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

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

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

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

But if you are looking for a fun and dirty read. Then this is it.
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Chapter 1
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Brad’s Story

I have to admit that I’m addicted, if that’s the right word, to pornography. But, not just any porn, I’m only interested in hotwife and cuckold stories and books. Sometimes, I’m able to find videos or movies that are said to show a hotwife being watched by her husband as she’s fucked by another man.

I’m generally suspicious of these, but some are good enough to appeal to me, whether they're real or not. Usually, when I’m reading or watching a movie, I imagine that the woman is my wife, Isabella. Nothing gets me harder, faster than picturing Isabella as a hotwife. I’ll be reading a well-crafted hotwife story, picturing the action as I read, with my wife as the woman. It’s her face that I see, as well as her body, and most of all, it’s her voice I hear.

When that happens, I’ll become a gooner—taking myself as close to orgasm as I dare before stopping and waiting to do it all over again. If I finally allow myself to finish, it will be as I read and picture Isabella reaching an overwhelming orgasm with the other man.

Just to be clear, this isn’t a substitute for sex with my wife. I love Isabella, and we have a wonderful love life. Isabella is beautiful and definitely out of my league in looks, brains, and personality. She’s fun and fantastic with people. My wife is a smiling—happy person who is a joy to be around. She’s caring and thoughtful, a well-liked member of our community.

Isabella works in the accounting department of a large car dealership. Due to her attractive appearance and engaging personality, the vice president of the sales division has been encouraging her to switch departments. Rather than being hidden back in accounting, he’d like her to be in the front of the house, greeting potential customers and selling cars.

He's right, of course, Isabella would be great at that and would probably make a lot more money. We’ve discussed it more than once, and Isabella feels that to sell a lot of cars, it's sometimes necessary to be less than completely honest. One example she gives is going to the sales manager to see about getting a better price for a customer, only to spend ten minutes gabbing with him about the local football team.

She’s afraid of giving up a regular paycheck for a gamble on commissions, doing something she’s uncomfortable doing. As often as Isabella has turned down the opportunity, it hasn’t stopped Cliff, the sales vice president, from continuing to ask her to join his division.

I work construction, and the less said about that, the better. Together, we lead a comfortable life in a nice house in a desirable part of the city. We don’t have children yet. Isabella and I decided to wait a few more years, but years have a way of slipping by, and we probably should revisit that decision. Secretly, I think Isabella has already revisited it and would kind of, sort of, like to get pregnant.

There have been a few times when Isabella has come home from work flustered because somebody, usually a customer, has made a pass at her. Is that still a thing? Making a pass? Last week, one of the new salesmen, Gary, a young, good-looking guy, according to Isabella, came into the supply room with her and tried to corner her. I pictured my beautiful, smiling wife holding him off as he put his arm around her. He’d held her ass with one hand and tried to kiss her.

As she described the scene to me, we were both sitting on our couch. I had been smoking a joint I’d rolled, and as she talked, I crossed my legs to hide my growing erection. Isabella had kicked off her shoes, so she could sit sideways on the sofa with her bare feet in my lap.

“Are you getting a hard-on?” she asked, reaching for my cock with her toes, as she finished off my joint.

“A little,” I admitted. Weed always made us horny, as well as hungry.

“Is my story turning you on?” Isabella was already high.

“Nothing happened,” I countered. “Why should I  be turned on?”

“What if I told you he put his hand on my boob, and my nipple was hard?”

“Did he?” I asked, my cock reached full erection as my wife stroked it with her bare toes. I dreamed of Isabella becoming a hotwife, and I sensed that time was running out.

“Would you like it if he had?”

“Maybe, I don’t know, it’s confusing,” I confessed, rolling another for the two of us.

“What if it excited me?” Isabella wanted to know. “What if it made my pussy wet?

“Oh, god,” I should never have edged before Isabella came home.

This sort of talk was not like Isabella; my wife enjoyed sex, but she wasn’t usually the aggressor. I was almost always the one to initiate lovemaking, except when Isabella was ovulating. I’d noticed as we grew older that her hormones seemed more active. It was though her body was demanding, “I want a baby! Time is running out, give me a baby!”

Isabella was smiling as she gathered herself and stood, and we looked at each other. Behind her smile, I thought I could hear those hormones whispering to her.

Then she looked at the erection outlined in my pants, and her smile faltered as her pink tongue peeked out and she licked her lips. She took the joint from my hands, along with a book of matches, and walked toward the stairs to our bedroom.

~~~
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“Something’s wrong with me, Brad,” my wife said as she lay on her back with the sheet pulled up to just below her breasts. I’d given her everything I had, but I’d been so turned on by all the edging I’d done that I let her down when I came too early. I knew she’d been into it when we started; her pussy had been very wet, and my cock was sending incredible messages to my brain. I could feel her pussy massaging me as I fucked her. True, I came before I was ready, but I hoped my orgasm had triggered hers.

“What could possibly be wrong with you?” It was usually a bad sign when Isabella used my first name.

“It’s probably nothing,” Isabella said, blowing me off as she got out of bed. “Just an age thing.”

I followed her into the bathroom. “What kind of things?”

––––––––
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Isabella’s Story

I didn’t care for Brad following me into the bathroom. I’ve always thought of it as a private place and wasn’t used to sharing it. But there he was, standing in front of me as I sat on the toilet, his cock flaccid and dripping on the floor at my feet.

We’d just made love for a few minutes. I hadn’t orgasmed, but Brad certainly had. He’d pumped an enormous amount of sperm in me, and it had felt terrific. I loved the feel of his cock throbbing inside me and hot cum flooding my pussy. I’d hoped that he might even set me off, but it hadn’t.

But I’m not complaining. I love Brad, and if these were the only things wrong, then I’m a lucky woman. I’m uncomfortable discussing these topics, but here goes. In my entire life, I’ve only orgasmed a limited number of times, and I was usually taking care of myself when I did. I don’t think I’m unusual; in fact, I think most women are more successful when they do things while they’re alone.

Besides all this, sex is only one small part of a long, busy life. There are more important ways to judge a happy marriage, I think. Brad is a good man; he treats me like a princess, and I know he’s deeply in love with me. What’s more important than that?

Even without “earth-shattering orgasms,” I love the closeness we have and the deep intimacy with another human. I think that’s what life is all about.

On another topic, I don’t know what to do about work at the dealership. I love my job, and I adore J.B. Bennet, the owner, but some of those horny young salesmen he hires are wearing me down. That story I told my husband was not only true, but much worse than I led him to believe. Charles, Mr. Bennet’s son, went much further. He didn’t caress my butt through my dress, like I told Brad. Charles put his hand under my dress and under my panties! I was on the phone, so there was nothing I could do but stand there as he caressed my naked butt. Charles even went a little further and cupped my pussy with his hand, as I felt my knees grow weak, and more wetness coated his hand.

Lately, I’ve been uneasy and frustrated for at least a few weeks every month. I’ve never felt like this before, at least not regularly. It’s hard to describe, but it’s like my entire vulva is on fire, and I only want a man to rip my clothes off me, like in a trashy novel, and take me with his big thing. I sound like a cheap whore, and this is not who I am.

These feelings only last for a week or two, but that’s how I was feeling today when Charles caressed my pussy. Every time his hand came between my legs, I wanted to spread wide and let him have his way with me. I was dying inside, hoping he’d go for it and touch me there, but scared out of my wits that he’d do it, and find out how wet I was.

It was for the best when his father came in, and Charles had to quickly pull his hand out from under my dress. He’s a complete ass, but Charles is so impossibly good-looking that he can have nearly any woman he wants. I don’t understand why he’s always gone after me!

That night, Brad and I watched TV together and talked about unimportant things until it was time for bed. Before turning off the lights, Brad, who always sleeps naked, hugged me. I was wearing a light pair of women’s pajamas, and my fire was lit again when I felt my husband’s penis press against me. He wasn’t fully erect, and Brad doesn’t seem large, not that I have a lot of experience, but he was large enough. 

When I was sure Brad was asleep, I slipped my hand into my bottoms and pressed my finger against the little button that always feels so good. I was dripping wet, and once I touched myself, I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to wake my husband, but I knew sleep for me was out of the question, so I crept out of bed and into our bathroom. 

I felt so guilty sitting on the toilet and playing with myself that I wasn’t able to climax. I ended up slinking back into bed and lying restlessly until finally falling asleep just before the alarm clock went off.
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Chapter 2
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Isabella’s Story

The next day, I was only scheduled to work the morning and planned to go home to sleep until Brad arrived. But by the time I drove into the garage, I’d caught my second wind and was awake.

Instead of sleeping, I went on the computer to look at dresses and jewelry I couldn’t afford. When I woke the machine, the page that appeared showed what my loving husband had been looking at when he hadn’t shut down properly the night before. 

A picture of a naked young woman greeted me, her legs spread wide, along with a caption reading that her husband had always wanted to marry a “Hotwife.” What was a hotwife, and why did this pretty woman with her near-perfect young body want to be one?

It was as if I’d opened a trap door into my husband’s hidden desires, so I naturally read the opening paragraph of the short story under the picture of the woman with her legs spread. The story started innocently enough. It was told through the eyes of a man grilling hamburgers while his wife and the couple next door lounged around their swimming pool.
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