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The following story deals with
explicit sex acts between consenting adults who may not be legally
attached to each other and who may have questionable moral values.
The story contains scenes involving
explicit sexual situations between consenting legal adults and is
not intended to be viewed by persons under the legal age or those
who find such material offensive. All characters in this story are
18 years of age or older, sorry. This story is a work of fiction
and any similarity to places or persons, living or dead, is
unintended. But if you find yourself saying, "I think I remember
doing exactly that?" then I hope that I portrayed you correctly.
And don't worry, all of the names have been changed to protect the
guilty.

If you find this type of
material objectionable, then please stop reading
now! This story should not be taken as an endorsement of the
activities described herein, and readers are encouraged not
to "try this at home" unlike those Jack Ass TV shows. Please note
that no cute little doe-eyed animals were harmed during the
creation of this story, unlike many household-cleaning
products. Also,
this story is completely gluten-free so indulge
yourself without feeling guilty.

This eBook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this story with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.

As a personal favor to the author, please leave
a review on the site where you purchased this story. I love to get
your comments to understand, which parts you enjoyed and hopefully
the few parts that you didn't.

"Erotica from the Dirty Mind of Larry Archer" is
a trademark of Larry Archer, 2017.
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Dedicated to our best friends, Pam and Jack,

who were my inspiration for this Hotwife – cuckold story.


Chapter 1

Where did I put that damn jump drive?
Ralph asked himself as he searched his briefcase for the elusive
device. He needed to work on his presentation for next week's Board
meeting and couldn't remember where he put it.

Maybe it's in my pants pocket?
He asked himself as he walked into
the bathroom and started searching the laundry hamper. His wife
usually did the washing early Saturday morning, but she'd went out with one of the women down
the street and must have gotten in late as usual. She'd been doing
that a lot more here lately and he
knew that he had to have a sit down with his wife to tell her that
married women should be more careful,
otherwise people might start to talk.

Ralph's wife Mary had turned thirty about six
months ago and was having problems
dealing with getting old. It seemed like the realization of hitting
thirty was suddenly hitting home. To Ralph, she looked better at
thirty than she had at twenty-five. She had been a little on the
thin side when they got married,
and a few extra pounds looked good on her.

Mary's long legs were now nicely filled
out, and her boobs were bigger
than ever. She exercised all the
time and was nice and taut. Ralph reminded himself of how lucky he was being forty and married to a
younger hottie like Mary. The guys at work always kidded him about
having a trophy wife. Ralph poo-pooed the idea, but
it secretly thrilled him that the guys were all hot for his
wife.

As he dug in the hamper for his dress pants, he
moved one of his wife's blouses aside to look under it. Then he noticed something staining the
front, it looked like his wife had spilled ice cream on her
top.

Curious, he pulled the blouse out to get a
closer look at the stains. He could see where the ice cream had
run down the front of her top. As he looked closer to the stains,
he could smell an odor coming from his wife's blouse.

Holding the top to his nose, he instantly
recognized what the stain was. It wasn't ice cream, it was a man's
cum. The smell is distinctive, and
as he picked at it with his fingernail, it flaked off. Holding the pieces under his
nose, he tried to convince himself
that his imagination was running away with him.

Mary had left before he came home last night and
so while he couldn't be sure that she was wearing this blouse, it
was right on top. Curious, he looked below the blouse and pulled
out the skirt that was underneath it. The skirt looked short, a lot
shorter than she usually wore with him and he checked the label to
make sure it was a skirt and not some other type of clothing.

On top of everything else, under the short skirt
was a black thong. It was so tiny, he almost missed it at first. Smelling the front panel,
it still smelled like her
sex, and he tried to imagine what
she looked like with it on.
Obviously, she must be shaving her pussy because the hair would
hang out the sides of the skimpy thong.

It was hard to believe that his wife was running
around in underwear he saw on the
girls in porn movies and never on a housewife like Mary. He tried
to remember the last time he'd seen her completely naked as Friday
night sex was usually with the lights off.

Digging in the hamper, he found another skirt
that she'd wore Wednesday night when they went to a neighbor's
house for a cocktail party. Laying the two skirts side by side, it
was evident that the one skirt was half the length of the other
one.

Ralph was starting to get pissed off at the
realization that someone had shot off on his wife's blouse but
looking at the position and direction of the stains, a more likely
reason hit him. Visualizing his wife wearing this blouse, he was
pretty sure that the ejaculate had run out of her mouth and dripped on her blouse.

He had to sit down on the toilet seat as the
impact of what he'd discovered, hit him. My wife never sucks me
off, he told himself as he held the evidence in his hand.
Without thinking, he put his fist to his mouth as the knowledge of
his wife's actions hit him. Ralph kept smelling the cum on her top
and could just picture his wife, on her knees, with some guy's dick
in her mouth.

He didn't know if he should be mad at his wife
for giving strangers blowjobs or the fact that she hadn't been
sucking him off. He knew that she'd gotten more sexually aggressive
as she hit thirty and thought it was just her trying to prove she
was still attractive and desirable.

They used to have sex on Friday nights, but here
lately she'd been going out with the wife of his friend down the
street. Mary had told him that Sue was having a midlife crisis when she turned forty, and Mary only
went with her to try and keep her out of trouble.

Maybe my wife is the one, who needs to be
kept out of trouble? Ralph told himself as he dumped his wife's
soiled clothes back in the hamper. He laid the tiny black thong on
top to see if his wife noticed.

Going downstairs to his Man Cave, Ralph grabbed
a beer out of the fridge and settled down
in his recliner, that had cost him a fortune. Taking a deep
pull on the beer, Ralph turned on the satellite television and
tuned to one of the many sports shows with a bunch of ex-football
players, each trying to out boast the other.

Pressing the remote, the cave was suddenly
bathed in silence as Ralph brooded over what he'd learned. How
could she? He asked himself as
he pictured his wife on her knees sucking some guy off.

He tried to let his anger boil over, but the image of Mary in that little black
thong with cum running out of her mouth kept making his dick throb. Shouldn't I be mad
at my tramp of a wife but what he really wanted most of all was to
watch! He asked himself.

Ralph couldn't figure out how he felt about his
wife? Should he pack his bag and move out? What would other guys
do? What would his best friend Tony do?

Then it struck him that Tony was probably in the
same situation as he was. Probably Tony's wife Sue was on her knees
alongside his wife, with a dick in her mouth.

Should I tell Tony that his wife is a cum
guzzling slut? He asked
himself. "Our wives are both sperm drinking tramps," he said to his
Man Cave as he tried to imagine Tony's wife naked with jizz running
out of her mouth.

He had often fantasized about fucking his best
friend's wife. She was everything his wife was not; a voluptuous
blonde with big boobs and a pair of lips to die for. Closing his
eyes, he pictured those lips closing
around the head of his cock as he watched his wife's mouth
being pumped full of spunk by some guy with a huge dick.

Ralph could picture her eyes bulging out as she
tried to swallow a massive load that filled her mouth and ran out
to drip on her tits. Flashing back to the blouse he'd just found,
he pictured her as cum ran down her chin and dripped on the blouse.
Just like Monica's famous blue dress, he remembered.

Would Tony's wife help lick up all the
runaway spunk? He asked
himself as he tried to picture Sue busily licking up the excess
sperm covering his wife's face. Do they kiss after giving some
guy head? He wondered as the image of his wife kissing Sue,
while cream ran out of both girl's mouths made his dick jerk.

Knowing that his wife would probably be sleeping
until noon, as usual, these days after being out with Sue,
Ralph grabbed his laptop and flipped the television input over to
Wi-Fi. He'd downloaded a video cumpulation of girls sucking dick, and this fits his
mood exactly.

Starting the video and making sure the volume
wasn't too loud, Ralph unzipped his pants and eased his dick out.
The video was nothing but the final thirty seconds or so of a sex
scene, typically involving some slut, like his wife, getting pumped
full of juice. He rarely made it more than halfway through the video before shooting his load and
today was going to be no different.

The high definition images were crystal clear
and on the six-foot LED television, bigger than life. The guy's
dicks were all huge, and the girls
could barely take the whole thing down their throats.

He fast forwarded the video from scene to scene,
pausing only when the girl on the screen looked like his wife. He
pictured Mary in each scene as some big dicked guy yanked his cock
out of Mary's cunt or ass and stuffed it
into her mouth. Most of the time, he could see Mary's eyes
roll back in her head as she climaxed when the first spurt of cum
hit the back of her throat.

He was rapidly pounding his cock as he watched
his wife suck off guy after guy without a pause. Tony's wife was
often in the picture especially when the guy's cock was too big for
one girl to handle by herself.

It seemed like only an instant as he exploded
into a hand towel in sync with his wife on the screen as she smiled
for the camera and let cum pour out of her mouth. She took her
finger and scooped up the errant juice off her tits and put it back
into her mouth. Then after sucking her fingers clean, she blew a
kiss to the camera.

His wife had cum dripping from her teeth and covering her tongue as she
proudly displayed the fruits of her labor for the camera. Then she
took her cream covered tongue and licked her lips which caused her
entire body to shudder from the taste.

Finally, Tony's wife appeared, and French kissed his wife, with her own load
of man juice. The scene dissolved to black with his wife and Sue
grinding their lips together as their nipples were pressed into
each other.

Ralph sagged back on the recliner as he tried to
understand what had just happened. He wasn't sure if he was still
mad at his wife, more that he
didn't get to watch. He knew it was wrong for a husband getting
pleasure from watching his wife have sex with other guys but he had
to admit that watching the video, he had pictured his wife in every
scene where the girl resembled Mary.

Looking at the clock, he knew that Mary would be
up soon and he should cook her breakfast as she's been out all
night getting her brains fucked out.

Ralph struggled with himself and didn't know if
he should ask his wife but decided not to until he learned a little
more about what she was up to. There was a small chance that there
was an innocent explanation for
the evidence he had found, and
he'd just let his imagination get the best of him.

Finally, he called Tony, his best friend and the
husband of the woman who was likely doing the nasty with his wife.
He invited Tony over for Monday night football and was hoping that
he could broach the topic and get his buddy's take on
everything.
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