  Candy  asked  me.  “He  didn’t  invite us here because he’s taken with our company.” 

“I’m not sure I follow,” I didn’t give a straight answer. 

“I  know  he  wants  to  get  in  my  pants,”  she  was  right  about  that. 

“There  has  to  be  more.  What  happened  with  Doug  last  night?  Did Vlad set him up with those hookers?” 

So, Doug had come clean to his wife. How interesting. 

“What did you tell your husband about last night?” I asked. 

“I told him everything.” 

“Did you tell him it was Vlad who visited your room?” 

Candy hesitated. We stopped and she looked out at the ocean for a while before we continued our walk. Finally, she came clean to me, 

“No. I left out that part.” 

“Because  Vlad  wants  to  fuck  you,  and  you  think  you’d  like  that?” 

Candy gave me a sharp look. “I know more than you think I know.” 

Candy’s  look  softened  before  turning  sad.  “I  can’t  help  myself, Michael. I don’t know what to do.” 

Ahead  we  could  see  two  figures  laying  on  a  blanket  in  the  soft sand.  As  we  drew  near,  we  could  see  Scarlett,  her  naked  body turned  so  we  were  walking  right  toward  her  spread  legs.  Her husband and his caged dick were at her side. 

“Hello, Michael,” we could hear her yell far down the beach. 

“I should go back,” Candy said. 

“No, stay. You want to watch anyway, like you did yesterday. You might as well be open about it.” 

“You know I watched?” Candy’s face had turned pink. 

“Of course, I knew.” 

We  were  close  enough  to  see  Scarlett’s  wet  slit.  “What  I  don’t know is if you want to eat pussy.” 

Candy seemed to blanch. 

“What was that about eating pussy?” Scarlett asked. “Is somebody going  to  eat  mine  or  am  I  going  to  eat  somebody  else?  I’m  good either way.” 

“You’re going to eat my friend Candy,” I told her. 

“Oh goodie, what will you be doing?” 

“I’ll  be  fucking  you  to  heaven,”  I  could  be  so  poetic  at  times. 

Scarlett’s  husband  watched  in  silence.  His  caged  cock  bouncing  in time to his speeding heart. 

“I love your swimsuit,” Scarlett was up on her elbows, her massive tits  falling  on  either  side  of  her  chest,  her  legs  well  spread  now. 

“Would you like to sit on my face, or should I roll over?” 

“Sit on her face, Candy,” I said. Candy stood stock still, her eyes wide. “Go on, sit facing me so you’ll have a good view of how I fuck her.” 

I wasn’t as excited as I needed to be, at least not yet. “First, suck my cock for me. Make me hard.” 

Candy put all her things on Scarlett’s blanket and stood staring at my  organ,  seemingly  undecided.  “Get  on  your  knees,  Candy.”  I

pushed gently on her shoulders and Candy lowered herself as if my hands were a great weight. “You know what to do with a cock.” 

Candy  tentatively  licked  the  head  first,  and  before  long  she  was licking and kissing the length of my rapidly hardening prick. Vlad had been right, when she managed to get the head of my cock into her mouth  and  her  tongue  on  the  sensitive  underside,  the  girl  had  real skills. 

Before  I  could  cum,  I  pulled  out  of  her  mouth  with  a  pop  and directed her to sit on Scarlett’s face. I trailed the head of my erection along  Scarlett’s  engorged  pussy,  gathering  her  wetness  before impaling her. Scarlett moaned loudly into Candy’s pussy. 

I held her legs by the ankles and spread them in a wide ‘v’ shape while  I  pounded  deep  inside  her.  Her  cuckold  husband  was  on  his knees,  as  close  to  us  as  he  could  get,  staring  at  my  prick disappearing  inside  his  wife.  His  hand  was  around  his  caged  cock, stroking the metal as if he could make himself hard. 

Candy couldn’t keep her eyes open as Scarlett licked and sucked her  pussy  as  fast  as  she  could.  The  harder  I  fucked  Scarlett,  the faster  she  licked,  and  the  louder  they  both  groaned.  It  wasn’t  the strangest three-way I’d ever had, but it was close. 

“Is she…good…Candy?” I asked. 

“Oh …Michael …I never knew …” 

“Are you …about to …cum?” 

“I already have …she won’t stop” 

Candy’s fluids were running down the sides of Scarlett’s chin. 

“I’m going to …make her scream,” I warned Candy. 

I pushed inside her, amazed that the woman could take the entire length  of  my  cock  and  exploded.  My  prick  jerked  hard  with  each gush of cum I shot into Scarlett’s cervix. She screamed into Candy’s pussy, causing Candy to fall off Scarlett’s face and onto the blanket next to the frustrated husband. 

“Clean  her  pussy,  Candy,”  I  ordered.  She  looked  at  me  as  if  I’d gone insane. 

“You want me to …another woman?” 

“Yes. Come on, we don’t have all day.” 

Candy  adjusted  herself,  the  look  on  her  face  reminded  me  of  a child being forced to eat something knowing it would taste awful. 

She took a tentative little swipe with her pink tongue and realized she was mostly tasting me. 

“Candy, look at the cage on her husband’s cock. You might want to cage Doug like that.” 

“You  should,  a  caged  husband  is  wonderful,”  Scarlett  was  licking cum  from  Candy’s  face.  “He’ll  do  anything  for  release.  I  make  him eat me every day, don’t I dear?” 

“Yes, may I please be released Scarlett?” 

“You think you can fuck Candy?” Scarlett dismissed him. I tried not to laugh. The poor guy was desperate. 

“I won’t, I promise. Only you.” He was holding the lock on his cage toward his wife. Candy bent to look at it closely. 

“I bet I could fit his entire cage in my mouth.” 

“Do it, Candy. Fit my husband’s cock in your mouth. Let’s see how he likes it.” 

The  poor  guy  moaned  and  begged  even  harder  for  release.  He could  feel  Candy’s  hot,  wet  mouth  surrounding  him,  he  was desperate for her. When we left them to return to the motel, he was humping his wife’s leg and crying in frustration. 

Chapter 16 – Mary Beth



I knew about the whorehouse. I guess everybody knew about it. I’d heard the guys talking when they thought I wasn’t listening. If they’d had enough beer they didn’t care if I was listening or not, so I had a pretty good idea how it worked. 

Every  weekend  I  went  out  dancing  in  the  bars,  and  most weekends I bought a lucky guy home with me. I only bought a guy back  for  a  second  night  if  there  was  something  special  about  him. 

There was something very special about Michael. 

“You work for Vlad?” I was laying on my back smoking a cigarette, temporarily  sated.  Michael  was  the  best  fuck,  by  far,  that  I’d  ever had. But my curiosity was driving me insane. 

“Yeah,  so?”  Michael’s  voice  was  so  low  pitched  I  could  feel  the vibrations in my pussy. I wished I could get him to eat me and talk at the same time. It would be like having a black, human, vibrator. 

“I’ve always wondered about the dirty bookstore in the county. It’s his, isn’t it? At least that’s what I’ve heard.” 

“Where did you hear that?” Michael was tracing my nipple with his big, callused forefinger, causing me to shutter. 

“I do work for the city, you know. We hear lots of things, including things from the other side of the river.” I rolled on my side, pressing my boob more firmly against his hand. I was ready to go again, and I didn’t care if I had a sore pussy in the morning. 

“Let’s say he does, what have you wondered about?” 

“The whorehouse in the back,” he moved his large black finger to my  pussy.  He  knew  exactly  where  my  clitoris  was  located.  “I  heard the  girls  just  stick  their  pussy’s  through  holes  cut  in  the  wall,  and guys take turns fucking them.” 

“I’ve  heard  the  same  thing.”  He  was  confirming  what  I’d  heard, while not admitting anything. 

“I’ve  also  heard  that  one  girl,  I  mean,  one  hole,  maybe?  I  don’t know, but it’s high so a guy can eat pussy if he wants.” I was talking faster as I became more aroused. 

“Yeah, I’ve heard that, too.” 

“I’ve  also  heard  that  one  of  the  holes  for  blow  jobs  is  cut  extra-large.” I was in a rush, Michael had two thick fingers inside me, and his cock was hard. 

“So?” 

“Maybe a woman could get her pussy eaten, or even find another woman  to  eat…  you  know,  if  that’s  what  she  wanted,”  I  was  out  of breath, but that’s what I wanted to know. 

Michael looked me in the eye and smiled. “Yeah, a chick could get her pussy eaten. I don’t suppose any of the girls working there would mind someone eating them who knew what she was doing.” 

My  heart  sored,  not  just  because  he  was  pushing  his  enormous cock inside me, spreading me wide as he pushed. It hurt a little, but it felt good a lot. 

I drove past the dirty bookstore two days in a row, and even sat in my  car  in  the  parking  lot,  undecided,  on  a  third  day.  The  next weekend I ran into Michael again. 

“You should come in, you know, the next time you’re in the county when  they  open  the  doors  to  the  bookstore.”  I’d  been  watched, Michael and probably Vlad, knew I’d been there. 

The next day, a Sunday, I was there when they opened. I was told my visit was on the house, and a stepladder had been set up by the high porthole. 

It was a fantasy come true. I ate my first pussy and gave another woman an orgasm. I left a nice tip before backing up to the largest blow hole. 

Standing bent over, my hands on my knees, I had the best orgasm of my life. A small group of young guys watched me. Her tongue had been so talented, I’d almost fallen when I came. I’d left all my cash as a tip. 

On the way out the cashier gave me a card with the names of the two women on it. “Call ahead next time. If you’re interested, I’ll see if those two are working.” 

Chapter 17 – Doug



I’d  awarded  the  trash  hauling  contract  to  Vlad,  even  though  his quote was the highest, before learning the mayor had overruled me and renewed the contract with Abraham. 

I was stunned. The mayor had never overruled me before. I called the mayor’s assistant and asked for an immediate appointment. The next day I was ushered into his honor’s office. He was sitting behind his massive desk and he explained the facts of life to me. 

In the past we’d always sat in comfortable chairs at the end of his office,  near  his  personal  fireplace.  He’d  never  put  me  in  one  of  the visitor’s  chairs,  all  of  which  had  been  purposely  lowered,  so  he towered over his guests. I was being put in my place. 

I  explained  that  I’d  already  put  the  contract  with  Vlad,  and  he’d relied on my promise to purchase new equipment. Legally, I thought, the contract was Vlad’s. 

“Well, fix the fucking thing,” was the mayor’s final word. Terms like

‘promissory  estoppel’  didn’t  mean  anything  to  him.  “Nothing’s  been signed  with  Vladimir;  besides,  I’ve  already  given  money  to Abraham.” 

“Wait one, you’ve already paid Abraham?” 

“Yes, he needed the money. Now get the fuck out of my office and fix  this  mess  you’ve  created  with  that  Russian.”  I  was  out  the  door before I could find out how much he given the other company. It only took one phone call to find out. He’d pre-paid for the entire five years of the contract. It was unheard of. The past contracts had been paid quarterly,  never  the  entire  five  years  in  advance.  What  had  the mayor been thinking? 

Most importantly, how was I going to deal with Vlad? 

On  the  telephone,  Vlad  seemed  to  take  the  news  well,  but  he insisted on taking Candy and me to dinner. That night. No excuses. I didn’t see what choice I had. 

“We have to do it,” I tried to explain to Candy. 

“But why? It’s city business, it has nothing to do with me.” 

“Maybe he wants us to pay for the time on the island, I don’t know. 

He’s got us over a barrel, so to speak.” 

“He’s got you over a barrel, or whatever. I didn’t agree to give him a city contract, you did.” Candy was making it difficult. 

“Look, we both have to go. Do it as a favor to me, please Candy. 

You  can  ask  me  to  do  anything  after  this,  and  I’ll  do  it,  please.”  I’d been reduced to pleading. 

We  met  Vlad  at  his  club  and  were  shown  to  an  intimate  private room.  It  felt  like  we  were  inside  a  giant  wooden  wine  barrel  set  on end and cut in half with a lone table in the middle. 

Vlad came in alone. He didn’t look friendly. He looked mean and heartless.  His  blue  eyes  were  blank,  showing  no  emotion.  I  felt Candy  catch  her  breath.  She  began  caressing  her  thigh,  near  her pussy. I tried to catch her eye but failed. 

“Look  at  me,  Doug.”  Vlad’s  voice  held  no  emotion.  His  voice sounded flat, and cold. 

“You  let  me  down.  You’ve  accepted  gifts  from  me,  and  you  gave your word. I’ve made commitments because of you.” 

“I’m sorry for all that’s happened. We’ll pay you for our time on the island, whatever you think is fair,” I tried to reason with him. “But, it’s out  of  my  hands.  The  mayor  did  a  deal  without  consulting  with me….” 

“Shut up, Doug. What do you think, Candy?” 

“It has nothing to do with me, does it?” Candy sounded breathless and  unnaturally  high.  The  fingers  caressing  her  thigh  were dangerously close to her twat. 

“Here’s what’s going to happen; are you both listening to me?” 

“Yes, of course we’re listening.” 

“Good, Candy is mine until you get this fixed.” 

“What?  You  can’t  do  that,  Candy’s  not  yours,  whatever  that means,” I was indignant. 

“It  means  I  can  do  anything  I  want  with  her.  You  don’t  have  a choice. Candy, let’s go,” he started to move out of the booth. Michael stood in the doorway, his bulk filling the entire opening. 

“No,  she’s  not  going  with  you.  This  is  between  you  and  me,”  I wanted to stand up to him, but the table was in the way. Candy was already getting up. 

“Either Candy goes with me or we cut your nuts off,” my nervous laugh  was  cut  short  when  Michael  laid  a  huge  dark  blade  on  the

table. It was easily as long as my forearm, the edge sharpened to a silvery sheen. 

“I’m not joking. Candy, do you want me to cut off your husband’s balls?” 

“No …no, please don’t hurt him,” Candy sounded frightened. The hand  that  had  been  caressing  her  own  thigh  was  now  held  out toward  Vlad.  “We’ll  do  anything  you  want,  right  Doug?  I’ll  go  with you.” 

“What if I can’t fix the contract?” 

“How much do you love your wife?” 

Just  like  that,  I  was  alone  in  the  booth.  Through  the  open  door  I saw  Candy  look  back  at  me  over  her  shoulder;  Vlad  held  her  arm. 

She looked scared and, something else …maybe she looked eager? 

My mind raced; how could I fix the contract? What was he going to do with my wife? Why was my dick so hard? 

The  apartment  felt  empty  without  Candy.  I  tried  to  think,  but  my mind wouldn’t work. I wrote ideas on a piece of scrap paper: Appeal to the mayor

 Appeal to Abraham

 Find another contract for Vlad

 Work on how he could sue the city

Each  idea  seemed  hopeless,  and  too  slow.  I  started  drinking.  I loved my wife so much. 

I finally fell into a restless alcohol assisted sleep, dreaming about Vlad and Candy. I dreamt of Candy nude, cowering before Vlad and his  large,  obscene  cock.  He  was  demanding  that  she  suck  his immense penis, and she did. My beautiful, perfect wife took his cock in her mouth. 

My dream jumped, the way dreams do, and Michael was fucking her. His body was much blacker in my dream than it was, and Candy was screaming for me. I woke to a pounding erection and the sound of my cell blaring that I had a message. 

[Candy]  Help me, Doug. He’s going to put me to work as a whore if you don’t help me. He’s also thinking of giving me to his men to ruin. I’m so scared. 

[Doug]  What’s happening. Please tell me Candy. 

 I’m sick with worry. 

[Candy]  He made me strip for him. He’s making me show him my …self while I write to you. I have to suck him now; I love you Doug. 

It was happening. My dream was coming true and my aching hard-on was back, leaking pre-cum. I had the insane mental picture of my flawless wife lying in front of the entire Russian mob and being made to spread her legs for them. 

I poured another drink. Vodka seemed appropriate since my wife was sucking Russian cock. Tears ran down my face. I wiped them off with  my  sleeve,  feeling  sorry  for  myself  when  I  should  have  been thinking about helping Candy. 

I was a selfish bastard. I didn’t deserve a wife like her. It wouldn’t matter what they made her do, she was my perfect wife and I wanted her home with me. 

My  cock  pounded  harder  when  I  wrap  my  fist  around  it.  I  jacked myself  until  I  ached.  Each  time  I  felt  close  to  orgasm,  I’d  stop.  I tortured myself. I didn’t deserve to come. 

I  was  worthless  at  work.  All  I  thought  about  was  getting  the contract back for Vlad, and what they were doing to my wife. Maybe if  I  got  the  contract  for  him,  he’d  let  Candy  go.  Mary  Beth  soon recognized that something was wrong with me. 

“What  the  fuck,  Doug.  Snap  out  of  it,  where’s  your  head?”  Mary Beth was staring at me. I glanced at her without even once looking at her tits. 

“Oh  hell,  Doug.  You  didn’t  look  at  my  boobs,  it’s  worse  than  I thought. Talk to Mary Beth, I’ve heard it all, maybe I can help,” Mary Beth  sat  on  the  edge  of  my  desk.  I  was  aware  that  her  skirt  had pulled up, but I just didn’t care. 

“It’s  Candy,”  I  began  before  tears  made  me  choke.  I  sounded congested, “…Vlad has her.” 

“Oh shit,” Mary Beth’s hand went to her throat. She jumped down from  my  desk,  careless  that  her  skirt  was  pulled  up  exposing  her thong. I saw her ass, and a great deal more. Any other day I would have been interested, but not now. 

“The  whorehouse.”  As  soon  as  the  words  were  out,  Mary  Beth slapped both hands over her mouth, as if trying to take them back. 

“What whorehouse? Tell me Mary Beth.” I pleaded for her to open up and tell me about Vlad’s cathouse in the next county. 

“It’s just a bunch of women sticking their… lower halves, through holes in a plywood wall so guys can have sex with them.” Mary Beth pulled up website clips taken in some eastern European country, so I’d better understand. 

Pictures  are  worth  a  thousand  words,  and  video  clips  are  worth countless more. I understood. 

I sat down so hard on my chair that I caused the wheels to spin, slamming me back against the wall. I didn’t feel the jolt. 

We stared at each other. I was in shock, Mary Beth looked at me in pity. 

“Then what?” I asked. 

“I don’t understand.” 

“Then what happens to the women?” 

“Most work there for the money, I’ve heard it pays pretty well with tips.  I  don’t  know  about  Candy.  She  can’t  just  go  home  when  her shift is over,” Mary Beth’s face was screwed up as she worked over the  problem.  “There  are  all  kinds  of  women  working  there.  Candy would be a special attraction.” 

Seeing  the  look  on  my  face,  Mary  Beth  bent  low  to  hug  me.  Her loose blouse dropped open giving me a view of her boobs I should have appreciated more. “I’m sorry, Doug. I know how this must hurt you.” 

When I walked in, I was greeted by a young woman sitting inside a booth.  A  strong  looking  guy  in  a  gray  tee  shirt  looked  over  her shoulder. She smiled, took my money, wrapped a time stamp around

my  wrist,  and  told  me  to  have  fun.  By  the  way,  disturbances  would not be tolerated. 

The main room looked like the video Mary Beth had showed me. 

Two  women  had  pushed  their  legs  and  pussies  through  holes  in  a plywood wall. They’d been spread wide, their ankles held by straps. 

Their  picture  was  taped  to  the  wall  between  their  legs.  Two  other holes were empty, one was quite large. 

Both women working were being enthusiastically fucked by young men, their pants around their ankles. The prettiest of the women had two men waiting a turn. The floor under her was slippery with spilled cum. Tissues half-filled a wastepaper basket. 

There was a slot in the wall labeled “Tips.” When a guy finished, he was expected to show his appreciation, and most did. 

While I watched, the young woman from the ticket booth came out to  tell  the  guys  she’d  be  relieving  the  girl  who  had  run  out  of customers.  Since  I  wasn’t  in  line,  and  maybe  because  I  looked confused, she confided in me. 

“My legs fall asleep after a while, so, I rotate working a porthole. I go  to  the  blow  holes  or  the  booth.  It  gives  me  a  chance  to  do something  else  for  a  while.  Personally,  I’d  rather  be  fucked,”  she chuckled  as  some  guys  moved  over  and  waited  for  her.  They watched us talking, all the while stroking their erections. 

“Better  get  in  line,  I’m  a  good  lay,”  she  was  chuckling  as  she walked away swinging her hips and smiling at each of the guys. 

Around the corner was a woman whose body was outside the wall, only  her  head  was  inside  the  porthole.  She  was  balanced  on  her hands  and  knees;  straps  were  around  her  calves  for  balance.  Her legs were spread, one each, on two boards so guys could fuck her from the rear. The interesting thing was that she was morbidly obese with breasts like blimps, and an ass and thighs that shook wildly. 

Still,  men  were  lined  up  to  fuck  her.  Maybe  because  she  was  so enthusiastic, and because her ass was available. She moaned and squealed and yelled for the men to fuck her harder and to make her cum.  It  appeared  that  she  had  frequent  orgasms,  her  fat  quivered wildly. 

There were smaller holes for blow jobs, and one porthole at head height for a customer to eat pussy, if he were so inclined. I imagined

working there might be popular among the women. 

It  was  the  middle  of  the  day,  still  a  steady  stream  of  customers came  in.  For  appearances  I  had  a  quick  blow  job.  It  was  quick because I came as soon as I thought it could be Candy on her hands and knees servicing my aching cock. 

I didn’t find Candy, but I was sure I was being watched. Later I was told I’d been recognized and followed from one surveillance camera to the next. 

I met with Abraham in his tiny filthy office in the rear of his garage, behind his one ancient truck. On the corner of his desk was an old 72  key  adding  machine  and  on  the  other  corner  was  a  rotary  dial telephone. The office belonged in a museum. 

So  did  Abraham  who  appeared  as  ancient  as  his  one  truck.  He was a shriveled, wrinkled elf of a man, his eyes so faded in color he might have been blind. 

“The  rumor  is  you’re  looking  forward  to  retirement,”  I  said. 

Abraham knew who I was. 

“You tried, didn’t you. You almost took my contract away.” 

“No,  I  didn’t,”  he  tried  to  wave  me  off.  “Vladimir  almost  took  your contract away.” 

Abraham  sat  up  straight  in  his  chair,  which  didn’t  help  much.  I could still only see his head. 

“Vlad  wanted  my  contract?”  he  looked  suddenly  worried.  “Why does he want my small business?” 

“I don’t know, but you might get a chance to ask him yourself.” 

“Oh  shit.  Oh  crap.  Drek.”  Which  were  all  the  same  thing.  “I  don’t want any trouble.” 

Abraham  stood  and  moved  around  his  desk.  He  was  barely  tall enough to see over it, even standing. 

“The mayor paid you up front.” 

“Yes, so what?” 

“Cash, five years’ worth.” 

“Your  point,  you  have  a  point,  or  do  you  just  feel  the  need  to remind me?” 

“No point. It’s a lot of money for a guy who wants to retire in a nice warm place. A guy who’s been around and knows lots of other guys. 

All I’m saying,” I left it there and got up to leave. 

“I heard you weren’t so smart,” Abraham said. “Maybe not such a dumb guy.” 

Chapter 18 – Candy



I didn’t know what to expect when I was led out of the bar by Vlad. 

Doug looked so alone. I was an emotional mess leaving the husband I loved so dearly but knowing there was no way to avoid being taken by Vlad. 

I  was  still  shocked  by  the  threat  to  my  husband.  It  had  sounded unreal, like a line from a gangster movie. But Vlad didn’t make empty threats, I knew he meant what he said. 

I  sat  next  to  Vlad  in  the  backseat  of  a  huge  black  SUV,  Michael drove.  Vlad  was  such  a  strong,  dangerous  man.  I  tried  to  deny  the warm rush running through my body. 

Neither man said a word to me until we were several blocks away. 

“It’s nice to see you again, Candy,” Vlad said, in a flat voice. His voice made my skin prickle, and goosebumps of excitement covered my arms and legs. My nipples were hard and achy. 

Of  course,  Vlad  noticed.  “Your  pussy’s  wet  isn’t  it,  Candy?”  he looked  over  at  me.  “There’s  no  sense  lying  about  it.  You’re  mine now.” 

I  shivered,  knowing  I  now  belonged  to  Vlad.  “Where  are  we going?” 

Michael  laughed  and  Vlad  said,  “You’re  going  to  your  new  home so you can meet the boys. You like meeting new people, don’t you?” 

Vlad’s  voice  was  flat  and  cold  toward  me.  I  was  terrified,  and aroused. I had no say in where I was taken or what Vlad’s boys did to me. A combination of fear, anxiety and arousal pounded through my body. Vlad was incredibly appealing. He was handsome as well as rich and powerful; and he had a huge cock. The problem was: he didn’t care what happened to me, or if he ruined my marriage. 

I squeezed my knees together and felt the buzz in my pussy. For some reason Vlad excited me more than my husband ever had. 

“I understand you watched Michael take care of some woman on the beach?” Vlad said. 

“Yes,” I answered. 

“Yes… what?” 

“Yes… sir?” I guessed. 

“Did it excite you?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Do you want Michael to fuck you?” 

Fortunately,  I  didn’t  have  to  answer.  We  pulled  into  a  large driveway entrance under an industrial building. Michael maneuvered the SUV among several large garbage trucks and backed into a spot marked ‘private,’ next to a heavy looking steel door. 

Michael  pointed  me  toward  the  steel  door  which  was  rapidly closing  behind  Vlad’s  back.  Once  through,  I  was  met  by  a  short, strong looking older man with only a fringe of black hair surrounding a  shiny  bald  dome.  He  was  wearing  a  dirty,  torn  tee  shirt,  and  a pistol. He seemed to know only a few words of English, making him hard to understand through his thick Russian accent. 

“Take off,” was all he said, pointing at my clothing. 

“Where?” I asked. We were in a room with plain egg yolk colored walls and a concrete floor covered in a patchwork of thin rugs. There was a small bar at one end of the room along with five sets of tables and chairs. 

Men  were  standing  at  the  bar  and  sitting  at  some  of  the  tables. 

Two  were  playing  pool  in  one  corner.  All  had  stopped  what  they’d been doing to watch. 

“Here. Take. Off,” he repeated. 

“You want me to strip here?” 

“Here. Glupyy.” he yelled. Later I was told he’d called me stupid. It could have been worse. 

One  of  the  guys  mimicked  him,  “Here,  strip,  Glupyy.”  They  all laughed. 

“You want me naked?” I shouted to his back, afraid. Was it starting already? 

“Take off,” he wasn’t putting up with me anymore. 

I turned my back to strip, but he was having none of that either. I turned  back  to  face  the  room  and  the  men  moved  closer.  I  guess they didn’t want to miss the show. 

The  chill  had  been  replaced  by  heat  radiating  from  between  my thighs. The room wasn’t hot, but I felt a light coating of sweat on my skin. I took off my blouse and bra slowly, exposing my breasts. I felt excitement  in  my  core.  I  was  aware  of  something  like  warm  honey

running  down  my  leg.  The  men  pulled  up  chairs  and  sat  only  feet from me. 

Instead  of  facing  them  to  pull  off  my  panties,  I  turned  my  back.  I heard  the  man  suck  in  his  breath  to  yell  at  me  again,  but  when  he saw  I  was  bending  at  the  waist,  exposing  my  pussy  and  ass, whatever he was going to say died in a long hiss. 

I took my time pulling off my panties, one foot at a time. Their eyes were  burning  into  me  and  I  was  becoming  even  more  turned  on  if that was possible. 

“I’m gonna fuck her,” I turned in time to see the largest guy tearing at his belt. I held my dress in front of me. 

“I get her first,” it was Vlad. “Maybe when I’m done you can have what’s left.” 

“Hell, boss. When you get done, she’ll be too stretched out for us.” 

He was greeted with a chorus of laughter. 

“Show  ‘em  more,  Candy,”  Vlad  ordered.  “Show  us  how  wet  you are.” 

Vlad was serious, he had me sit in a chair and spread my legs. I was  so  excited  that  when  Vlad  shoved  his  fat  cock  in  my  face,  I wrapped  my  hand  around  it  and  licked,  sucked,  and  kissed  it  as though his cock was the most delicious treat in the world, and to me it was. 

I  looked  up  at  him  as  if  adoring  him  for  letting  me  suck  his  giant prick. Shame spiraled through me, I was making love to the cock of a man who wasn’t my husband and I was doing it in front of a room full of  his  men.  I  was  embarrassed  by  my  lust,  but  I  couldn’t  stop.  I wanted him. 

I heard myself groaning in happiness. 

“Oh  man,  I  can’t  take  this.  I  gotta  go  beat  off.”  I  sucked  even harder.  My  pussy  was  quivering  with  need,  my  molten  arousal dripping onto the floor. 

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you, Candy?” he asked. 

“Candy, oh hell. Her name is Candy.” 

“I’d eat her right up.” 

“I  can’t,  please  don’t  make  me,”  I  pressed  his  shaft  to  my  cheek and  closed  my  eyes.  I  could  feel  his  pulse.  Every  beat  set  off  a responding ache in my bud. 

“Candy, look at me.” 

His eyes were cold. I felt as though he could see my thoughts. “He gave  you  to  me,  he  let  you  go.  Do  you  understand  what  that means?” 

“I think so,” my voice sounded weak. 

“All you have to do is tell the truth. That’s all I’m asking you to do, nothing else. Forget about the man who gave you away, just answer my question. Do you want me to fuck you?” 

“Yes, please Vlad. I want you to fuck me,” I couldn’t stop myself. 

Chapter 19 – Doug



Alexander  led  me  to  a  small  closet  and  warned  me  to  be  quiet, although I could hear men talking out front. The closet door had not been closed entirely, leaving a gap of about six inches. I could see only a narrow slice of the room. 

Vlad came into view followed closely by a naked Candy. My wife was trying to cover her nipples and pussy with her arms and hands. 

She was largely failing. 

“Strip me,” Vlad ordered, and Candy did it. I wanted to scream for her  to  stop  but  I  didn’t.  Instead  I  silently  watched  as  my  wife hesitantly  stripped  the  clothes  from  another  man.  Her  fingers shaking, she unbuttoned his shirt baring a strong chest covered with tattoos.  I’d  learned  some  of  the  symbols  when  I’d  researched  the Russian gangs, and I recognized the star shaped symbol of a Thief. 

Candy  carefully  folded  his  shirt  and  placed  it  on  a  nearby  chair, before removing his shoes and pants. Vlad’s cock was a hard hose in his boxer shorts. The large swell of the head was poking out a leg hole. 

My wife’s hands shook even harder as she pulled the waist band out far enough for his enormous cock to spring free. I could see my wife’s stomach fluttering as her breathing sped up and became even more  shallow.  When  Vlad’s  cock  was  completely  exposed,  my  wife looked up at him and kissed the head. 

She  nuzzled  his  cock  and  balls.  “No  hands,”  he  ordered,  and Candy kissed and licked him until his cock shown wet before rubbing the shaft on the soft skin of her face. I could hear her moaning with pleasure. My wife was happy. 

I don’t think my own cock had ever been harder, even though I’d lost my wife and I hurt to the center of my being. 

“Have  you  ever  wanted  your  husband  as  much  as  you  want  me right now,” Vlad asked. I stiffened, waiting for her response. 

“Never. I want you so much, Vlad. I’ll do anything for you,” my wife was  offering  herself  to  him  in  a  way  she’d  never  offered  herself  to me. I felt destroyed. How could the woman I loved give herself away like this? 

My  erection  was  so  firm  it  hurt  and  pulsed  with  each  beat  of  my heart. I tried to resist jacking myself. I wanted to see more. 

“I might send you home to him,” Vlad said. 

“No, not yet. Please, Vlad. I need you inside me,” Candy begged. 

“I thought you loved him,” he was taunting both of us. 

“I  do,  I  love  him  with  all  my  heart,”  Candy  paused,  as  if  taking  a deep breath. “But he can’t give me what I need right now.” 

I didn’t remember to breathe for a long minute. I’d only heard her say that I couldn’t give her what she needed. I’d failed my wife. I tried hard not to gasp. 

When I looked back Candy’s head was resting on her folded arms. 

She was on the floor facing me, her ass was in the air, and Vlad was behind  her  and  between  her  spread  legs.  Candy  smiled  until  her mouth and eyes suddenly opened wide. 

“Oh… oh god… you’re so big,” she was almost screaming. I heard the  men  watching  them  exchange  high  fives.  She  tried  to  push  up with her arms, but Vlad held her down. 

“I’m  going  to  stretch  your  cunt  until  you  can’t  even  feel  your husband’s useless dick,” my wife groaned. “Do you like that, Candy. 

Do you like my big cock?” 

Her eyes were wild, and she groaned even louder as he held her shoulders so she couldn’t move and sank all the way inside her. Her lips  were  moving,  but  only  shrieks  emerged,  no  intelligible  sounds. 

He fucked her, impaling my wife on his immense, other worldly cock. 

Gradually  her  shrieks  turned  to  groans  and  finally  to  moans.  I could  see  her  adjusting  to  it.  I  never  would  have  expected  what happened next. 

Candy started pushing back at him just as Vlad began slamming his cock inside her. Her screams returned, but they weren’t shrieks of pain, rather they were screams of pleasure. My wife was loving it. 

Vlad stopped moving and my wife fucked herself on his erection. 

Pulling  so  that  most  of  his  cock  was  outside  her  body  before slamming herself back so hard his balls slapped her clitoris. 

As  her  explosion  built,  Vlad  held  onto  her  perfect  round  ass cheeks and pushed his thumb into Candy’s virgin asshole. Her eyes closed and she smiled with the increased pleasure. When she came, 

my wife came for some long minutes. Far longer than I would have thought possible. 

After her ecstasy peaked, Vlad let her body flop to the floor as he fucked her with increasing violence until finally cumming deep inside her. 

I came with him, my cock red and sore from where I’d squeezed it. 

The  lights  went  out  suddenly  and  Alexander,  holding  a  tiny flashlight, led me out to the hallway. The men were standing around, asking about the lights, but Alexander ignored them until I was out of the building. 

“Your wife is being changed. If you don’t do something soon, you won’t  be  able  to  recognize  her.  That  is,  if  she  ever  comes  back  to you.”  He  slammed  the  door  of  my  truck  and  walked  away.  I  really noticed for the first time how short and nearly bald he was. His tee shirt was torn and filthy, but his English was excellent. 

[Candy]  He said he’s keeping me, Doug. Because you aren’t doing anything and don’t care about me. 

 He said you were a disappointment to him, and useless to me. Is that true? 

 He wants me to work for him. He called it his

 ‘horror house,’ I don’t understand. 

 He told me you gave me away because you don’t love me anymore and you don’t care what he does with me. 

 Is that true, Doug? 

No. A thousand times. I cursed and smashed things. Her number didn’t  work  when  I  tried  to  respond.  His  men  kept  me  out  of  the waste removal headquarters and I was barred from his whorehouse. 

There  was  no  telling  how  many  other  places  he  had  scattered around. 

My  spirit  crushed,  I  walked  back  into  our  apartment  and  nearly stepped on a small package with no return address. Just my name

scrawled on the front with a marker. Inside was a jump drive with a typed note telling me to open it if I cared about my wife. 

I almost ran to the computer, ignoring all the safety warnings I was about to violate. I double clicked on the video icon and saw my wife spread out on one of the short beds I’d seen in the whorehouse. Two men  held  her  legs  apart,  and  other  men  were  lined  up  to  fuck  her one at a time. 

Rage  filled  my  brain  and  my  vision  darkened,  but  my  sudden erection  was  like  a  rock.  I  came  the  first  time  Candy  came;  I  was hard again long before they finished with her. 

Thick  white  sperm  dripped  from  her  pussy  when  she  was  led away. Vlad appeared at the end. “I’m going to keep your wife, Doug. 

It’s what she wants now, and you know it.” 

Chapter 20 – Doug



“What the fuck’s going on?” The mayor was yelling at me over the telephone. I had no idea what he was going on about. 

“I’m sorry, sir. But, I haven’t…” I began. 

“It’s  that  fucking,  shithead,  asshole,  motherfucking  Abraham. 

Goddamnit. Fucker took off with your contract money.” 

It was the first I’d heard of anything. I’d been distracted. 

“You  paid  that  motherfucker  in  advance,  and  now  nobody  knows where he is, and his bank accounts have been emptied,” the mayor wasn’t calming. He was doing the neat politician trick of pinning his mistake on someone else. “I don’t know what you’re going to do, his company is closed and it’s your responsibility.” 

“Let me make a few calls. I’ll get right back to you.” 

My first call was to Vlad. “Tell me you know something.” 

“About  Abraham?  Sorry,  I  don’t  know  a  thing.”  I  could  feel  him smirking over the telephone. I hadn’t mentioned Abraham. 

“He’s  gone,  his  company  is  closed,  and  the  city’s  money  is missing. But you don’t know a thing about it?” I asked as politely as possible. 

“No, Doug, I don’t know a thing. Where do you suppose he could have gone?” 

I  ignored  the  question.  My  guess  was  that  Vlad  knew  exactly where  Abraham,  or  his  body,  was.  He  also  knew  where  the  money had disappeared to. 

“I’m  guessing  the  contract  will  be  reopened.  Of  course,  the  city’s hurting for cash at the moment, but perhaps you would like to revisit your bid in light of our fiscal emergency?” 

“No,  I  believe  it  was  a  good  quote,  Doug.  I  don’t  see  how  the city’s…  how  did  you  put  it?  Oh,  yes:  ‘fiscal  emergency’  is  my problem. In fact, we may need to revise the quote upward.” Vlad was enjoying this way too much. 

“No,  that  won’t  be  necessary.  On  behalf  of  the  city  I’m  accepting your bid, we have a contract.” 

“Very good,” Vlad started to hang up. 

“About my wife,” I said. 

“I’m not quite done with her, Doug. Come by my place of business in the county tonight. I’ll be expecting you.” 

I made some additional calls but came up empty. He’d gone out to eat alone, as he did every night, and simply disappeared. The police told me Abraham had closed out his accounts, taking cash, between the time he’d left his office and the time he should have been eating an early dinner. 

None  of  his  few  employees  knew  a  thing,  except  they  were suddenly  out  of  work.  Abraham  was  a  sole  proprietor  who  handled the company’s finances, and without money they couldn’t operate. 

I had my suspicions. I didn’t think Abraham had taken all the cash and run off leaving his wife and grandkids. I thought his body might be in the water between here and Vladimir’s island, or maybe on the island itself. Since many of Vlad’s businesses handled cash, mixing in Abraham’s probably wouldn’t be too much trouble. 

In the meantime, he still had Candy. He had the fucking contract, but he was keeping my wife. 

My poor innocent, loving wife was being destroyed by him and his mob. Would she even want to come back to me? I was sitting at my desk when Mary Beth joined me. 

“How  do  you  feel  about  getting  your  wife  back?”  she  asked.  I wasn’t sure how much my assistant knew. “Would you even want her back?” 

“Why wouldn’t I want her, she’s my wife. I love her.” 

“You loved her, but she’s changed. You have to face it,” Mary Beth looked a little too eager. 

“Okay, I’ll bite. How has she changed?” 

“Look, I’ve had some experience with Vlad,” I looked at Mary Beth in surprise. It was the first I’d heard of it. “I don’t talk about it much. 

But  if  a  woman  likes  his…  let’s  just  say,  equipment,  and  I  gather Candy likes it a whole lot, nothing else is quite as…er…. satisfying ever again. If you understand what I’m saying.” 

“You’re saying my wife could become addicted to Vlad’s big cock,” 

I quickly looked down at the file folder on my desk. 

“Your wife is addicted to Vlad’s big cock.” 

“How  do  you  know?”  I  asked  the  question,  but  I  knew  she  was right. 

“I have my sources.” 

I sighed in defeat. “How bad is it?” 

“Bad. She’s got it really bad. At least that’s what I was told,” Mary Beth fiddled with the hem of her skirt. “She’s completely gone.” 

Gone. My wife was gone for another man. “She’s leaving me?” 

“If she’s willing to work as a whore.” 

“I’m scheduled to meet Vlad there tonight.” 

Mary Beth stood; her skirt was so short I could see the bottom of her ass cheeks. “Is this what you wanted, Doug. Did you want her to fool around?” 

“Not like this.” 

Mary  Beth  nodded  thoughtfully,  pushed  the  old  aluminum  door open and paused before stepping outside. “Good night, boss. I hope everything works out for you and Candy.” 

I started drinking as soon as she left and forgot to eat. Around 8:00

I took my almost empty bottle of vodka along with me for the drive to the county. My mind was racing in a drunken way as I drove. 

I missed my wife and I wanted her back. I’d have given anything for her to return to me. I didn’t believe she could become addicted to Vlad’s cock any more than she’d been addicted to mine. Candy just wasn’t  wired  that  way,  and  besides,  I  didn’t  care,  I  just  wanted  to hold my wife. 

My heart was aching, and my stomach was rumbling at the same time. I thought of pulling over to throw up. Instead, I took a pull from the almost empty bottle. The vodka burned my throat and upset my stomach even more. 

The parking lot was only about half full of pickup trucks, and still I had to wait in line to get in. I kept my eyes on the floor as I shuffled along  behind  men  wearing  dirty  jeans  and  work  boots.  The  line  of men  grew  impatient  as  we  heard  loud  noises  of  men  grunting  and women squealing. 

Before reaching the box office, Michael grabbed me by the bicep, and I was jerked out of line. “Come with me.” 

I sensed the men waiting were watching us, but my eyes weren’t focusing well. In the main room a pair of women’s legs poked out of every  porthole.  Each  had  a  line  of  men  waiting  their  turn.  Only  the hole set high at eye level was empty. 

I  kept  my  hands  in  my  pockets  to  hide  my  bulge  and  followed Michael. 

Chapter 21 - Candy



Vlad  finally  let  me  shower  and  sleep;  washing  myself  was  part agony  and  part  rapture.  My  folds  were  spread,  seemingly permanently, by the width of Vlad’s cock. My bud was still humming with excitement. Even though I’d had too many orgasms to count, I wanted more of them. 

My pussy was still producing an incredible flow of lubrication. We’d been  at  it  for  so  long  I  was  thirsty.  I  was  playing  with  myself  when Vlad jerked the shower door open. 

“You still playing with yourself, slut?” 

“Yes.” I looked up at his handsome face and felt guilty about Doug. 

Our  marriage  was  probably  over,  and  I  wanted  to  grieve  over  its passing, but I couldn’t get past the heat I was feeling. Seeing Vlad standing  shirtless  in  the  shower  door  caused  me  to  have  another wave of longing. I wanted him to look at my naked body while I ran a finger over his tattoos. 

I couldn’t take my eyes off him as he drove us along county roads, coming  at  last  to  a  rickety  looking  old  wooden  building  with  all  the windows  covered  and  a  sign  reading  ‘Book  Store.’  Vlad  pulled around to the rear and parked in a spot marked ‘reserved.’

“You’re mine, aren’t you?” he asked me. I didn’t know what to say. 

I was his for the moment, but I missed my husband. Vlad glared at me; his eyes narrowed. 

“Of course, I’m yours, Vlad. I’ll do anything for you.” 

Vlad  smiled  but  the  smile  didn’t  reach  his  eyes.  “Your  cunt  is mine.” 

“I hate that word.” 

His hand moved too fast to see. He didn’t hit me, he just swung his hand past my face, just missing my nose. I flinched as the wash of air hit me. 

“Get used to it because it’s a word you’ll be answering to. Do you understand me, cunt?” 

“Yes,  Vlad,”  I  was  afraid  of  him,  and  yet  even  more  attracted  to him. “Anything. My… my cunt is yours.” 

“Better.”  This  time  a  smile  of  triumph  reached  his  eyes,  and  my relief was palpable. 

I followed him into a room, set up with a few chairs, a table, and a small  folding  bed.  Two  naked  women  were  smoking  and  relaxing when  Vlad  walked  in.  They  immediately  sprang  to  their  feet  and stood, their hands behind their backs and their heads down. I heard a lot of noise coming from the front of the building. Men shouted and women yelped. 

“How are you doing, girls?” Vlad asked. 

Both mumbled in the affirmative. 

“Did you both work this morning?” he asked. 

Again, both mumbled in the affirmative, and smiled. 

“How many men, Judy?” he asked. 

“I  lost  count,  sir.  I  was  only  out  there  for  an  hour.  So,  maybe,  I don’t know, ten or twelve?” 

“You were fucked by twelve men in one hour?” Vlad asked. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Was it the same for you, Natalie?” 

“I was there a little longer, so I had more men. It’s hard not to cum, sir. Even if they’re not very good, there are so many…” 

“The  girls  rotate,  Candy.  Judy  and  Natalie  are  resting  before working the blow holes,” Vlad explained. “Who’s working the “see a pussy,” position?” 

“Nobody, sir, but I’ll work it,” Judy volunteered. 

“Thank you, Judy. Your cunt’s not too sore?” 

Judy blanched at the word, but still answered. “No sir. My …cu…

cu …cunt’s … just fine. I just need to clean myself.” 

Chapter 22 - Doug



I  recognized  my  wife.  Michael  had  pushed  me  in  front  of  the porthole cut high on the wall, just below my head. No one else was there, and when Candy’s legs and pussy came through, I recognized her immediately. Michael used her ankles to pull her through to her waist, before spreading her legs one at a time. Velcro straps around each thigh anchored her in place. 

“Eat her,” Michael pushed me so hard my face was buried in my wife’s honeypot. She was swollen, red rimmed, and very wet. I heard her moan at the contact of my face against her flesh. 

Candy had never reacted much in the past when I’d gone down on her. This time when I licked her hard little nub she cried loudly and tried to lift her hips to force her pussy into my face. 

For the first time, my wife was encouraging me to eat her, and she was rewarding me for what I was doing. I started at her asshole and worked  upward,  taking  my  time,  and  when  she  reacted  strongly,  I worked  on  her  clitoris  and  sucked  her  labia  and  clit  deeply  into  my mouth while Candy wailed. 

“Yes, oh shit. Hard… harder,” I licked her clitoris while sucking her deep. 

“Yes… yes… now,” I didn’t stop when she came. 

I felt a tap on my back. “Time’s up, dude. Let someone else have a turn.” 

A  huge  guy,  his  black  beard  almost  obscuring  his  face  with  his trucker hat on backward, wanted to eat my wife. I stepped away after giving Candy one last kiss and telling her I’d be back. 

The mountain man didn’t just dive in, face first. He used his fingers to  explore  her  pussy,  as  though  he  hadn’t  seen  one  before.  My Candy  still  seemed  to  enjoy  it,  yelping  when  he  put  his  mouth  and beard against her clitoris. 

Michael  pulled  me  into  a  corner,  so  we  were  standing  in  line behind  guys  waiting  against  the  wall  with  no  women  visible.  “Stay here until I get you. Unless you’d like a blow job,” he pointed toward the holes in the wall with his chin. I was in line for a blow hole. 

I shuffled forward as the line moved, never losing sight of the men exploring  my  wife’s  now  dripping  sex.  I  was  surprised,  but  not shocked,  to  see  Mary  Beth  climb  a  short  ladder  to  take  her  place between my wife’s thighs. She seemed able to transport my wife to a place  beyond  where  she’d  ever  been  before.  My  cock  jolted  in pleasure at Candy’s loud cries as Mary Beth ate her center. 

I  reached  the  head  of  the  line  and  faced  a  blow  hole  cut  in  the plywood wall and outlined in black electrician’s tape. I stuck my hard member through, and I immediately realized the purpose of the tape. 

It protected my hard-on from touching the splintered wood. 

I  also  felt  my  cock  sucked  into  a  woman’s  soft  mouth.  Crap,  she was good at her job. I was truly aroused. Her tongue whipped at the bundle of nerve at the top of my shaft, under the mushroom shaped head, while her soft feminine hand pumped my shaft. I could feel the vibrations  of  her  moans  invading  my  body.  I  tried  to  distract  myself by  looking  at  her  picture  taped  to  the  wall  in  front  of  me.  She  was pretty, so that didn’t help. 

I pulled back slightly, and she immediately understood to shift her focus  to  my  balls.  Lacking  the  sensitivity  of  my  cock,  I  could  enjoy what she was doing without fear of cumming. 

Chapter 23 – Candy



I climbed up to lie on a cushioned half bed before sticking my legs through  a  large  hole  lined  with  rubber  flaps.  My  ankles  were immediately grabbed by strong hands and I was pulled out until the rubber flaps were even with my belly button. The same strong hands spread  me  wide  and  wrapped  something  around  my  thighs,  just above my knees, to keep me spread. 

I thought I recognized the first man. The way he sucked my clitoris and hood felt familiar. Doug couldn’t be here, could he? 

I  felt  an  adrenaline  rush  to  my  brain.  The  pulsing  extended  from my pussy through my body making it scream for relief. Like a good sneeze, only a thousand times better. 

After my first hard orgasm, I could picture Doug between my legs and  I  was  sure  he’d  recognize  me,  too.  My  tension  fled;  it  was  my husband eating me. 

Then  he  was  replaced  by  a  different  tongue.  A  man  with  a  giant soft beard was going at me like he was starving. I wanted to scream, 

‘bring  my  husband  back,’  instead  I  cried  from  the  pleasure  he  was giving  me.  The  bearded  man  wasn’t  shy.  He  pushed  two  callused hands through the strips of rubber and grabbed my boobs. I wasn’t accustomed  to  being  handled  so  aggressively  and  I  would  have protested, except his rough handling caused another wave of desire from my nipples straight to my clit. 

I  lost  track  of  the  men  who  licked,  kissed,  or  just  examined  my pussy. The men who just wanted to look held a certain fascination for me. They were charming, in their way, pulling my labia this way and that, so they could get the best look, I suppose. 

I didn’t understand what they found so interesting. More than one of them were jerking as he examined me. I took it to mean they were playing with themselves, excited by being so close to a vulva. 

One  of  them,  unexpectedly,  really  knew  what  to  do.  With  a  soft mouth he sucked my clit just the way I like it, while at the same time, easing a finger into my vagina and rubbing the roof as if pushing my clit further into her mouth.  Her, I was being eaten by another woman! 

She  didn’t  stop  when  I  came.  After  a  short  break  she  was  right back at me. 

“Stop, please. I can’t take anymore,” I begged. 

“I  have  a  secret,”  Mary  Beth’s  voice  was  gentle.  I  could  only  just hear her over the noise the men were making and the country music coming from the speakers. 

“Mary Beth, please you’re too good,” she was keeping me close. I was almost there, but she wouldn’t let me cum again. 

“I’ve  always  wanted  to  go  down  on  another  woman,”  she  licked and nibbled me some more. “This is the first time I could do it.” 

“You’re  so  good,”  she  stopped,  and  I  realized  how  much  I  was enjoying her mouth. “Please don’t stop.” 

“Do you really think I’m good at this? Because I always wanted to

…fuck,  you  Candy.  You’re  my  fantasy  woman.”  She  sucked  my  clit deeply into her mouth. I wanted Mary Beth. 

“Ohgodohgodohgod,” I came, screaming in pleasure. 

I wanted to see her, I wanted to kiss her, but the ladder she’d been on was moved and her place was taken by my husband. My guess was confirmed when he softly said: “I’ll take care of you, Candy.” 

After that, I spent an hour giving blow jobs like it was not unusual for men to stick their erections through a hole framed in black tape, for  a  woman  they  couldn’t  see,  to  get  them  off.  The  first  dick belonged to my husband. 

I gave Doug the best head I’d ever given. I kissed him and licked him.  I  moaned  in  appreciation  and  love.  I  didn’t  try  to  hurry  him along, as the other girls were doing. 

“Come on man, what’s taking so fucking long?” It sounded like the voice  might  have  belonged  to  my  bearded  fan.  I  worked  faster,  but before  my  husband  could  shoot  his  load,  he  was  suddenly  pulled away and I heard Michael’s voice. 

“Don’t  blow  your  fucking  wad  yet.  You  need  to  save  it  for  later.” 

What was happening later? 

I understood the need for the ceramic bowls next to each station. 

The first time a customer came in my mouth I spit it into a bowl and earned a smile from the girl next to me. 

“That’s how we do it, honey,” she said before returning to work. 

Except  for  the  ache  in  my  jaw,  I  liked  working  the  blow  holes.  I could see, and even talk, with the other girls. There were stools, with backs, to sit on and grab bars on the wall for us to hold if we needed them, it was comfortable. Then Michael came in and switched me to a  new  blow  hole,  an  extra-large  one.  Just  like  that  I  could  see  out into the main room. Men were looking in at me. 

There  was  a  skirmish  as  men  pushed  and  shoved  each  other  to get  to  my  extra-large  hole,  but  they  stopped  dead  when  Michael stepped  in  to  block  my  view.  When  he  stepped  aside,  a  smooth woman’s ass filled the hole. I sat frozen, not knowing what to do. 

“Come  on  Candy,  I  took  care  of  you.  Now  it’s  your  turn,”  I recognized Mary Beth’s voice immediately. 

“Mary Beth?” I whispered. 

“Please  Candy.  Just  do  what  I  did,”  Mary  Beth  sounded  like  she was begging. “But, if you don’t want to, I understand.” 

Mary Beth started to pull away, but I put my hand on her ass and whispered. “No, I did …I mean …I’ll do it.” 

My  first  lick  of  her  clitoris  was  tentative.  She  was  very  wet;  her vagina  was  blowing  little  bubbles  of  honey.  I  couldn’t  imagine  what she’d taste like and I was ready to be revolted. I made my tongue flat and ran it over her nob. She moaned, and all I tasted was something salty. It wasn’t revolting at all. In fact, it was rather nice. 

I  licked  her  some  more,  this  time  sucking  on  her  labia.  I  was getting excited. I never would have thought I’d get turned on eating another  woman.  Her  taste  was  stronger  near  the  entrance  to  her vagina, and when I licked her there her moans grew louder. I stuck my tongue inside her and she pushed herself into my face. 

Her  asshole  didn’t  taste  of  anything  and  she  loved  what  I  was doing. After a short while I returned to her clit. When I sucked it into my mouth and licked her at the same time, she came. 

The men applauded as she pulled up her pants. I was surprised to discover, when Michael pulled me away from the oversized hole, I’d been wildly masturbating. 

Chapter 24 – Vladimir



The cameras were capturing every move Doug and his wife made. 

I found myself liking the way Candy was giving head behind a blow hole.  When  she’d  first  joined  me,  she  might  have  been  the  worse cocksucker I’d ever encountered. 

I’d had to teach her how to handle a cock like it wasn’t a crank she could jerk up and down for a reward. I’d taught her how to use her mouth  and  wet  fist,  in  unison,  to  simulate  the  feel  of  a  cunt  while using her tongue to lick the most sensitive place on a man’s body. 

Now  Candy  was  giving  head  like  a  pro.  Which  was  appropriate since she was a whore. Candy was enthusiastically using her tongue to bathe a small cock as I watched. I understood why the man was in my  establishment.  His  cock  was  the  size  of  my  little  finger,  making him nearly useless to any woman. The only one he could satisfy was himself. 

Candy had his tiny cock in her mouth, down to his balls. She was swallowing and judging by the way her face moved, she was using her tongue on him. The guy looked like he might die when he came. 

It had happened before inside my establishment, but I didn’t want it to happen again. Even though word of it had turned out to be good for business. 

Another cock was waving through the porthole, trying hard to get her attention. I left my office and stood next to her so I could push the  excited  cock  out  of  the  way  and  close  the  wood  flap  over  the hole. I knew Michael was watching closely, the customer would have to join another line. 

I  stroked  Candy’s  hair.  “You’ve  become  a  good  little  cocksucker.” 

She purred in response. 

“Sir, could we… would you… I mean, I’m really ready.” 

“Your husband’s here; wouldn’t you rather fuck him?” I was sure of the response I’d get. 

“Maybe  later,”  she  had  wrapped  her  naked  leg  around  mine  and was humping me as she spoke. A wet mark appeared on the cuff of my pants. I hate when whores dirty my pants. 

“Get  the  fuck  off  my  leg,”  I  kicked  out  at  her  and  connected  with her cunt. 

Candy cowered with a shocked whimper. The other girls watched us  out  of  the  corner  of  their  eyes.  The  cocks  in  their  mouths forgotten. “This doesn’t concern any of you, get back to work.” 

Candy crawled back to me. I hadn’t meant to hurt her, just to get her off my leg. She was like a dog in heat. 

“I’m sorry, sir. I’m just so horny.” 

“Go in the backroom and prepare for me,” I ordered. 

“Get a group of our guys together,” I told Michael. “Tell them there will be a special in the back.” 

Michael  nodded  once  and  went  to  work.  Before  long  they  were lined up to use the restroom sink for a ‘whore’s bath.’

I gave Candy time to clean herself and to brush her teeth before taking her to the same room at the back of the club. It was a room I occasionally used to talk to some of my men, or to work. Once there, I opened a small, specially equipped, folding bed. 

Fifteen  men  were  waiting  in  a  corner  when  I  walked  a  naked Candy  into  the  room.  Doug  stood  next  to  Michael,  a  puzzled expression  on  his  face,  until  he  saw  his  wife.  Even  with  everything that had happened, Candy tried to run to him. I stopped her. 

“You’re still mine, Candy.” I stood behind her, my arm around her waist,  one  hand  squeezing  her  breast,  holding  her  so  her  ass pressed  against  my  shaft.  Candy  stopped  struggling  and  pushed back against me, still staring at her husband, her mouth hanging half open. 

Doug wasn’t even trying to hide his hard-on. The poor dumb shit. 

Candy  shouldn’t  have  tried  to  get  to  him.  I  was  going  to  make  her pay now. 

Chapter 25 – Doug



My erection would not subside. I watched Candy’s blow hole until it was  suddenly  closed,  and  a  guy’s  hard  dick  was  pushed  out.  The guy  shuffled  to  another  line  bitching  about  losing  his  turn,  until Michael  whispered  something  in  his  ear  and  handed  him  a  small piece of paper, a ticket. 

I felt lost, my last connection to my wife had gone when the blow hole had been closed. My heart felt leaden, as though it had seized up. At least when I’d been eating her, I’d put my feelings for her into what  I  was  doing.  I’d  been  rewarded  when  she  orgasmed.  I  didn’t want  to  lose  physical  contact  with  her,  but  I’d  been  rather  forcibly reminded others were waiting their turn with my wife. 

Michael’s men were walking down the hallway toward the room by the  backdoor,  and  he  roughly  pushed  me  to  follow.  When  we  got there, the room held a folding bed that had been set up with a large quilt spread. The men all congregated in one corner, but Michael led me away from them. 

The men were part of the Banda and they knew what to do, most had their pants off and their cocks in their hands, making themselves hard.  I  didn’t  mean  to  stare,  but  I  guess  I  did.  Most  were  normal sized except one skinny guy with a fat, uncircumcised cock. It looked like a soup can, except it tapered at the end, like any other dick. 

The  guys  had  all  been  wearing  blue  jeans,  some  of  them  filthy. 

They all had either beards or scruff, and most were tattooed. Some were more heavily tattooed with Russian markings like Vlad’s. 

“What’s  up?”  The  heavily  tattooed  guy  asked  Michael.  He  had  a Russian accent and I guessed he enjoyed high status. 

“Something special, Igor.” Was his name really Igor! 

“What do you think, buddy?” He asked me. It came out sounding like: “What you tink, bobby?” 

“I  don’t  know  what  to  think,”  my  hands  were  shaking uncontrollably. I tried to hide them in my pockets or behind my back. 

“I’m  really  horny,  I  hope  it’s  a  good  surprise  from  the  boss  …oh shit, look at her.” 

I’d been staring at the floor. I started moving toward Candy before I had time to think. I’d taken one step when Michael stopped me. Vlad held back my naked wife. 

“Your  wife?  Nice,  very  nice,”  Igor’s  cock  was  short  but  thick.  His fist  was  wrapped  around  it  now,  pumping  to  make  it  hard.  “Good surprise, boss.” 

“Gentlemen,  we  promised  you  something  special,  and  here  she is,” Vlad was holding Candy in front of himself. “We’re going to have a gangbang, isn’t this what you want, Candy?” 

Candy seemed to be searching for me in the crowd. “I don’t know, I think so. If it’s for you, Vlad.” 

“Good girl, Candy. Look at all those men waiting for you. Don’t you want these men to want you?” 

“Yes,” my wife didn’t look so eager. 

“Guys, form a line, with Doug at the rear.” 

Michael laughed and talked to the guys as they formed up. Some were  standing  and  a  few  had  pulled  up  chairs.  Michael  moved  the skinny guy with the soup can dick to the front of the line, he’d go first. 

I didn’t want to be in a line to gangbang my own wife and turned to leave. Heartbroken. There was nothing I could do to save her. 

“Don’t  be  an  idiot,  shit-for-brains,”  Michael  hissed.  “Who  do  you want your wife to see last? Maybe Vlad or me?” 

A guy had overheard Michael talking to me. “She’s your wife? Oh man. This has gotta hurt.” 

Candy lay on her back with a pillow under her head and her eyes fixed on me. “Doug. Please, come here.” 

Michael escorted me past the waiting men, and I knelt next to the bed. My wife smiled and held out her hand for me to hold. “You went first when I was on display?” 

“Yes,” my eyes felt wet. I didn’t want this for my wife. I wanted to take her home, but my cock was hard, and jumped with every beat of my heart. 

“Do you still love me?” 

“Of course, I love you. More than ever.” 

“Will you still love after all these men …fu …fuck me?” Her eyes flicked down the line of mobsters. 

“Yes.” 

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

“How do you know?” I was kissing her hand. I kissed her wedding rings. 

“Because you have a hard-on,” she smiled brightly at me. “Do you want to know another secret?” 

“Yes,” she caressed my face with the hand I’d been kissing. 

“I can’t wait for it to start. Stay here with me.” 

The skinny dude coated his fat hard-on soup can sized cock with lubrication and plunged into her pussy. Candy closed her eyes tightly and squeezed my hand, hard. Her pussy was spread wide, and air rushed from her lungs in a long groan. It took several ins and outs to work his cock all the way inside her, and all the while Candy looked at me and squeezed my hand. Her eyes grew wide and she bit her lower lip. She was panting rapidly when he began fucking her hard and fast, his butt flexing. My wife wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist. My hand fell to my aching cock. 

“Oh god, oh ...oh… oh,” in rhythm with his thrusts. My wife tried to keep her eyes on me, but she had to close them and concentrate on the sensations when he came. 

He  was  moved  out  of  the  way,  his  cock  still  dripping,  for  the second guy. When it was the third guy’s turn, he lifted my wife onto her  hands  and  knees  and  fucked  her  from  the  rear.  Candy’s  head was flat on the bed, turned to look at me, but I don’t know if she was really  seeing  me.  What  I  saw  was  a  woman  lost  to  seemingly endless pleasure. 

The fourth guy kept my wife on her hands and knees and shoved his  long,  skinny  cock  into  Candy’s  asshole.  She  gasped  and squeezed  my  hand  so  hard  I  was  afraid  she’d  break  something.  It was  a  first  for  my  wife  and  she  howled  in  protest  until  the  fifth  guy crawled under her and worked his dick into my wife’s pussy, so they could fuck her at the same time. 

My wife seemed to lose what remained of her sanity. “Two cocks

…Doug …fucking me … so good.” She was looking directly at me, but her eyes had a glazed, faraway look. I dropped my hard-on, not wanting to cum. 

At that moment I wanted to shove my cock into her mouth, but the next  man  in  line  beat  me  to  it.  Candy  was  being  jerked  around  so

violently she couldn’t do him much good. 

“You  her  husband,  man?”  the  skinny  guy  with  the  soup  can  cock asked  me.  “She  a  great  piece  o’  ass.  This  must  hurt,  watching  her fuck these guys. I mean, look at her, man. She into it, she seriously into it, dude.” 

I was staggered by what was happening, a whole army of men had fucked  my  wife.  Candy  seemed  ready  for  each  new  cock,  eagerly opening her legs. She held my hand and whispered that she loved me even as she came with another guy. 

When Vlad knelt between her legs, my wife watched him with huge eyes. She not only spread her thighs, but she dropped my hand and used  her  thumbs  to  spread  her  labia  apart,  exposing  a  stream  of white sperm running out of her pussy and asshole. 

When  Vlad  pierced  her  pussy,  she  was  spread  far  wider  than  I’d have  thought  possible.  She  growled  like  an  animal,  and  after  his cock  disappeared  inside  her,  Candy  fucked  back  at  him,  her  arms and legs wrapped around his huge tattooed body. She was a beast now;  a  monster  had  been  released  inside  her.  My  wife  opened  her mouth and howled with each savage thrust of his hips. 

“More…  faster,”  she  repeated  as  she  concentrated  on  the pleasures going through her body. 

Her  pussy  was  pulled  inside  out.  Her  eyes  were  slits  when  she looked  at  me  again.  Her  pussy  convulsed.  I  wanted  to  hold  her lurching body close. 

Vlad moved her onto her hands and knees and fucked my wife so hard  and  so  fast  he  pushed  her  toward  the  edge  of  the  bed.  The entire time she looked at me and her mouth hung open. 

Her  body  quivered  with  the  force  of  his  hammering,  giving  her what  might  have  been  a  long,  continuous  orgasm.  The  sound coming  from  her  mouth  was  a  long,  loud,  moan  sounding  like  my name. 

 DDDDOOOOUUUGGG. 

My cock throbbed wildly at the sight and sounds, the only woman I could ever love was being roughly fucked by a Russian giant. 

The  muscles  in  Vlad’s  arms  and  upper  body  strained,  as  though he  were  lifting  a  heavy  weight.  The  muscles  in  his  thighs  popped

from the force of the blows to my wife’s pussy. 

Candy’s words became clearer to me. 

“Cumming… Doug… sorry… so good… can’t help it…” 

He’d pushed her upper body off the bed, and it looked like she was crawling toward me. The guys standing behind and around me were stroking  their  revived  erections.  My  cock  was  dripping  a  steady stream of pre-cum to the floor. 

“He might kill her with that thing,” a guy standing behind me joked. 

No one laughed. “Look at her, dude. It’s like she’s trying to crawl to you.” 

It did look like Candy was crawling to me, bringing Vlad along with her; his ass still flexing rapidly with his repeated thrusts. Only a foot from me, Vlad pulled her up by her hips, his feet flat on the floor, his knees bent, and shot his cum into my wife. 

I  could  see  his  balls  contract  with  each  powerful  blast.  I  couldn’t imagine  what  it  felt  like  to  my  wife  to  feel  his  massive  cock  jerk powerfully  deep  inside,  flooding  her  with  scalding  hot  cum.  I  knew she was unprotected and any of the uncountable sperm she’d taken could make her pregnant. 

Her eyes seemed to protrude as she came in response to Vlad’s rapidly jerking balls. Her orgasm didn’t stop, it just short-circuited her mind.  Her  eyes  rolled  back  until  only  whites  showed,  her  tongue hung from her open mouth. Finally, she seemed to have passed out, and Vlad slid off her and laid her down, on her belly, on the floor. The strength seemed to have left her body. 

“You got your contract,” I said, shaking his hand. Candy’s body lay beneath us, the front of my pants were stiff with dried cum. 

“You got the wife you always wanted. She’s broken in for you now, a genuine hotwife. If there’s anything further I can do to help you with her, just let me know,” Vlad answered. 

“About Abraham,” I said. 

“He’s fine,” Vlad was smirking again. “I came to an understanding with the horny old goat. He’s having the time of his life.” 

I didn’t ask anything more. I believed Vlad that Abraham was still alive. That was all that mattered. 

I  tried  to  fasten  my  jeans  with  trembling  hands.  Candy  moaned when  four  of  the  guys,  at  Vlad’s  direction,  picked  up  her  spasming body and carried her to my truck. I threw an old blanket over her for the  ride  home.  Within  minutes  the  blanket  fell  into  the  footwell  and Candy  put  her  head  on  my  lap.  We  finished  the  drive  with  my completely naked wife sucking peacefully on my cock. 

Candy’s legs were almost too rubbery to work as I helped her walk to our apartment. “I love you, Doug.” She groaned. “But Vlad said I had to fuck those guys.” 

“I  love  you  too,  Candy.  You’re  through  for  the  night.  Vlad’s  says you’re all broken in.” 

“That  woman  said  she  wanted  more  of  me.”  I’d  worn  my  clothes into the shower with her, and now I was as wet as she was. 

“You  want  to  eat  Mary  Beth’s  pussy,  again?”  I  asked  while scrubbing between Candy’s legs. 

“That  was  the  Mary  Beth  you  work  with?”  I  struggled  with  my shower wet clothes so I could put my wife to bed. 

“She’s the woman who went down on you.” Candy was mostly dry and using my support to get into bed. “And the woman you ate.” 

“I know her, I want to fuck her. Can I fuck her, Doug?” 

My wife’s pussy was still contracting. Her clit seemed to throb. 

“Yes, you can even spend a night with her.” 

“Oh, Doug. I love you. Now can I be your hotwife?” Candy’s arms were  around  my  neck,  pulling  me  down  on  top  of  her.  My  erection met no resistance when it pushed inside her still dripping pussy. Her face grew momentarily serious. “But only with Vlad or Michael. And maybe …you know, the guys at the whorehouse.” 

“Of course,” my wife was stretched too much for me to feel her. It never really mattered. 

 



Other Hotwife Books by Thomas Roberts





I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost! 

Book 1 of “I Bet My Hotwife” 



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

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

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





I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost Again! 

Book 2 of “I Bet My Hotwife” 



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

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



 

I Bet My Hotwife… and Finally Won! 

Book 3 of “I Bet My Hotwife” 



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





Katie’s Hotwife Awakening

Book 1 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures” 



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

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





Katie’s Hotwife Reawakening

Book 2 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures” 



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

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





Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story



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

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





A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal



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

and then participate! 





Brianna's Hotwife Offering



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





Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife

 

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

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





Sex Addict Hotwife



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





A BBC Bull’s Tale



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





My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures



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

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

He’s particularly fascinated with hotwife movies, and he won’t stop

pushing until he can watch her having screaming hot sex with a massive BBC bull! Will she give in to his perverse desires? Does she really have any choice? 





Hotwife Lexi Takes the Challenge

Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge” 



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

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





Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge

Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge” 



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

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





Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker Gangbang

Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge” 



Hotwife Lexi is at it again when her sexy BBC lover takes her in exciting new ways that leave her dazzled with raw passion. But her eager cuckold husband wants to give her even more excitement and arranges for her favorite rock band to gangbang her backstage! Lexi

even seduces a young lesbian virgin into her erotic lifestyle. How much lusty sex can even horny Lexi handle? 





My Smutty Hotwife Confessions



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





My Illicit Hotwife Gangbang



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





Naughty BBC Hotwife Adventures #1



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





Hotwife Voyeur Resort

Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort” 



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



The Sybian Explosion

Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort” 



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





Billionaire’s Reluctant Hotwife

Book 1 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife” 



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

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





Billionaire’s Captive Hotwife Book 2 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife” 



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





Billionaire’s Defiant Hotwife

Book 3 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife” 



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





The Hotwife Hooker: A Hotwife Fairytale



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

Instead of meeting him as planned, why has she taken off with three huge black men? 





Truth or Dare

Book 3 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort” 



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





Hotwife Karina: Shared



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





Seduced by Her Husband’s Bullying Boss



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





Corrupting The Innocent Bride



Emily’s bachelorette party gets a whole lot wilder than anyone expected, especially her fiancé! Sure, they'd shared their mutual

fantasies about her being taken hard and unprotected by multiple men while he watched. But they never really expected it to happen…

did they? Then the sexy Las Vegas strippers arrive, and all hell breaks loose! Will their love survive? 





The Ambitious Hotwife Newscaster



We know who Savana is--we’ve all seen her on cable news. She’s beautiful, single, and smart. Her voice alone could seduce almost any man. But few people know she’s actually a married hotwife. 

Even fewer people know her husband watches over the internet as she’s taken hard by both sexes. She’s sexy, famous, and available, but all she really wants is the man she married. 





My Stripper Hotwife



He heard clothing being stripped off, and his wife moaning. 

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



Hotwife Brittany: Ravished in the Jungle



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



Please visit my blog for even more fun at

https://thomasrobertsauthor.com

Don’t forget to leave a review! 
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