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Chapter 1


I had a bad feeling the moment she walked through the arrivals door.
 

Her head was lowered, eyes turned the ground. She was slouching as she shuffled across the terminal floor. It wasn't anything like Kim’s usual, proud strut. She had the look of a woman who did not want to be noticed.
 

A shadow of worry loomed in my mind.
 

When she saw me her eyes didn’t light up the way they normally did upon seeing me after returning from a trip. Granted she’d been back home and not on one of the countless, boring business trips she took. Spending time with her parents took it’s toll at the best of times. Perhaps this time had been particularly exhausting?
 

As she walked up I resisted the urge to put my hands on her arms and look into her eyes. I fought against the worry that had already started knotting my stomach; fought the impulse to stare into her eyes and ask “what’s wrong?”
 

“Hey,” she said quietly. Her eyes darted side to side then finally fluttered up to meet my gaze. She looked tired and worn. The normally sparkling green eyes were dull and flat.
 

“Hey,” I said after swallowing back the tightness in my throat so it wouldn’t be heard in my voice. “How was the flight?”
 

Kim sighed. An exasperated sigh. She may as well have rolled her eyes. It was a sigh that, to me, said, how boring you are. How predictable.
 

But I got a little crazy when Kim didn’t act the way I expected her to, so I pushed that notion away, too.
 

“You want a bite before we go home?” I asked. Then I reached out and touched her arm.
 

I swear she flinched. The touch seemed to put her on edge, make her retreat deeper inside herself.
 

My mind began to race, speculating what could possibly have brought on such a mood in her. Another fight with her mother? Had her father bothered to take time off work for her stay? I left the unthinkable unthought.
 

“Um…no,” she answered after a moment of hesitation.
 

Her reply slid another sliver of worry into my mind. Kim loved going out. Especially after a long trip. Especially on a Sunday.
 

“Really?” I asked.
 

Kim took a breath and nodded. She met my gaze again, solemn, her mouth a tight line. “Let’s go home.”
 

“Okay,” I said, forcing a smile. There was no reason to worry, I kept telling myself as we walked to the car. This was probably just a mood she’d fallen into on the plane. Another disappointing trip, no doubt. She probably just wanted to curl up on the couch and binge watch episodes.
 

But the terse silence that filled the car as we drove home squeezed me like a vise. Normally chatty, Kim now seemed no less than despondent.
 

When we pulled into the driveway I turned off the car and made to open the door.
 

Kim put a hand on my thigh.
 

My cock lurched. As much at the tenderness of her touch as at the fact I hadn’t seen her in a week. I did my best to calm myself. Her mood seemed anything but sexy.
 

“Daniel…”
 

The way she whispered my name sent a chill down my spine. I turned just in time to see a tear roll down her cheek.
 

“Kim?” I asked, astonished that she was crying. Kim usually made the best of everything. Now seemed like the right time. “What’s wrong?”
 

Her lips tightened. She closed her eyes and shook her head. Another tear. She brushed it away with the back of a finger and sighed. “Daniel…I…”
 

I swallowed. I took a deep breath and tried to make my pounding heart slow down. I couldn’t help but wonder if this was the moment I’d feared and fantasized about so many times in the darkest parts of the night. Would this be the moment where everything would change? I couldn’t bring myself to say a word.
 

Kim turned, looked out the window at strange low light the sun cast in late autumn, making every shadow a bony finger crawling across the grey and brown landscape. She looked down our street and seemed to drift far away. When she finally came back and turned to me again there was a resolve in her eyes that said this has to be done.
 

“Daniel,” she said again, her voice tightening as she spoke my name.
 

I could tell she was still fighting back tears.
 

“I’ve made a terrible mistake.”
 

I couldn’t breathe. The vise now squeezed my lungs and my heart and my guts. All I could do was stare wide-eyed at Kim and await whatever confession she had to make.
 

She shook her head and swallowed. “It got so crazy down there. My parents…my parents are getting crazier every year. They couldn’t stop talking about politics and how everything was going to hell and I just…I had to get out.”
 

“Get out?” I whispered, my throat dry.
 

Another sigh. “I called Kristi. It was supposed to be just coffee but you remember what she was like?”
 

I nodded. A wild child. Kim’s former partner in crime.
 

“She insisted we go out, like, out, out,” she said, regret furrowing her brow. “She took me to the Silver Lounge.”
 

My stomach sank. The name conjured up images, old photos of Kim and her friends and…
 

“We ran into Kyle,” she whispered.
 

I nearly burst into hysterical, maniacal laughter. It was coming true! It was coming true the way I’d always dreaded and dreamed and known it would. Kim had gone away. Kim had run into someone. And Kim had… “And?” I managed, staying calm.
 

“Oh Daniel,” she said shaking her head again. “We hooked up.”
 

We. Hooked. Up.
 

I felt as if a Titan rocket had just ignited under me and was blasting off. My breath came back in frantic pants, my heart hammered against my chest, my palms began to sweat.
 

And yet, somewhere amidst the burning jet fuel of rage and horror a smile threatened to twist across my lips.
 

Of course you did.
 

Because in that deep somewhere I had always known, consciously or not, that this was inevitable. That Kim was a gorgeous, glamorous, brilliant woman. That she had married a nice modest boy from the suburbs but that she deserved so much more. That she secretly craved so much more.
 

“Daniel.”
 

Hearing her whisper my name shook me from the tumult. I looked at her desperate and imploring eyes and my heart melted the way it had when I’d first seen her. All of the anger and resentment I’d felt just a moment ago was consumed by the insane inferno burning within me.
 

All of that energy focused at my core. It pooled there and heated up and threatened to turn my flaccid cock into a column no matter how hard I tried to will it away.
 

I fought it even though I knew it was a hopeless cause. There was no fighting back my dirty little secret now that it had come true.
 

Kim’s admission had tripped a switch inside me, one I’d hoped would never be discovered but here we were. Still, I fought on. Not hard to play the despondent wittol when you’ve rehearsed it as many times as I have.
 

“Jesus, Kim,” I whispered. I put both hands on the steering wheel and gripped until my knuckles turned white. I widened my eyes and tried to think of anything but what Kim may have looked like with her legs splayed and flailing beneath the haunches of another man.
 

Beneath Kyle.
 

“Oh God, Daniel, I’m so sorry,” she said. Her voice faltered.
 

From the corner of my eye I saw more hot, salty tears spill down her cheeks.
 

She reached out a hand, hesitant, then drew it back, as if touching me might cause us both to burn up. She put the hand to her trembling lips, pressed it against them as her shoulders shook with emotion.
 

I took a deep breath. Then another.
 

Surely Kim thought this was me trying to control my temper. That was the impression I hoped to give. That was what I’d rehearsed all those times as I’d stroked myself thinking of this very moment. Now, finally, I had my moment in the spotlight. My debut performance as the jilted husband.
 

But all I was really doing was trying to keep my rapidly inflating cock from becoming completely hard.
 

“Please don’t leave me?” she whimpered through her tears.
 

For a fleeting moment my resolve faltered. I thought of abandoning the theatrics, turning to her, taking her in my arms, telling her I would never leave her no matter how many times she came home and said the same thing to me.
 

Her tears, the pain in her expression, the remorse, nearly made me do it.
 

I breathed again. “How could you…” I paused, shook my head, then turned to gaze into her eyes. “Why?”
 

The question disarmed her and she burst into tears. She covered her face with her hands and sobbed, her head falling until her chin touched her chest.
 

I nearly caved again but it was all playing out too perfectly, too much like my depraved fantasy. Her suffering only fuelled my libido and blood surged into my cock, hardening it into a rigid shaft. I shifted and prayed she hadn’t noticed.
 

“I’m so sorry,” she repeated, her voice shaky through the tears.
 

Knowing I would probably feel bad for it later, I let the swells of emotion crash over her, relishing her despair. Maybe because it meant she still cared about me. Because she had come back and told me instead of lying. Because that meant she still wanted to be mine.
 

As the storm subsided I counted out the seconds. When it felt like it had quelled enough I unclenched the steering wheel, took my hands off and put them on my lap. I took one last deep breath and then exhaled. “Kim?” I asked quietly.
 

“Hm?” she said, but didn’t turn to look at me.
 

“Let’s go inside.”
 

I saw the tension leave her shoulders and watched the hope return to her eyes out of the corner of mine. I knew she wanted to reach over, touch me, reconnect, but the whole thing was too delicious to interrupt by granting her that pleasure.
 

Instead, without looking at her, I pulled the handle of the car door and opened it.
 

A blast of cold air sliced my cheeks. I stepped out of the car, closed the door and turned to look up at the sky.
 

Winter was coming and they said it was going to be a bad one.
 

I took Kim’s suitcase from the trunk, ever the dignified gentleman, and followed her huddled form into the house.
 






Chapter 2


I’d left the heat turned up because Kim liked to feel like the house was cuddling her when she got home from a trip.
 

I put her suitcase down. We removed coats and shoes and then, instead of embracing and smiling like we always did when she got home, stood awkwardly across from each other in the hallway.
 

Kim stared at me with desperate eyes. “Daniel, say something.”
 

I rubbed a hand across the stubble on my chin and looked at the ground. The last gesture of my performance that I’d thought through. From here on in I would be flying by the seat of my pants. One last sigh. “Tell me what happened.”
 

Kim’s shoulders sagged. “No, Daniel, you don’t want to hear that,” she said, shaking her head.
 

“Tell me what happened.”
 

Hearing the stern words echoed caused her back to stiffen. She gazed into my eyes, studying me, trying to pry apart whether I really wanted what I’d said. “Are you sure?” she asked quietly.
 

“I’m sure. Now tell me.” Delivered deadpan, as if I wasn’t on the verge of falling to my knees in my excitement. I’d managed to deflate my cock somewhat, at least.
 

Kim furrowed her brow. “Okay. If you’re sure.”
 

“I’m sure.” Certain and commanding.
 

“We just ran into him at the end of the night. Kristi noticed him at the end of the bar. I wanted to leave. She was drunk. She dragged me over. He…” she paused, as if not sure how much to reveal. As if there were a perfect amount of information that would placate me and not drive me away. “We had some drinks. I got drunk. I started…the sob story about my parents. He started talking about old times.”
 

“When you were together?”
 

“Yeah,” she nodded. “I got…stupid.”
 

“What does that mean? You got stupid?”
 

She lowered her eyes. “You know how I get sometimes when I’m drunk? Nostalgic and…”
 

“Nostalgic.”
 

Kim looked up and almost smirked. “Yeah.”
 

“And?”
 

“I ended up at his place…”
 

“Ended up? How did that happen?” I asked, trying not to let too much edge creep into my voice.
 

She looked at me a little sideways. Still unsure if this was what I really wanted. “He started asking me to go. I said no. At first.”
 

“And then?”
 

Not too excited, Daniel.
 

“And then…and then I caved.”
 

Oh sweet merciful Christ. My stomach hardened into cement. “You caved?” I said, my voice tight.Kim’s lip trembled. “I caved. It was…I just got caught up in the memories and we were laughing and…oh God, Daniel, I’m so sorry!” She walked the three steps across the hall and threw her arms around my neck. “Do you hate me?” she whispered. Her breath warmed my cheek.
 

I managed to pull my hips back right before my cock touched her pelvis. I wrapped my arms around her in an awkward pose, leaning forward slightly so she didn’t detect the bulge.
 

“What are you doing?” Kim asked.
 

“What?”
 

“Why are you standing like that?” she pulled away.
 

I spun around. “Nothing. I…I need some time.” I darted up the stairs. My cheeks burned as I prayed she hadn’t felt my hardness. I slammed the bathroom door, locked it and whipped out my cock. It was all over in less than ten strokes, a sticky puddle of my warm goo splatting onto the floor.
 

After wiping it up I spent a good amount of time staring at my reflection in the mirror, wondering what in the hell I was going to next.
 

The knock at the bathroom door startled me. I composed myself, made sure nothing was amiss at my midriff, then turned and opened it. I gasped at the sight of Kim standing completely naked on the other side.
 

She looked as shy and demure as I’d ever seen her. She didn’t know what to do with her arms and had them folded over her stomach but all of her most delicious bits were in full view. 
 

My cock surged to life again.
 

Kim looked down at the tile floor. “Do you want to…” She left the end of the question dangling.
 

I began to panic slightly. I had never made it this far, never asked myself what I would do were this situation to present itself. What would a real betrayed husband do?
 

Would he slam the door in her face? Would he take her into his arms and into the bedroom and make her his again? The question proved moot as my animal mind took over.
 

I raked my eyes over Kim’s body. Her high cheeks, button nose and green eyes were framed by perfectly straight tresses of luscious dark brown hair. She had beautifully shaped breasts, pillowy orbs of flesh capped with brown nipples, the aereolae wide and inviting.
 

She kept her tummy far trimmer than I did mine. You could make out the faint outline of her abs. A slender waist flared into deliciously curvy hips and the only place she had any real fat on her body was on her bottom which looked like two perfectly inflated balloons.
 

Wide enough that you could see it from the front but not fat. Just…perfect to grab.
 

I began unbuttoning my shirt and Kim’s eyes widened, as if in disbelief. Then she nearly smiled.
 

I hopped out of my pants and crashed against her smashing my lips to hers and plunging my tongue into her hot mouth. We stumbled to the bedroom and fell onto the bed a tangle of limbs. I was already hard by the time we did.
 

Splaying her legs open with a hand I rolled into the space between them and pressed the head of my cock against her soaked sex. It was soft and open and warm and seemed to suck my cock inside her.
 

Kim moaned and closed her eyes.
 

My mind raced as I started to fuck. Eyeing her flopping tits, slapping against each other with each of my rough thrusts, I began to wonder what it was she was thinking about?
 

Was she thinking about how good it was to be home? How good it was to feel me inside her again? Or was she replaying the way Kyle had fucked her even as I was on top of her.
 

The idea hardened my cock.
 

Kim’s eyes popped open wide. “Daniel,” she gasped. “You’re so hard.”
 

This only encouraged my rut. I began taking out all the anxiety, all the jealousy, all the rage and arousal on her cunt. As I edged closer to orgasm I firmly believed that if I could just dump every emotion I had into her fleshy sheath along with my spunk I would be rid of them.
 

Kim’s pussy clamped down on my cock. She grabbed her tit and mauled it with her fingers. “Fuck, Daniel! I’m going to come!” She shrieked as her cunt squeezed and clenched, sluicing her hot juice all over my cock.
 

“Fuck!” I grunted as my emission began. Hot spurts of jizz flooded through my shaft, splattering along the pink walls of her pussy.
 

Our bodies met in mid-air, straining muscles one trying to thrust as deeply as it could into the other and spewing seed.
 

It ended with a dramatic collapse back onto the mattress but it wasn’t over. I kept sawing and Kim kept meeting my thrusts, lunging up to suck my deposit into her womb. A shudder passed through me and I felt one pass through Kim.
 

Our lunges slowed. The slick sounds of a slippery cock gliding into her flesh slapped along the walls accompanied by the pants and gasps of our climaxes deflating.
 

I fell onto her, savouring her warmth.
 

We held each other until the moment had fully passed. I rolled off to one side and pressed the back of my hand against my forehead.
 

Kim’s hand settled on my chest, soft as a feather and warm.
 

The intimacy of her touch gave me a start. My head snapped sideways and our eyes met.
 

Kim pulled her hand back. “I’m sorry…I…”
 

In that moment I fell in love with her all over again. Kim, who I’d laughed and lived with for five years now, Kim who was ready to start a family with me, even Kim who had just slept with another man not too long ago. I rolled onto my side, buried my face in her neck and fought back the urge to cry.
 

“Are you okay?” she whispered. Her hand touched my back.
 

“I don’t know,” I said, shaking my head. “I don’t know.”
 

“Oh, Daniel. Can we…can we work through this?” she asked, her voice barely above a breath.
 

Even though the answer to the question was so obvious to me as to be laughable I waited a few moments before replying. “Yes.”
 

“Daniel,” she said, her voice tight again. “Thank-you. Thank-you, Daniel. I swear it’ll never happen again.”
 

And even though I’d just climaxed, the idea her words put in mind, that she had to swear it would never happen again, that without saying it it might be a possibility made my cock throb.
 

“Daniel,” she said. “I love you so much.”
 






Chapter 3


It wasn’t that Kim and I had a bad relationship. We had an amazing one. We were best friends, good lovers and shared a trust I’d never felt with anyone else.
 

The only thing standing between me and utter and complete marital bliss was an idea I’d spawned the moment I’d met her That she was completely out of my league.
 

I was an average looking guy with sandy blonde hair and a trim build. I wore glasses and brown leather shoes and tried to follow the fashions. I grew a beard when I saw them sprouting around me and shaved it when they were chopped off. I listened to music I thought other people liked and occasionally went to an art gallery or a show.
 

But all of this paled in comparison to Kim’s dazzling appearance and personality. She’d done some modelling before being accepted to med school and done quite well at it. Hadn’t enjoyed the culture, though, and wanted more of an intellectual challenge.
 

After graduating at the top of her class she was offered a position at a pharmaceutical company. It only took a few years before she was promoted to management and it looked like she was on track for corporate.
 

I, on the other hand, had finished a masters degree in English literature and worked on contract at the university teaching seminars. It was a precarious position but one that at least paid for our mortgage.
 

Kim covered everything else. As well as the frills.
 

I had always felt badly about this but there was little I could do.
 

Now, as we lay there, I wondered how what had happened would affect that. Would I become the jealous husband? Would I start lurking on street corners, following her discreetly on her business trips, checking her phone and her email for signs? The possibility seemed so pathetic, so humiliating that I swore right then and there that I would never let it get to that.
 

No matter what happened between us I was not going to become that guy.
 

I don’t know what prompted me to say what I said next. Maybe the dopamine still coursing at the base of my brain. Maybe the post-coital warmth of her gorgeous body pressed to mine. Both pushed me over the edge of a cliff and I started to fall. “Kim?”
 

“What is it, baby?”
 

I immediately realized that this was going to be a much harder thing to say than anything I’d said so far. It was so out of character for me, for us, so beyond the boundaries of anything we’d ever done.
 

We had a fairly conservative sex life, though fairly hot and frequent enough. Maybe I wanted more of the heat I’d felt fucking her just moments ago. The razor of jealousy slicing through lust making it even more potent. Whatever it was it didn’t feel like I had a choice but to come clean.
 

Kim, I…I want to tell you something.” My face was still pressed against her neck. I couldn’t bear to look her in the eye.
 

“What?”
 

What do you say in a moment like that? I’ve thought about this moment for years? I’ve masturbated about it more times than I can count? I’m not the man you thought I was?
 

“Fuck, Kim, this is hard.”
 

“Um…yeah. I know. I can feel it.”
 

It took a moment to realize she was talking about something different than I was. Her thigh was pressed against my cock. When she nudged me I realized what she meant. The moment was so absurd that it made me laugh out loud.
 

Kim erupted into a fit of giggles.
 

It was cathartic. We were still here. We were still alright.
 

I wondered how that could be. Kim had broken an oath we’d both made. She’d slept with another man. I felt like this should have shattered the trust between us. And yet I didn’t see her any differently. If anything I found her more appealing.
 

“Not that,” I said, covering us up with blankets.
 

Kim finished giggling and gave me a quizzical look. “What then? And,” she paused, then asked quietly “seriously why are you so hard again?”
 

This was it. Now or never. It was time to take the plunge.
 

“Kim…I knew this day would come.”
 

Her expression darkened. “What?”
 

“I mean, maybe I didn’t know it would come but I dreamed about. Fantasized about it.”
 

“Daniel what are you talking about?”
 

I looked deeply into her eyes. “This is going to sound weird but I’ve been thinking about you coming home from one of your trips and saying this for…years, I think.”
 

She shook her head, still puzzled. “Why?”
 

I shook mine. “I don’t know. I…it turns me on.”
 

Her mouth fell open slightly. Her eyes widened. They darted across my face, watching every twitch of muscle for a sign of whether what I was saying was true. “Are you serious?” she asked finally.
 

“I’m serious.”
 

She thought for a while. “You never told me about this.”
 

I shrugged. “What was I supposed to say? It’s…sort of weird.”
 

She thought some more. Her eyes wandered along the sheets. “You’re not mad?”
 

“A little. Somewhere inside. It…it all gets mixed together.”
 

“Jealous?”
 

“Jealous, yeah. And a little mad. But…I don’t know, the thought of you…of you with another man between your legs…”
 

“Daniel stop,” she said, turning away. She covered her mouth with a hand.
 

Her reaction emboldened me and filled me with fresh courage. I moved closer to her and got up on one elbow to look down into her eyes. “The thought of another man fucking you,” I said, then brought her hand to rest against my rock-solid cock. “Does this.” I squeezed her fist around my shaft.
 

Kim gasped.
 

I let go of her hand and she took it away from my cock. I leaned back and let her stare at the ceiling, gave her time to parse what she’d just heard. “I’m going to the bathroom. I’ll be right back.”
 

I rolled out of bed and walked across the room to the en-suite and closed the door. I spent more time in there than I needed to. I wanted to give Kim as much space as she needed to think things through.
 

When I finally walked out into the bedroom again she was lying in the same position, staring up at the ceiling, arms at her sides. I crawled under the sheets and and propped my head on my hand.
 

Kim turned to look at me with her green eyes. They were sparkling again. “I don’t know, Daniel. I don’t know what to say.”
 

I shook my head. “I don’t know either. Trust me. I never thought I’d be telling you this.” I waited a moment to collect my thoughts. 
 

I’d managed to subdue my erection long enough to go to the bathroom. Now that I was lying beside Kim again, it had risen and was fully hard, my testosterone raging as if I hadn’t just climaxed twice in the last hour.
 

I tucked my hand beneath the sheets and slipped it between Kim’s thighs. My cock jumped as I pressed the tip of my finger against her sex and found it dripping and hot.
 

Kim gasped. “Daniel,” she said, her voice tight again. But it wasn’t “stop.” It wasn’t “don’t do that,” that I heard in her tone. It was “I don’t know what to feel but I’m turned on.”
 

I slid down her slit, parted her folds and slipped two fingers into her cunt. “You let him into you?” I whispered.
 

Kim gasped and clutched my arm but didn’t pull me out.
 

“Tell me,” I said.
 

After a moments hesitation, Kim nodded.
 

“I want to hear you say it.”
 

“I…”
 

I pressed deeper into her. “Say it.”
 

“I let him into me,” she confessed as she closed her eyes.
 

“No. Stay here with me.”
 

She opened her eyes and looked up into mine.
 

“How did he fuck you?”
 

Kim shook her head. “How…what?”
 

“How did he fuck you? Was it rough? Did you make love?”
 

“Oh God,” she said, but out of worry not delight. “I don’t want to hurt you, Daniel,”
 

“I’m asking you to tell me. You fucked another man like a slut. Don’t you think you at least owe me this?”
 

She gasped at the word “slut” but her pussy clamped down on my digits, squishing wetness out of her folds. “Daniel!” she snapped.
 

I pulled my fingers halfway out then forced them back in. “Tell me,” I seethed.
 

Kim was still clutching my arm. She still didn’t make any motion to pull my fingers out. Her expression darkened and her eyes narrowed. “Okay. You really want to know? You really want to know what happened?”
 

“I really want to know.” A shiver of excitement raced down my spine at being on the precipice of learning every salacious detail of Kim’s indiscretion. There was no space in my mind to think of what it might feel like once the testosterone had receded and the angst caused by what had happened returned.
 

“He fucked me rough, Daniel,” Kim said, glaring at me.
 

I fucked my fingers in and out of her pussy a few times. Her legs rose up off the bed and she panted.
 

“Kyle always fucked me rough.”
 

My cock was aching to be inside her but I liked this position of dominance, fingering her while she divulged her secrets.
 

“We were both a little drunk and silly at first but once our clothes came off he took me like a fucking animal.”
 

I pumped my fingers in and out of her furiously a few times.
 

Kim moaned and dug her claws into my arm. But she held on and still didn’t pull me out.
 

“Is his cock bigger than mine?”
 

Kim’s tough and lusty demeanour faltered. Confusion clouded her expression as her eyes darted side to side. “Yes,” she whispered, finally.
 

“And you liked it? Better than mine?” My body was a live wire in anticipation of her answer.
 

“Daniel,” she said, her expression melting. “I love what we…”
 

“Did you like his fat dick?” I insisted. I thrust my fingers deep into her cunt.
 

Kim gasped and dug deeper into my arm. “Yes,” she admitted. “I did.”
 

The thought of my little Kimmy splayed and moaning as Kyle, who I’d never even met, pounded her relentlessly with his thick cock sent me reeling. I scrambled between her legs and drove myself into her sloshing wetness.
 

“Oh God Daniel!” Kim moaned, accepting me and clawing her nails up my back. She seemed as turned on as I was.
 

Together we slipped into a world we’d never known before that moment.
 

As I gazed into her eyes I had no doubt Kim was thinking about Kyle. But it was us, here, together, making love and it was hot.
 

“Did he come inside you?”
 

“Oh God!” Kim moaned again, wrapping her legs around my waist. She hesitated, bit her lip, wouldn’t meet my gaze.
 

“Did he?” I whispered, thrusting up into the deepest part of her I could reach.
 

She nodded. “Yes,” she whispered.
 

“Bare?” I groaned.
 

She nodded again. “Yes.”
 

The thought sent me barrelling over the edge. I roared as my climax took me.
 

“Fuck, just like that!” she squealed. A moment later her pussy was squeezing me, drinking each hot splash of ejaculate I was delivering and sucking it deep into her body.
 

Time stretched out and for a moment we froze staring into each other’s eyes, savouring this new-found high.
 

Kim started wiggling her hips and broke the trance. She screamed as another wave of pleasure passed through her.
 

We burst back into our filthy dance and rutted out the tail of our orgasms before I collapsed onto her sweaty and panting. I felt some of my mess dribble out from between her legs. I clung to her for a long time before rolling off.
 

The sun had set and the only light was from the hallway downstairs. We lay in semi-darkness for a long time not saying anything.
 

Finally, Kim turned and curled up to me. She put her hand on my chest. “What now?” she asked.
 

I shook my head. “I don’t know.”
 






Chapter 4


I was on Thanksgiving break that week but Kim had to go in. I got up early and fixed her coffee and breakfast, hoping she would wake up and come downstairs so we could talk.
 

No such luck. I finally shook her awake at seven-thirty. She bounded out of bed and into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her. It took her twenty minutes to get ready and by that time she was already late.
 

I handed her an egg sandwich as she tugged her boots on and sprinted for the door.
 

My heart sank for a moment when I thought she was going to leave without even a goodbye.
 

She stopped, turned and tilted her head. “I’m sorry. Thank-you for this. I love you.” She jogged up and kissed me on the cheek. “I’ll see you tonight, okay?”
 

“Okay.”
 

Then she was gone and I was left alone with my imagination.
 

My sleep had been tortured and racked with dreams of Kim fucking Kyle. It wasn’t just the fucking that was getting to me, though. I imagined what she’d been like with him at the bar. Laughing at his jokes, giving all the subconscious signs of what was on her mind.
 

Her head tilting, exposing her neck, making herself vulnerable. Then touching it to draw attention to the fact. Giggling in a way that made him feel funny and desired.
 

The way she did with me.
 

Sure enough now that she wasn’t by my side, now that I wasn’t inside her, I was gripped by a jealousy and angst minus the lust I’d felt when I fucked her the night before.
 

Would she do it again? Was she doing it at that very minute? Was she fucking some guy at the office because now she thought I wanted it?
 

I thought of texting her a dozen times. But what was there to say? We rarely communicated throughout the day. I would just come off as paranoid. What are you doing? What are you doing now? And now?
 

So I sat with my phone out, waiting for it to buzz. Maybe she would send a message? Just something to make me feel a little better. Sometimes she could be thoughtful that day.
 

Every minute that went by without my phone buzzing was another betrayal, another stab in the gut.
 

I went for a walk, tried to read, tried do some writing. I couldn’t focus on anything but her.
 

When I finally heard the car pull into the driveway a giant weight was lifted from my shoulders. But I knew this was just the beginning and that was terrifying.
 

What to do? What to say? I hadn’t thought of this either? Did I play it cool? Or did I tell her about all my doubts and fears and paranoid delusions?
 

The door swung open. Kim stepped in. The door swung shut. She slumped back against it, eyes closed and let out a massive sigh. “I hate going back after being away.”
 

I walked up to her as calmly as I could, took her purse and computer bag and set them by the wall. Then I helped her take her jacket off and hung it in the closet.
 

Kim was pulling her boots off. Her sexy, almost knee-length leather boots that had “fuck me” written all over them.
 

“Wine?” I asked. I managed to keep my voice from shaking.
 

“God yes,” she sighed.
 

I went to the cupboard, uncorked a bottle and poured two glasses. Kim was on the couch when I turned around, feet up. I set the wine glasses on the coffee table and wormed my way under her legs. I picked up a foot and started to rub.
 

The scent of leather and sweat wafted up, nudging my cock to life.
 

“That feels good,” Kim purred. She reached out, picked up her glass of wine and brought it to her full lips. She took a sip.
 

“Pretty bad, huh?” I asked. Now that she was there beside me it felt alright. Everything was going to be okay. Until we had to be apart again.
 

“Some genius okay’ed a change on a production server by a junior DBA. Guy corrupted some tables and the whole system was frozen for half the day.”
 

“Yikes,” I said, feigning interest.
 

Kim shook her head. “Giannati was having a fit at anyone who crossed his path so I tried to lie low and clean up the mess but he got to me.” She grinned.
 

My heart skipped a beat. I knew she wasn’t talking about that but I couldn’t help but imagine it. Kim fucking her burly Italian bear of a boss. “He did, huh?”
 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw the wine glass pause at Kim’s lips. She slipped her foot out of my grasp, bent her knee until her big toe was at my crotch. She nudged my already half-hard cock. One eyebrow went up.
 

“Kim, I…”
 

A smile formed on her lips as she let me have her foot again.
 

I started to rub.
 

“I thought about you all day,” she said, her voice quiet. “I thought about us.”
 

My heart soared. Exactly the words I’d wanted to hear. “You did?”
 

“I did. I thought about last night. About what you said.”
 

My heart was racing and I was breathing short, shallow breaths.
 

“I’m so glad I’m back. I’m so glad…” She set her wine glass down, leaned forward and wrapped her arms around my neck. Our foreheads touched. “I’m so glad you’re not mad.”
 

“I love you,” I whispered back.
 

Kim stayed there for a moment before leaning back against the arm of the sofa and picking up her wine glass again. She took another sip and wiggled her toes. “But don’t get any ideas. There’s no way that’s going to happen.”
 

My stomach dropped.
 

“Giannati’s gross.”
 

I let out air slowly to keep from sighing my relief that that’s what she meant.
 

“But I bet he’s got a thick cock,” Kim said, giggling.
 

I looked at her sideways to see her wearing a wicked grin. The tease hardened my cock even more. “We should talk about this.” I picked up her other foot and started to rub.
 

“Okay,” Kim said. “Before we do there’s something I have to tell you.”
 

My body tightened. No. There was no way. Was there?
 

“He’s sending me out of town again.”
 

The relief that it was that sucked the tension away.
 

“When?”
 

“Wednesday.”
 

“Wednesday? But it’s Thanksgiving!”
 

“I know, I know. I couldn’t say no, Daniel. I’m so close to corporate I can taste it, though. Then we’re going to be set. You can quit and start your book. I’ll be your sugar momma. Okay?” She smiled.
 

My excitement at her closing in on success was tinged with humiliation. If she did get corporate, if I did quit my job what would that make me? A kept man?
 

I had my book outlined but finding the time and head space to write was tough when I was teaching full time. “Who works on Thanksgiving?” I asked.
 

Kim shrugged. “People who want corporate,” she replied with a grin. “It’s some convention on Friday but I’m going to a company thing on Thursday night.”
 

“What about Wednesday?”
 

“It was the only flight left. That’s why I have to stay an extra night. It’s in Wilmington, though. I thought I could see Allie. You remember Allie?”
 

It took me a moment but when I remembered Allie I felt no better than when Kim had come home and told me she’d slept with another man. Allie had been another one of her posse. Kim and Allie used to hit the clubs.
 

“But, he said I could have Monday and Tuesday off. How’s that sound?”
 

I shook my head. “Sounds fine, I guess,” I replied. I could hear I hadn’t done a very good job of keeping the disappointment, or the panic, out of my voice. “I have to work Monday and Tuesday. I’m back, remember?”
 

Kim sighed and set her wine glass down. She swung her legs around and tucked them under her thighs. Then she leaned her head against my shoulder. “Are you worried?”
 

“Worried?”
 

“Are you worried about me going away again?”
 

“Why would I be…”
 

“Daniel,” Kim said, looking up at me with a pragmatic stare.
 

I stared into her eyes a few moments before replying. “A little.”
 

She sat up, swung a leg over my lap and sat down, pressing her pussy against my hard cock.
 

I could feel the heat through my pants and her underwear.
 

“Okay. Let’s talk.”
 

I sighed. If this was the way I felt when Kim was away for a day’s work what it would be like having her away on a trip again? Could I get through it? Or would I go insane?
 

“It’s never going to happen again. It was a mistake. I’m sorry. I know I hurt you and I’ll do anything to make it better. Anything.”
 

I thought for a long time. Was there anything she could do? She’d promised herself to me and only me once already, at our wedding. How could I ever truly trust her again?
 

The idea that took shape in my mind was terrifying at first. But the more I thought about it, the more I realized it was the only forward. It was, in a way, a horrible thing to think about but the alternative was being a paranoid mess for the rest of my life. “What are you and Allie going to do?” I asked.
 

Kim leaned back a little. “That’s a funny thing to as…oh. Right. Allie’s not like that any more, Daniel. I think she’s engaged now. I’m pretty sure her party days are over. If you want I can ask that we meet at her place. That way there’ll be no chance that…”
 

“That’s not what I want.” Saying the words sent a pulse of adrenaline coursing through me.
 

“It’s not?”
 

I looked up into her eyes. The farther I got in time from the formation of the thought, the more it seemed like the right thing to do. “I want you two to go out.“
 

“You do? Are you sure?”
 

“I want you to wear that little black dress you wore at New Year’s last year, remember?”
 

“You do?” Kim asked, sounding a little shocked.
 

“I do. And I want to be there.”
 

Kim raised an eyebrow. “What?”
 

“I want to come. Not with you but I want to be there, wherever you two go.”
 

“Daniel what are you talking about?”
 

“I want you to find a guy in the bar or the club or whatever, and I want you to flirt with him. Will you do that? For me?”
 

Kim shook her head and her eyes narrowed. “Why?”
 

I sighed. “I was a wreck all day, Kim. I couldn’t focus on anything. I couldn’t write. I couldn’t even think on my walk. The only thing on my mind was you. And Kyle.”
 

Kim’s shoulders sagged, “Daniel, I’m sorry, I…”
 

“No. I know you are. I know it was an accident. It’s hard not to be paranoid, though. I keep wondering if you’re going to do it again, if it’s happening as I sit at the kitchen table, if…”
 

“Daniel it’s not going to happen again.”
 

“Maybe it will and…”
 

“It’s not,” Kim insisted, her tone hardening with annoyance.
 

“And maybe that’s alright.”
 

Kim stared at me for a long time before saying it. “What?”
 

The words festered unspoken in my mind for a long time before I found the courage to let them out. “I don’t want to go crazy thinking about this. I feel like, maybe if I see it, maybe if I watch it happen I’ll be able to let go of it. Like a sort of therapy, you know?”
 

Kim shook her head. “No. I don’t.”
 

I fixed her with my stare. “You slept with another man without me knowing, Kim. Would you do it again if I asked you to?”
 

Kim’s mouth fell open in disbelief. “You can’t be serious? I know…I know we fooled around talking about it but…Daniel, this is a completely different…”
 

“I’m serious.”
 

Fuck.
 

What had I just done?
 

Kim looked to the side and stared at the couch for a long time. “You’re asking me to actually sleep with another man?”
 

“Yes,” I said, nodding.
 

“You think that will…help?”
 

“Yes. But I need to see it. I want to watch.”
 

Another long silence as Kim thought.
 

The tips of my fingers and toes tingled as I watched Kim considering the idea. She was really thinking about it, what it would be like to be watched.
 

“What if it doesn’t?”
 

“What?”
 

“What if it doesn’t help? What if you hate it? What if you hate me for agreeing to do it? What if it…” She stopped in mid-sentence and I could tell she was balking at what she had been about to say. Her eyes met mine. “What if it breaks us up?”
 

“I don’t think it will.”
 

“You don’t think it will? I’m sorry Daniel but I just can’t…”
 

“It won’t.”
 

Kim paused. “How do you know that? You say you can’t control how you’re feeling now, that you can’t live with it. How do you know it won’t make it worse?”
 

I shrugged. “I guess I don’t. I guess you can never really be sure of anything. But Kim, feel this.” I lifted my hips pressing my cock hard against her sex.
 

She gasped, then exhaled as she looked between our legs.
 

“It turns me on so much. I can’t get it out of my mind.”
 

Kim looked back up slowly into my eyes. She started chewing the inside of her cheek, the way she always did when she was stressed out and thinking hard about something. Her eyes wandered. Then she took a deep breath and looked at me again. “Okay.”
 

Another surge of adrenaline raced through me. “Okay?”
 

“If it’s what you want.”
 

“I think…I think it is,” I said, unable to hide the urgency in my voice. I reached down to unbuckle my belt but Kim put a hand on mine.
 

She slid backwards off my lap onto her knees onto the floor. Then she reached up and started undoing my belt, then my pants. She reached in and grabbed my cock. It sprang out, clenched in her fist. She gazed at me with sultry eyes. “This is what you want?” she whispered.
 

Leaning forward she pushed out her tongue and swept it up the underside of my shaft with a long, slow lick. “You want to see me do this to another man?” she asked.
 

My cock hardened in her hand.
 

“You want me to turn into someone else’s slut?” She licked my again, then circled her tongue around my glans.
 

My nuts tightened as cum pooled at the base of my shaft. “Yes,” I hissed.
 

A ravenous excitement flashed in Kim’s eyes a moment before she bounced up, tilted her head down and popped my cock into her mouth. She began bouncing up and down, rubbing my shaft with her fist as she fucked me with her mouth.
 

“Oh fuck, Kim, slow down!” I moaned. I put a hand on the side of her head but she swatted it away. So I sank back into the couch and watched my wife giving me the kind of blow job normally reserved for porn stars.
 

My cock hardened. My nuts seized up. I was on the brink. “Kim,” I grunted, “careful. I’m gonna…”
 

Kim didn’t miss a beat. She kept bobbing, my cock slipping in and out of her mouth with wet glugs as she squeezed me with her fist.
 

“Fuck!” I roared.
 

Cum pulsed through my shaft and blasted into Kim’s mouth.
 

She gagged but didn’t stop.
 

Shot after shot of how spunk retched from the head of my cock.
 

Kim took it all until there was too much and some spilled down her fist and formed a dark stain on my pants.
 

As I soared through my orgasm I watched a river of seed come dribbling out of her mouth. She kept it up until I was too sore to go on. “Okay baby,” I said, my voice strained. “That’s…enough.”
 

She popped off of me and sat up, tucking her hair behind her ear. Her mouth was a filthy mess. Cum was splattered all over her lips and drooling out of the corner of her mouth. She was panting and her tongue was lolling out.
 

My eyes went wide as she licked her lips. She took her finger and wiped up the corner of her mouth, popped it in and sucked it off like a lollipop, staring at the tip as she took it out. Then she looked at me again. “You still want to see it? You want to see me do that to another guy?”
 

Now that my lust had abated I was a little paralyzed. But thinking to how I’d felt all day I knew there was only one answer I could give. “Yes.”
 

Kim sat back on her haunches. A smile teased the corners of her mouth. She put her hands on my thighs. “Okay, Daniel. I’ll do it for you.”
 






Chapter 5


Getting to Wilmington proved an expensive hassle. Kim’s hadn’t been the last ticket, it had just been the last with only one layover. I had to contend with four and eight hours of travel for what should have been two.
 

Still, I couldn’t really think of a better way to spend my time. Sitting at home would have been torture. This way I would at least be able to share a bed with her at night.
 

I arrived at eight at night. As soon as I turned my phone on I got a slew of text messages from Kim.
 

Are you here?
 

We’re going to Etcetera. Fourth and Main.
 

Are you here yet? We’re here.
 

Hello?
 


I jumped into a cab and began mashing out a reply.
 

On my way.
 

It took twenty minutes to get there. When we arrived I found a very short line up and immediately felt like an idiot. Of course there wouldn’t be much action the Wednesday before Thanksgiving. I paid the cabby and walked up to the bouncer, a beefy black guy with thick arms and gold chains around his neck. “How long’s the wait?” I asked.
 

He raised an eye at the suitcase.
 

“Just got off the plane,” I explained. “Here.” I opened the suitcase and a few pair of underwear came tumbling out.
 

“Oh man,” he said, looking away. “Alright. Just leave it at the front.” He stepped aside and waved me in.
 

Music was thumping from somewhere deep inside the building. I walked up to the hostess. “Bouncer said I could leave this here? I just got off a flight. He checked inside.”
 

She gave me a funny look but shrugged.
 

I dropped the suitcase by the wall and head into the club.
 

I’m here.
 

It took a good few minutes before Kim replied.
 

Okay. Let me try to get away. There’s a back room that’s a little quieter, the royal I think it’s called. Meet me there.
 

I picked my away around the few people on the dance floor and found the room in the back.
 

A few minutes later Kim showed up. “Hi,” she said, kissing my cheek. “I don’t have long. Allie’s already wondering who I’m texting all the time. I don’t know any one else in Wilmington. You look…nice,” she said, eyeing me up and down and grinning. “That’s quite an outfit for a place like this.”
 

I looked down. I did look pretty fun. Frumpy green trench coat, worn brown leather shoes. I shrugged. 
 

“I’m joking. You’re cute. Daniel?”
 

I looked up into her eyes.
 

“Are you sure?”
 

I thought for a moment, then nodded. “Just…just flirting for now. Okay?”
 

Kim’s eyes lit up. She gave me an eager nod. “Okay.” She kissed me on the cheek again, then spun around and swayed into the darkness on her heels.
 

My stomach tightened at the idea that I’d just sent my wife away to flirt with another man. Into the darkness of the wolf’s den. As hard as it was to swallow it was a hell of a lot better than sitting at home and wondering what was going on.
 

I walked back out into the main room and kept close to the walls so as not to run into Allie and Kim. I made my way to the bar, ordered a double rum and coke and sat down at a dark table in the corner where I could see most of the room.
 

My cock hardened as my eyes settled on Allie and Kim. They were dancing together in the center of the room, arms high above their heads, bodies moving to the music.
 

Allie looked much the same as I remembered her, a little overweight but with a pretty face. Her appearance was in stark contrast to Kim’s.
 

Kim’s natural grace and poise from her modelling days translated into a sensuous shape on the dance floor. Her whole body swayed side to side to the music. Eyes closed, she seemed lost in a trance.
 

It wasn’t long before a few guys came up around them and started to dance. They edged ever closer until one of them, a Hispanic-looking man wearing a tight white shirt and jeans came out in front of Kim.
 

When she opened her eyes for a moment she noticed him.
 

I saw momentary flash of nervousness in her eyes but I’m sure no one else did. It quickly melted into a smile. Sidling up to him she started swaying closer.
 

My heart thundered as I watched his hands. I noticed Allie casting furtive glances at Kim, trying to get her attention. When she finally did, Kim smiled. Allie seemed taken aback. Maybe her party days really were over.
 

I went back to staring at the guys hands. Sure enough, after a few more minutes he raised them and in a nonchalant motion let them settle on her hips.
 

A terrifying and vicious thrill ripped through me. What the fuck was I doing?!? Watching my wife dancing with another man that was surely going to put the moves on her? I took a stiff swig of my drink to steady my nerves.
 

After a few more minutes Kim leaned into him a little.
 

I couldn’t help myself I just kept gawking right at her. It may all have been a performance for me but she seemed to be genuinely enjoying herself. She was smiling and occasionally shooting him her sultry eyes.
 

Suddenly, Allie grabbed her by the arm and yanked her away. She stormed off to a corner and I lost sight of them.
 

My heart sank. I wondered what was going on. The guy who’d been dancing with her seemed puzzled but unfazed. He just kept it up, his eyes scanning the room for another target.
 

A few moments later Kim reappeared without Allie.
 

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I yanked it out and scrolled to the text.
 

Allie is pissed! Ha! Guess she’s straightened her laces!
 

I looked up to see Allie walking swiftly through the crowd towards the door.
 

The phone buzzed in my hand.
 

We still on? ;-)
 

I looked up. Allie was dancing. She’d found the guy and lured him back with her swaying body. He was smiling at her as he danced closer and put his hands on her hips again.
 

I punched out my reply.
 

We’re on.
 

A moment later Kim reached into the top of her dress and pulled out the phone.
 

My heart pumped harder as the guy gave her an approving nod, staring at her cleavage.
 

Kim smiled. She scanned the room but couldn’t find me. She tucked the phone back and began to dance, her arms flailing, her whole body a little more wild.
 

As the volume increased I stared, mesmerized at Kim and white-shirt getting closer and closer. He went around behind her and pressed his chest up to her back.
 

Kim’s eyes opened for a moment in surprise but she quickly went back to smiling. She leaned back against him.
 

My excitement sharpened as I realized what was happening. No doubt white-shirt was hard. Kim’s surprise must have come from the feeling of his cock against her ass.
 

My wife’s ass was touching some strange guy’s cock.
 

My own cock roared to life.
 

As the guy started bumping and grinding against her, Kim fixed me with a wry smile. She bit her lower lip as she pushed her ass more firmly against his crotch.
 

The din coming from the speakers faded compared to the ringing in my ears. My pulse was racing and my palms had started to sweat. Suddenly all I wanted was to grab Kim, drag her to her hotel and give her the fucking of her life.
 

When she started rubbing her ass against the guy’s groin I nearly did just that. But I resisted. Her smile, the way she was moving and the fact that she seemed to be enjoying tormenting me heated up my body.
 

When he wrapped his arms around her and put them on her belly I thought she was going to stop. She looked down at his hands on her stomach and the smile faded from her lips. No one had touched her like that in years. She looked back at me, almost as if she were asking if it was okay.
 

I knew I should probably get her out of there. I knew I should walk up and say we were leaving, that the fun was over and it was time to go. But I couldn’t. I was paralyzed by lust at seeing her be so intimate with another man. The only part of myself that would move was my head.
 

I gave one small nod.
 

Kim’s mouth fell open and her eyes went a little wide. But gradually the smile crept back across her lips at my permission. As his hands began to wander higher and higher on her body she rubbed her ass against his crotch.
 

The wind left my lungs as I watched him cup her tits, then crawl higher and paw at them like an animal. He tilted his head and bent towards her neck.
 

Kim closed her eyes and melted back against his body as his lips wet the skin on her neck with a kiss.
 

The music started to fade, a new song fading up, replacing the one that had been playing.
 

Kim’s eyes fluttered open.
 

Suddenly the guy spun her around.
 

I gasped as I saw him move in to kiss her on the mouth.
 

This proved too much. Kim put her hands on his chest and pushed him back. She stuck her left hand up and wiggled the ring on her finger with her thumb.
 

The guy put his hands out and mouthed the words “what the fuck?”
 

Kim shrugged. She picked her away across the floor, grabbed my hand and dragged me towards the door.
 

We couldn’t keep our hands off each other in the cab on the way to the hotel. It was like we were teenagers again, never having touched another person’s body. We jogged through the hotel lobby giggling and fell into Kim’s room and onto the bed, clawing each other’s clothes off.
 

“I can’t believe I did that,” Kim said, stuffing her hand down my pants and pulling out my cock.
 

“I can’t believe it either,” I whispered back between kisses. “Did you want to fuck him?”
 

Kim shook her head as she tugged my pants off. “I just got so turned on because you were watching. He was kind of a creep, actually.”
 

I smirked. The fact that Kim thought he was a creep and still rubbed up against him the way she had made it all the more nasty. And she’d done it for me.
 

She dropped down onto her knees next to the bed and slurped my cock into her mouth, making me gasp.
 

I tucked the hair that had fallen over her face behind her ear so I could watch as she sucked me off. Tendrils of pleasure crawled up my spine at the feeling of her tongue circling my glans. “If I told you to, would you have fucked him?” I asked quietly.
 

Kim popped off of my cock, her mouth hanging open. “Would you like that?” she asked, her voice low and sultry and lewd. She kept rubbing my lubricated cock with her fist. “You’d like it if I was your whore? If I did anything you asked?”
 

My cock hardened in her hand.
 

Kim smiled. She popped it into her mouth again and started to bob.
 

I pushed her off. “Baby, I’m really close.”
 

“Oh not yet,” Kim purred as she got up onto the bed over me on her knees. She hiked her skirt up revealing that she hadn’t worn any underwear.
 

I gasped and looked up at her. “You…”
 

“That’s right, baby,” she said. “All for you. His cock could have slipped into this pussy. He only had to take it out and hike up my skirt like this.” She settled over me, her pussy dripping her hot excitement along my shaft. Reaching under herself, she found her hole with the head of my cock and released her weight, letting me slip into her sheath.
 

The first contraction of an orgasm made me gasp again. I closed my eyes and tried to pull myself back. It was too late. I groaned as I released into her.
 

Kim, bless her heart, rode it out on top of me, hands on my chest, even though she wasn’t going to get hers.
 

As soon as I had finished I knew I couldn’t let that happen. I lifted her up, rolled out from under her and lowered her onto the bed.
 

“Daniel stop! What are you doing?” she cried, trying to keep her legs closed.
 

I pried her thighs apart and sucked in a breath at the beauty of her defiled flower, dripping white. Lowering my face between her legs I got a pungent whiff of the mingled scent of our juices.
 

“Daniel, wait,” Kim whispered, but with much less resistance in her tone. She made a show of trying to push my face away with her hand.
 

I looked up and stared into her eyes, filled with wonder at what I was doing, as I pressed my lips against her cunt.
 

Kim gasped and touched my cheek with her palm. As I splayed her folds and pressed my tongue against her clit her mouth fell open. “Oh fuck,” she groaned. “That’s so fucking hot.”
 

Her profanity stoked my enthusiasm. Kim rarely swore, even in bed, and knowing I was doing something that had her this excited was getting me worked up again. She was gazing down at me, watching as I massaged her clit with my tongue.
 

I don’t know where the impulse came from to delve lower and deeper between her folds. It was a filthy idea but once it had occurred to me I knew I had to try. I dipped lower and the acrid stinging taste of my own ejaculate tickled the tip of my tongue.
 

Kim’s eyes bulged. “Daniel, you’re not…” But the end of the sentence was lost to a moan as I fucked my tongue into her cunt. The hot ooze coated my mouth muscle, sliding down it and towards the back of my throat.
 

I stared at Kim who had begun to knead her tit with excitement. She glanced down at me, still looking stupefied at what I was doing. Slowly, she brought her leg up onto my back, locking me into position between her legs. “Suck it out of me,” she whispered.
 

I groaned. It was a strange sort of pleasure that rippled up my spine. She suddenly seemed so commanding, so in control. 
 

I sucked. The rest of my deposit slipped out of her and down my throat like an oyster with a gurgling slurp.
 

“Oh my God,” Kim whispered, unable to take her eyes off me.
 

I rose a little higher and slurped her engorged clit into my mouth. I stroked and suckled and slapped it with my tongue, savouring in how it made her moan and writhe at my mouth.
 

Just as my jaw was getting sore, Kim began to come. Her pussy contracted with a squishing sound as she arched her back from the orgasm. A trickle of hot juice spilled from her and I had no choice but to swallow it, what with her leg on my back.
 

Only when she was done did her leg slip off allowing me to take my mouth off her pussy and catch my breath. I crawled up next to her on the bed.
 

Kim turned to look at me, smiled and touched my cheek. Then she burst into giggles. “Oh my God, Daniel, was that the grossest thing ever?” she asked.
 

I shook my head. “Strangely, it wasn’t,” I replied.
 

“Really?”
 

“I mean, I wouldn’t have it for breakfast every day…”
 

Kim lost it and started to laugh. She slapped me playfully on the chest. “Gross!” she cried.
 

“But it was actually really hot,” I added.
 

“It was so hot,” Kim whispered, her laughter abating as she pressed her forehead against mine.
 

We lay there in silence, enjoying being next to each other instead of hundreds of miles apart.
 

“You really want me to do this?” Kim asked.
 

I looked deep into her eyes. “I really do.” I knew after what had happened at that club that I wanted it for sure.
 






Chapter 6


We had to take separate flights home after Kim had concluded her business meetings and by the time we’d landed Kim had come up with a plan.
 

“I think I know what we can do,” she said as we got into a cab.
 

“You do?”
 

“I think so,” Kim said, smiling and staring out the window.
 

“You going to share or keep it to yourself?” I asked.
 

Kim glanced at the driver and raised an eye.
 

“Oh. Right,” I muttered. I sat out the rest of the trip in silent anticipation of what Kim had come up with.
 

As soon as we were in the hallway and the door slammed shut behind me, Kim turned around with her fists on her hips. “Okay so that was fun and everything but what did we spend on your ticket?”
 

I sighed. “Almost a grand.”
 

“Yeah. That could get expensive. I say we look for something a little closer to home, maybe?”
 

My chest tightened at the suggestion. “What do you mean a little closer to home?”
 

“There’s clubs in town that…”
 

“Kim I’m all for that but aren’t you worried about being seen?”
 

Kim smiled with one corner of her mouth. “I wasn’t exactly talking about that kind of club.”
 

“What?” I whispered.
 

“You want me to have sex with someone, right?” Kim asked.
 

Hearing her say it made my inside hurt. “Right,” I muttered.
 

“There’s no way I’m hooking up with some stranger club rat, Daniel. A little groping and rubbing, sure, whatever. There’s no way that’s going inside me, though.” Kim’s expression was deathly serious.
 

“Then what are you talking about?”
 

She cracked a smile again. “So I’ve heard that sex clubs are a thing.”
 

“You want to go to a sex club?!?” I squawked.
 

Kim rolled her eyes. “Do you want me to have sex with someone else?”
 

Another punch to the gut that melted into lust. I nodded.
 

“There’s got to be something like that in town, right? We’re not New York but Dreyton’s big enough. Come on. Let’s go see what we can find.” She grabbed me by the hand and dragged me towards the couch.
 

Once we sat down Kim kicked off her shoes, tucked her feet under her thighs and propped her iPad up on a pillow. She tapped the words “sex club Dreyton” into the search bar.
 

My eyes went up at the first result. We looked at each other, both surprised. “I guess this is a thing,” Kim said, tapping the link.
 

The page that popped up was black with purple highlights and slender white text. There was a picture of one side of a woman’s naked body lying down. The logo covered her breasts.
 

Purple Circus.
 

Kim and I exchanged glances again.
 

A sharp shot of adrenaline coursed through me as I watched her delve into the information on the page. She was really getting excited by this, I could tell, and the more excited she was, the more excited I got with her.
 

“Okay so it’s at an undisclosed location, it says here. You have to provide health records and sign an NDC.” When she looked at me again her eyes were wide and bright and almost sparkling with glee. “This is perfect!”
 

I looked at the page again. I don’t know exactly what it was that didn’t sit well with me about the idea. I wanted to see Kim with another man but going to a club? It seemed almost…clinical.
 

“What’s wrong?” Kim asked.
 

I shrugged. “What if we just, I don’t know, met someone and brought them back here maybe?”
 

Kim rolled her eyes. “Daniel you can’t be serious? This is our house, our home. You want to see a stranger fuck me in our bed? Besides how would we even do that? Would you prowl bars asking other guys if they could fuck your wife while you watched? How many people do you think would go for that?” she asked, folding her arms across her chest.
 

“You’d be surprised,” I muttered back.
 

“Daniel.”
 

“No, you’re right, you’re right,” I said, sounding a little resigned. I don’t know what I’d been imagining, exactly, but it wasn’t a club.
 

“Daniel this way if we do run into anyone we know they’ve signed the NDC like we have. Consenting adults, no risk of word getting out. I’m so close to getting corporate, you know something like this could mess that all up.”
 

I sighed. “You’re right.”
 

“Daniel,” Kim said, putting a hand on my shoulder. “You know you can still change your mind about this, right? We don’t have to go through with it.”
 

“I know,” I said, nodding.
 

“But you still want to?” Kim asked.
 

“Yeah,” I answered. “I do.”
 

As Kim typed out the email I wandered upstairs to shower the plane ride away. A few minutes into the shower the door to the bathroom clicked open and Kim walked in.
 

She was grinning as she took off her clothes, then stepped into the shower.
 

“What?” I asked.
 

“They emailed me back!” she said.
 

I couldn’t help but let my eyes wander down her naked form. My cock jumped as I gazed at the tantalizing cleft of flesh that disappeared between her legs. “What’d they say?” I asked, focusing my attention on her eyes again.
 

Kim stepped closer and picked up my cock. She started rubbing it to hardness. “They were super nice and said that as long as we had membership applications and health records with us we could come any time.” She was staring into my eyes.
 

My cock hardened in her hand.
 

“You’re sure you still want to do this, right?” Kim asked as she stroked my dick to life.
 

“I’m sure,” I whispered, my voice a little tight. “Do you?”
 

Kim bit her lip and nodded. “Yeah,” she whispered back. “I really do.”
 

“Wait,” I said, trying to push her hand away from my cock. I didn’t want her to be disappointed if I came and she still wanted sex.
 

Kim stepped closer. She reached up and circled my nipple with the tip of her finger. “I thought that…I thought that maybe you could, you know, go down on me again?” She whispered, then, even more quietly, added, “it felt so good,” with another bite of her lip.
 

I shuddered as she tightened her grip on my meat.
 

Kim let her hand drift down from my chest, past my abs, down my leg until she brought it up under my nuts.
 

I sucked in air as she cupped them with the most gentle squeeze.
 

“Is that okay?” she breathed.
 

I nodded. My cock had hardened completely with her stroking and the orgasmic tickle had started working it’s way up my spine towards my brain.
 

Kim gazed into my eyes. “You thinking about another man fucking your wife?” she asked.
 

The question and the profanity it was laced with stiffened my shaft.
 

“You are now, you bad boy,” she said, grinning. “You thinking about what a little slut I’m going to be?” she said, laughing a little.
 

I grunted as she squeezed my nuts and stroked a little harder. “Fuck, Kim…”
 

“I’m going to let another man put his cock into my pussy. The same way I let Kyle in.”
 

Squeeze.
 

I had to brace myself against the wall. Water was splashing across my back. My jaw dropped at the mention of Kyle, at the thought of Kim being drunk and letting him fuck her for old times sake.
 

She grinned wider. “Oh you like that, don’t you? You like thinking of Kyle fucking me, your little drunk slut of a wife spreading her legs and letting him…”
 

My knees started to shake. One more squeeze of my nuts and I felt my seed start to spill. “Oh fuck, Kim!” I shouted. I looked down at the sight of her pumping my hard shaft just as the first hot rush of ejaculate erupted from the head of my cock.
 

It flew through the air and landed on her stomach with a splat.
 

Kim looked down and started to laugh. “Oh Daniel!” she said. She started kneading my nuts, as if she were trying to squeeze all of my juice out. “That’s a good boy,” she said as another emission splashed onto her trim belly. “Spray it all over me. Spray your cum all over me, baby.”
 

Kim pointed my cock a little lower.
 

I was grunting with each pump of her hand. I was nearly drained but had a few drops left.
 

Kim gave me on final, stiff pump.
 

The remnants of my deposit dribbled out and landed just above her snatch.
 

Kim leaned close. “My turn,” she whispered and squeezed my balls.
 

I groaned.
 

Kim released my nuts and I dropped to my knees. The water from the shower sprayed the back of my head. I looked up.
 

Kim was staring down at me with an adoring look. 
 

I knew what she wanted, I could tell by her eyes. Before dipping between her legs I slurped up the puddles of cum I’d sprayed onto her.
 

Kim’s expression melted. She patted my wet hair in an approving gesture, then put one leg up on the edge of the tub and pushed me down beneath herself.
 

The way she was standing I was forced to crane my neck pretty hard to reach her pussy. I started to eat her out and almost immediately Kim started to moan.
 

She bucked her hips back and forth, sort of riding my mouth with her cunt, trying to find the sweetest spot that would make her come. “There, right there, baby,” she said after a while.
 

I stayed perfectly still.
 

Kim continued to ride my face, her hips moving faster. Her legs began to shake. Her mouth fell open. She twisted her nipple and gasped.
 

Her pussy clamped down on my tongue.
 

“Fuck!” Kim screamed.
 

A hot gush of her ejaculate sprayed into my mouth. I gagged as it hit the back of my throat but managed to pull it together and not throw up or move away.
 

Kim grabbed a fistful of my hair and rode out her climax on my mouth. By the time she was done she was panting and gasping and leaning on the tile wall for support. She began to laugh and I wasn’t sure why.
 

The whole time she was still holding me with her fist, my mouth still pressed to her sex.
 

Finally, she let me go and stepped out of the shower. She turned and winked as she wrapped herself in a towel. “Thanks, babe,” she said. “That was smokin’ hot!” She winked again and stepped out through the door.
 

I stayed on my knees in the shower for a while, letting water splash across my back and wondering what it was I’d done.
 






Chapter 7


The whole week Kim couldn’t stop talking about the club. She made us go and get our health records on Monday and fill out the membership forms so they were ready to go.
 

I was also excited but my excitement was tinged with worry and bouts of paranoia about what was to come. It seemed a little strange that Kim wasn’t suffering from the same thing. Thursday at dinner, with Kim prattling on across the table about what it was going to be like, I couldn’t keep it in any more.
 

“Can I ask you something?” I asked, stopping her in mid-sentence.
 

“Uh, sure,” Kim replied. She put down her fork, as if she knew things were going to get serious.
 

“Are you worried about this at all?”
 

“Worried about what we’re going to do?” Kim asked.
 

“Yeah. I mean, sometimes…sometimes I worry about it. About whether it’s the right thing, you know?”
 

Kim sighed, then dabbed at the corners of her mouth with her napkin. “Daniel, do you want to change your mind? It’s not too late to…”
 

“No it’s not that,” I said quickly. “I was just wondering. Sometimes I just get to worrying. That this is the wrong thing, that it’s going to change things between us. It’s not that I want to do anything differently. I don’t. I just…I guess I was just wondering if you ever felt that too?”
 

Kim tilted her head and gave me a sympathetic look. She got up out of her chair and came over to sit next to me. She put her hand over mine. “Daniel of course I worry about that sometimes. But I know that nothing could ever get in the way of us. I love you so much and I’m so happy you love me as much as you do. I was so worried after that night with Kyle. I’m so happy we’re still together and I just want to do what makes you happy, okay?”
 

It was exactly what I’d needed to hear. And she was right. Nothing would ever get between us. She’d cheated on me and I was still with her. Not only that but we were having the best sex of our marriage because of it!
 

I smiled and kissed her on the cheek.
 

Kim patted my hand and went back over to finish her dinner, picking up what she’d been talking about without missing a beat.
 

The next night we were standing outside next to an office supply store waiting at a black door. It swung open and we were greeted by a smiling woman who looked to be in her mid-twenties. “Good evening!” she said. She stepped aside and waved us inside. 
 

Kim handed her the envelope with our health records and application forms.
 

The woman scanned them, then looked up and smiled. “Right this way. I’ll get these entered upstairs.” She led us up a flight of stairs to the second floor.
 

The lighting was dim and the decor and color scheme matched that of the web page. Purple velour pillows dotted black leather couches.
 

The place was nothing like the dance club we’d been inside the previous week. The music was low enough that you could have a conversation. People were sipping drinks and chatting.
 

“I’m Amy,” the young woman said, turning to us. “This is the lounge. It’s mostly for getting comfortable and getting acquainted. If you decide to take things a step further, there are various rooms at the back, just beyond that curtain.” She pointed to a black curtain that hung from the ceiling, covering about half of the space.
 

“The only real rule is that no always means no. How will you be paying today?” 
 

I pulled my wallet out of my jacket. “Credit card alright?”
 

“Just fine!” Amy said with a smile. “Would you like to run a tab at the bar?”
 

“Uh…sure,” I replied.
 

“Wonderful. I hope you have a great time!” She spun around and walked over to a small desk tucked into a corner. She took out the papers and started entering the information into the computer.
 

Kim squeezed my arm. “Well?” she whispered. “Are you ready?”
 

I hated to say it but the whole thing was a bit of a turn off. There were a lot of older guys hanging around the bar. A few older couples tucked into corners chatting and looking drab. I wondered if there was more going on behind the curtain. “It’s kind of…lame, isn’t it?”
 

Kim sighed and rolled her eyes. “At least give it a chance, Daniel. Come on. Let’s get a drink.” She grabbed my hand and dragged me towards the bar.
 

Once we’d ordered our drinks we installed ourselves on one of the couches in the corner of the room. It wasn’t long before one of the older guys, a man with glasses and a trim white beard and silver hair, walked up to us. “Mind if I sit down?” he asked with a smile.
 

Kim gave me a nervous glance before scooting over. “Sure,” she said with a giggle. She cuddled up closer to me.
 

“Just so you know that’s my wife over there,” the man said, pointing to a woman who also looked to be in her fifties. She was at the bar talking to a black man that was about half her age. “My name’s Ron,” the man said, stretching out his hand to shake.
 

“Kim,” Kim said, shaking his hand.
 

“Daniel.”
 

“Pleasure to meet you two. Let me guess, it’s your first time?”
 

Kim burst into giggles again. “Are we that obvious?”
 

The man smiled and laughed politely along with her. “There is a certain look about newbies, that’s for sure. We’re from out of town. Here visiting Barbara’s family. She had to get away.”
 

“Where are you from?” Kim asked.
 

“Peterson County,” the man replied.
 

“Oh which town?” Kim asked, smiling.
 

Ron smiled back. “No offence, you seem like lovely people but Barb and I really try not to say. You never know these days.”
 

“Oh,” Kim replied, “fair enough.”
 

“So what’s the itch you were hoping to scratch tonight?” Ron asked.
 

Kim looked at me and squeezed my hand, then looked back at Ron. “Daniel wants to see me with another man.”
 

Ron gave us both a thoughtful smile. “A man after my own heart,” he said, winking at me. “That’s Barb’s idea of getting away.” He nodded over towards the bar.
 

The black man that Barb had been talking to had moved substantially closer to her. As she spoke he would move in and kiss her neck every so often.
 

“I take it you haven’t had the pleasure of seeing Kim with a powerful black cock stuffed inside her yet, have you?”
 

The question stirred a primal instinct within me, one I’d never felt before. I turned to look at Kim.
 

She, too, had been affected by what Ron had asked. She was watching Barb and her soon to be lover chatting and flirting and her pose had taken on an aroused edge.
 

I could tell she was imagining what it would be like. I saw it in her eyes. She was thinking of having that fat, black cock inside her tight pink pussy. I could almost smell her excitement.
 

“What do you think, Kim? Would you like that?” Ron asked, nudging her closer to the possibility.
 

Finally, Kim looked at me and blushed. “I…” She chewed on her lip a little and let herself look back towards Barb and handsome black stranger.
 

I put a hand over hers. “You can say yes,” I urged. My cock had hardened into a column of flesh just thinking about what it would be like watching Kim get fucked.
 

Kim nodded. “I think…I don’t know…”
 

She was toying with the idea but something was holding her back.
 

“Would you two care to join us in the back and see what it’s all about?” Ron asked.
 

Kim’s eyes lit up. “Okay. Yeah, sure. That sounds good. If…if you’re alright with that?” she asked.
 

“Fine,” I replied.
 

As if on cue, Barb turned and took her black stud by the hand. She started walking towards the large black curtain that hid the rest of the club.
 

We all stood up. Ron led the way and a few moments later we slipped into the room Barb had ducked into.
 

The lighting was even lower here. There was a huge bed in the center of the room and chairs scattered around the walls, presumably for observers like us. Kim and I found a dark corner and hunkered down to watch the show.
 

Ron took up a spot opposite us, drink in hand, ready to watch his wife get fucked.
 

Barb didn’t waste any time. “Darling,” she said, smiling at Ron, “this is Tyrel.” She didn’t pay any attention to us. She unzipped her dress and it fell away revealing an unusually trim body for someone her age. Braless, her only undergarment was a hot pink thong wedged in the cleft of her firm ass. She sat down on the bed without removing her heels and spread her legs.
 

Tyrel knelt in front of the bed, pulled the thong to one side and pushed a middle finger into her cunt. He fucked it in and out of her a few times before stuffing another inside her.
 

Barb watched him, seeming fairly neutral about what was going on. It was only when he pressed his mouth against her pussy and started to lick that she let her arousal show. She reached up and took a nipple in each hand and started twisting and pulling at them. A few moments later she closed her eyes and began to mewl.
 

Tyrel gave her a good long licking between the legs. By the time he pulled back her gash was glistening with his spit and her juices combined.
 

“Don’t take it easy on her, Tyrel,” Ron piped up from across the room. “Barbie likes it rough. Don’t you doll?” He flashed her a grin.
 

“I’ll take it any way it comes. Better than feeling that little nub you call a pecker worming into me.” She burst out laughing.
 

Both Kim’s and my eyes went wide and we stared at each other, shocked at what she’d said.
 

Ron seemed to take it in stride, however. In fact he almost seemed to enjoy the dig. His cock was hard, I could see it from where I was sitting. Maybe humiliation was a part of their little game.
 

“Alright,” Tyrel said, standing up. “You like it rough, huh?”
 

Barb shrugged and rolled her eyes.
 

Tyrel dropped his pants with one hand and grabbed a fistful of her hair with the other.
 

Barb gasped. Ron smiled behind her.
 

Kim and I stared, mesmerized by the taboo scene playing out right in front of our eyes.
 

Tyrel dragged Barb off the bed and onto her knees on the floor.
 

Her nipples hardened and she shoved her hand between her legs and started rubbing even as she grimaced at the pain of Tyrel’s grip on her hair.
 

“You like dark meat, huh?” he asked, hauling his cock out of his underwear.
 

My eyes went wide at the sight of it. To call it a cock was to do it a great disservice. Hose would be a more apt description. It hung nearly to his knees, glistening in the darkness like polished ebony. A single vein crawled down the side.
 

Tyrel lifted it and slapped Barb across the face. The smack resounded in the small room.
 

Ron smiled a little wider.
 

“Open that mouth,” Tyrel ordered.
 

Barb, suddenly the obedient whore, opened her mouth as wide as she could and stuck out her tongue.
 

Tyrel fed her inch after inch of cock. When he pressed against her throat he stopped and took her head in both hands. “Now suck.”
 

Barb grabbed the root of his cock with both hands. Hanging on for dear life as he began to fuck her mouth, her cheeks hollowed as she began slurping and sucking on his hardening cock.
 

“Fuck,” Tyrel growled. “That’s good. She got velvet in that mouth or something?” he asked, flashing Ron a grin.
 

Ron shrugged and smiled. He couldn’t take his eyes off Barb and his cock throbbed in his lap.
 

I finally looked at Kim. She was sitting bolt upright in her chair, staring at Tyrel fucking Barb’s face and I’d never seen her look more excited.
 

She must have felt me watching her because she turned to look at me.
 

“So?” I whispered, “What do you think? Would you try it?”
 

Without a moment’s hesitation Kim nodded and emphatic “yes,” then went back to staring at Tyrel and Barb.
 

At that moment Tyrel pulled Barb off his cock and let her come up for air. A thick rope of spit and bile clung between her lips and the tip of his cock. She didn’t take her hands off his shaft for a second. After a few quick gasps, she gobbled his dick back into her mouth.
 

She began bobbing back and forth on it, staring up at him, looking desperate as a teenager for his approval.
 

Tyrel took his hands off her head and let her take over, putting them behind his back.
 

Barb got to work like a porn star. Rubbing his shaft with one hand she yanked down his underwear with the other, exposing two apple sized testicles. She ran her hand over both of them before cupping one.
 

Tyrel seemed to barely notice. He stared down at her, his dark expression revealing nothing about whether he was feeling any excitement at all.
 

Barb continued to diligently fuck him with her face.
 

It was only when his nuts pulled up against his body and one corner of his mouth curled in a slight snarl that I realized he was having an orgasm.
 

Barb made a gurgling sound and a spray of ejaculate shot out from the corners of her mouth.
 

Tyrel reached around and put a hand on the back of her head. “That’s it. You take that nut,” he said, his voice tight from the climax.
 

Barb gazed up into his eyes. The muscles in her throat flexed as she gulped down all he had to give, the excess dribbling out around his cock.
 

Watching that powerful cock flexing, knowing it was spewing his hot seed into her, all I could think of was what it would be like to see it inside Kim, delivering it’s potent load to the deepest part of her body.
 

When I looked over at Kim again, there could be no doubt that was what she was thinking about, too.
 

Tyrel removed himself from Barb’s mouth and tucked his cock back into his pants.
 

Barb turned and crawled up onto the bed where Ron was waiting. He had stripped and was lying on his back naked, cock in hand.
 

Barb stood over top him, one foot on either side of his head. She’d kicked off her heels before climbing up. She spat. A thick glop of Tyrel’s ejaculate landed on Ron’s cheek. Barb lifted her foot and mashed it against his nose.
 

Ron began to pump.
 

“Okay, this is a little much for me,” Kim said.
 

Tyrel had dressed and was making his way out of the room. He caught our eye and waved us towards him.
 

Kim and I got up and slipped out of the room behind him.
 

“Y’all want to find another room?” Tyrel asked, eyeing Kim.
 

My cock engorged. Was this going to be it? Was I going to see Kim take another man, a black man at that?
 

“Sure!” Kim said with an eager nod.
 






Chapter 8


My chest tightened at Kim’s reaction. She’d practically bounced and clapped her hands together at the offer. It was hard to believe she was so into it.
 

“Come on.” Tyrel turned and found a door with a green light turned on. He walked in and held it open for us. Then he swung it shut and flipped the deadbolt shut. “What do you all like?”
 

“Uh…” My mind started to race as I struggled for an answer.
 

“We’re new,” Kim said, grinning.
 

Tyrel cracked a smile. “No shit?”
 

“No,” Kim giggled and shook her head. “No shit.”
 

“Never had another man in that pussy?” he asked, glancing down at Kim’s midriff.
 

She giggled, covered her mouth with a hand and looked at me, blushing. “No,” she said.
 

“Damn man!” Tyrel said, looking at me. “You keepin’ that shit all to yourself? That ain’t fair!”
 

Kim’s laughter was interrupted by Tyrel grabbing her by the arm and pulling her close.
 

She gasped.
 

I sucked in air.
 

Suddenly her lips were against hers, her body pressed against his.
 

Wave after wave of adrenaline rushed through me at seeing this.
 

The tension melted from Kim’s body as she got more comfortable with his kiss. Her hands wandered up his arms and around the back of his neck. Then one went down his back, the other up the back of his head.
 

My cock throbbed, hard as iron, a filthy salute to watching Kim being seduced by Tyrel.
 

“Mmm-mmm,” Tyrel growled as he pulled away from Kim’s lips. “That’s some sweet sugar.”
 

Kim was breathing heavily, her breasts heaving, pressed against his chest.
 

Tyrel released her and took a step back. “Seein’ as how it’s your first time you most likely want it special, am I right?”
 

Kim glanced at me and nodded.
 

“Let’s hike that skirt up. See what we got in there,” Tyrel said. He hooked his fingers under the hem of Kim’s dress and pulled.
 

As it slid up, revealing more and more of her naked body, Kim raised her arms to let him pull it over her head.
 

Her eagerness and obvious excitement at what was happening were as disarming as they were a turn on. As much as I wanted to see it, I was also filled with worry at what it would be like. The worry sharpened my arousal.
 

Tyrel pulled Kim’s underwear down, coming to kneel in front of her. He looked up and smiled. His black hands caressed her pale skin. “You a goddess,” he said.
 

Kim blushed.
 

Tyrel grinned. He leaned forward and kissed her mound. “Let’s get a taste of that pussy,” he said quietly.
 

Kim, still blushing furiously, couldn’t stop staring at Tyrel. She stepped wider, exposing her soft folds to his wandering hands.
 

I saw her tremble as the tips of his fingers brushed against her sex.
 

His tongue flicked out and dipped into her hot cleft.
 

Kim inhaled sharply, her chest rising as she did.
 

“Fuckin’ honey,” Tyrel growled. “Get down on that bed.”
 

Kim stumbled backwards and Tyrel caught her by the ass right before she fell. He laughed and guided her a few more steps back, then lowered her onto the bed.
 

There were chairs in the room but I was paralyzed by my excitement. So I stood and watched Tyrel put his hands on the inside of Kim’s thighs and spread her legs.
 

Her legs opening revealed the tender folds of her pussy, glistening with damp. Kim, bashful as she was, couldn’t help but stare as Tyrel dropped to his knees again and leaned forward to kiss her cunt.
 

He licked it a few times, then tilted his head and sealed his lips against it. His jaw muscles started moving as he began to work her clit with his tongue.
 

Kim’s breasts swelled as she arched her back on the bed. “Oh my God!” she moaned. She put a hand on the back of Tyrel’s head, pulling him closer as her feet flailed in the air.
 

It was in that moment that the full weight of what was happening slammed into me like a freight train. Another man, a powerful black man, was kissing Kim’s cunt. His tongue was fucking into her.
 

I thought of Kyle and wondered if he’d done the same thing. Thinking of Kim cheating on me twisted my insides but made my cock harder still.
 

“You want some of this?” I heard Tyrel ask.
 

I looked up to see him undoing his pants and taking them off.
 

Kim’s legs were still splayed, her pussy on prominent display. She was holding herself open with her hands.
 

I stumbled forward, not sure what I was doing. Dropping to my knees I leaned forward. The sharp smell of Kim’s soaked pussy wafted into my nostrils. I pressed my mouth against her sex and started to lick.
 

I mouthed her like a hungry animal. Nonetheless, I couldn’t help but notice that her reaction to my affection wasn’t nearly as animated as it had been to Tyrel’s. I pushed the thought away. We were here to have a good time, after all, and focusing on things like that would only stand in the way.
 

I ate her out until my jaw was sore, then pulled off and crawled up the bed. “I love you,” I whispered, kissing her cheek.
 

“I love you too, Daniel,” she replied, gazing into my eyes. “That was nice.”
 

I gave her one more kiss on the cheek before getting up off the bed. I staggered over to one of the chairs by the wall and sat down just in time to see a naked Tyrel, hard cock in hand, kneel down on the bed between her legs.
 

They fell apart for him as he leaned over her. Kim grabbed his ass and pulled him closer, seeming desperate to have him inside herself.
 

Tyrel teased her with the tip of his cock, sliding it along her slit, collecting her juice and making himself wet. When he leaned closer and slipped the head of it into her, Kim arched her back again and started pulling on his ass. “Please?” she whimpered.
 

She seemed transformed. A normally cautious and reserved Kim seemed like she’d just emerged from the jungle in heat. She had a wild look in her eye and was utterly beholden to her instincts. There was no room in her mind at the moment for a rational thought.
 

“Easy does it, baby,” Tyrel cooed. “First time with a black man sometimes hurts.”
 

Kim payed no attention. Her eyes danced between his and the sight of his python slithering into her body.
 

When he shoved more of his shaft into her pussy, Kim grunted, then moaned.
 

“Yeah, see? It’s like that. Bitch you tight!” Tyrel snapped. He fucked her with half his cock for a while.
 

Kim writhed beneath him, clawing at his back.
 

There was still a part of me that couldn’t believe what I was watching. The worry and slight jealousy had been drowned out by the intense arousal coursing through me. This wasn’t anything like Kim cheating on me. In that situation I’d been powerless and now it felt like I had all the power.
 

It had been me who suggested this. It was my idea and Kim had done it. She’d become a slut for Tyrel right in front of me because I’d asked. Nothing in the world felt better than that.
 

“Alright, now I got you a little worked up I’m a give you the rest, alright?” Tyrel said.
 

“Oh fuck, oh fuck Tyrel, please!” Kim moaned.
 

Tyrel reached under her and grabbed her ass with a meaty black paw. He mounted her a little higher, so I had a clear view of his cock plunging into her pussy. His two heavy balls swayed over her ass.
 

Tyrel’s hips shot forward, piling the rest of his hard meat into Kim.
 

The only thing I could see were her legs kicking beneath him and her fingers as they dug into his elephantine skin.
 

Tyrel’s nuts mashed up against Kim as the rest of his cock disappeared inside her sheath.
 

A deathly silence fell on the room. When Kim whispered it was nothing more than a hiss of air. “Ho-ly fuck.”
 

Tyrel grunted and gave another thrust, driving the last eighth of an inch into her. “Yeah. You see that? That’s what black dick feels like. You like that?”
 

Kim answered with a mewled “uh-huh.” She kicked her legs and I could tell she wanted to fuck.
 

“Alright, alright,” Tyrel said. He began lifting himself out of her and as he did I watched his mighty phallus, drenched in Kim’s sticky white mucus, emerge from her hot hole.
 

He paused with only the tip inside her, then without any warning slammed back down, stuffing his cock into her deepest parts.
 

Kim moaned.
 

Tyrel grunted and broke into a rough rut. “You feel all that? You like that, don’t you, baby?”
 

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Kim replied in sharp shrieks.
 

“You feel that big black dick, yes you do,” Tyrel cooed. He was lying on top of her, his massive body covering her almost entirely. “What if I put a nice black baby in that belly, huh?”
 

The words raised the hairs on the back of my neck. This whole thing was crazy enough already but what he’d said took things to the next level. Strangely enough, I found myself even more aroused.
 

What was most surprising was that Kim didn’t freak out, start fighting back, telling him to get off. She moaned even more loudly and wrapped her legs around his trunk, hugging him as tightly as she could.
 

“Yeah? Is that what you want?” Tyrel said, grunting. “You want some of that black batter, that seed up in your pussy?” The talk was obviously turning him on, too, because he was fucking her much faster and more rough. “White girls like that, huh? Nice black baby daddy!”
 

The bed was shaking from his powerful thrusting.
 

Kim was holding on for dear life.
 

I sat staring, my erection throbbing between my legs, unable to believe how turned on I was by what Tyrel had said.
 

Each time his cock pulled out of her her pussy made a filthy slurping sound right before he piled back in. She was so wet that her lubricant was dripping out of her and into her ass hole.
 

Tyrel plundered her with his black staff. “Fuck,” he finally grunted, “here comes the nut.”
 

“Oh fuck!” Kim moaned.
 

Tyrel grunted. Their bodies met and for a moment paused as they both sailed over the tops of their orgasms. Then the whole fleshy tangle exploded back into thrusts and grunts until they’d exhausted themselves.
 

Tyrel stayed inside her for a long time before rolling off. When he did, he put an arm on his forehead. “Shit. That was hot,” he said.
 

I wanted nothing more than for him to leave. I needed so desperately to fuck Kim right then.
 

Tyrel must have noticed my anticipation.
 

“Alright. Time for you two to have your moment.” He rolled off the bed, got dressed and made for the door. “I’m just leave this here,” he mumbled. He put a small card on an end table a moment before slipping out.
 

As much as I felt the need to couple with Kim, I could not tear my gaze away from the rivulets of milky white seed dribbling from her fleshy crevice.
 

She was laying on the bed with her legs still splayed, head to one side, obviously exhausted from the fucking she’d just received. After a long while she lifted herself wearily up onto her elbows and smiled. A lock of hair covered one side of her face. “You just going to sit there?” she asked.
 

It wasn’t what she said but rather how she said it that got to me. There wasn’t a hint of worry in her tone, no note that maybe she regretted what she’d done, that maybe she was worried about what I thought about it. The weak smile along with her very pointed stare disturbed a very deep part of me.
 

Fighting through the waves of anxious lust coursing through me, I stood up, undid my pants and let them fall to the floor. I dropped my underwear and my cock bounced out.
 

Kim giggled as she stared at it. “That’s more like it,” she said, her smile turning sultry as she spread her legs in welcome.
 

I peeled off my shirt and knelt on the bed but couldn’t stop staring at her pussy.
 

“What?” Kim asked.
 

I touched her freshly defiled sex. “It’s just…seeing this…another man’s…” I looked up into her eyes. “Inside you,” I whispered.
 

Kim bit her lower lip. “You like that? You like seeing his seed dripping out of me?” she teased.
 

I was genuinely confused by my reaction. Of all the things I could fixate on, that it would be this that would become my obsession. Kim was on birth control, of course, but I couldn’t stop imagining what might happen if she weren’t. I stared up at her again as I settled between her legs.
 

“What is it?” she asked.
 

Pressing my cock against her opening I closed my eyes and shoved it into her with a rough thrust.
 

Kim moaned.
 

Tyrel’s still hot deposit squished around my cock and out of Kim. I felt it oozing down her crack as my balls connected with her ass with a wet slap.
 

When I opened my eyes and looked at Kim, it was to find her watching me. She seemed unfazed that I was pumping in and out of her. Just watching me, studying my expression, it seemed like.
 

“What?” I whispered, pausing my fuck.
 

Kim put on a faint smile. “You like it,” she said. “You like feeling him inside me, don’t you?”
 

I had to look away, unable to hold her probing stare as I answered. “Yes.”
 

“You’re thinking about what he said, aren’t you? About putting a black baby inside me?” she said quietly.
 

My cock hardened inside her and the tickle of an orgasm whispered up my spine. “Oh God,” I moaned.
 

Kim’s smile widened. “I felt that,” she said. “You’re so turned on right now.” Staring at me, she clenched her cunt, stroking my cock with a wet and velvety massage. “You want to see my belly get big from Tyrel’s…”
 

I interrupted her with a massive moan. A hot gush of sperm shot through the shaft of my cock and splattered inside her.
 

“Oh my God,” Kim said with a guffaw. But she continued squeezing me with her pussy, sucking the last drops of my emission into her body until I was done.
 

A guilty feeling settled over me after the last waves of pleasure from the orgasm receded. “I’m sorry,” I whispered, still unable to look Kim in the eye. “Do you want me to…” I glanced at her out of the corner of my eye.
 

Kim’s eyes widened. “Daniel I’m full of cum,” she said in as matter-of-fact a voice as she could get.
 

I glanced down at the space between her legs. I don’t know what was so enticing about it. It was filthy, to be sure, going down on my wife after another man had spilled inside her. But there was something so terrifically erotic about the submission it displayed. “I want to,” I said.
 

Kim smiled. “Okay,” she said. “Do it.”
 

I began to crawl down her body but Kim grabbed my arm. “Wait!” She put a hand to her crotch and got up on her knees. “Lie down,” she said.
 

My cock had already started rising at the prospect of eating her filthy snatch. Her proposal made it swell. I lay down on my back on the bed.
 

Kim swung a leg over my chest and settled onto my chest. She was pressing the lips of her pussy shut as she wiggled up and over my mouth. She held herself above me and gazed lovingly into my eyes. “Are you ready? Are you ready for it?” she asked.
 

I nodded and opened my mouth.
 

Kim released her grip on her pussy lips. A hot blast of air rushed out followed by a gurgling fart as my semen mixed with Tyrel’s spilled out of her and onto my tongue. Kim’s eyes went wide with wonder and what looked like lust as she watched the emission slip over my tongue.
 

I gagged at the pungent taste and dank odour.
 

Kim touched the side of my head with her hand. “Take it, baby,” she whispered. “Eat it all for me, Daniel.”
 

I stared up into her loving eyes and choked back my disgust. She was loving what I was doing and that made it worthwhile. I patiently waited for every last drop to come dripping out of her, letting it form a hot pool in my mouth. When nothing more was left, I closed my mouth and swallowed all the ejaculate that had come from her.
 

Kim continued to stare, then started shaking her head. “I can’t believe you did that,” she whispered.
 

“Did you like it?” I asked.
 

“So fucking hot,” Kim replied. She stared riding me and I pressed my tongue against her clit. The whole time she rode she stared into my eyes. It might have been the most erotic moment we’d ever shared. She came quietly but with a violent shake and after she was done stayed on top of me for a long time.
 

She finally got off without a word. We dressed without saying anything and made our way out of the club and home.
 






Chapter 9


When we woke up the next morning it was obvious that something about our relationship had changed.
 

Kim rolled over and immediately tucked her hand into my pyjama bottoms and grabbed a hold of my cock. She started to stroke it all the while gazing into my eyes.
 

“What are you doing?” I asked. It wasn’t like her to be so sexually aggressive.
 

“What does it look like I’m doing? I want to play with my toy,” she said, giving my cock and extra hard yank and smiling. She worked it up to full stiffness, then let go and rolled onto her side of the bed. “Bring me breakfast and I’ll finish the job,” she said with a wink.
 

The mischief in her voice and her eyes jolted me awake.
 

She kept staring at me, watching my reaction and smiling.
 

We’d always had a great relationship, open and honest and fair. We’d come to an understanding about housework and shared it more or less evenly. But with this proposal it seemed that Kim was ready to upend all that.
 

“You’re going to start leading me around by my cock?” I asked.
 

Kim shrugged. “I’m your slut, remember? You can do whatever it is with me you want.” She yawned and stretched her arms up over her head. “But I am hungry.”
 

It was clear that Kim wanted to rearrange the balance of power between us. What wasn’t clear was which way. It seemed innocuous enough, to play along until she figured it out. She’d certainly ratcheted up the sexual tension and I wasn’t going to complain about that.
 

I got up, went downstairs and returned a while later with some cheese, apple slices and two mugs of steaming hot coffee. I set them down on the bedside table and started to crawl back into bed to get my “reward.”
 

“Wait. Stay there.” Kim sloughed off the covers to reveal she’d stripped when I’d been downstairs. She scuttled over to the edge of the bed and sat up. Her nipples hardened in the cool air of the room. She pulled my cock out from my bathrobe and started to rub. She looked up with a smile. Putting an arm beneath her breasts to form a shelf, she lifted them up.
 

I hardened quickly at the sight of her two fleshy tits bouncing and jiggling as she stroked my cock. It was a lewd and thoroughly unromantic hand job and that added to my arousal. Almost as if Kim were performing an obligation, that she really was my little slut to do with what I pleased.
 

“Put it in your mouth,” I said.
 

Kim glanced up, then swallowed my cock without a moment’s hesitation. She began bouncing back and forth on it.
 

Being inside her hot mouth warmed my nuts. As I stared at her fellating me and my mind drifted back to the night before. Images of her crushed beneath Tyrel’s massive black bulk brought me teetering on the brink of an orgasm. I grunted and pulled myself out of her mouth.
 

Kim lifted a tit with each hand, offering them for me to come on.
 

Two quick strokes and a plume of white ejaculate splashed out of the head of my cock and landed in a filthy streak across her chest. I groaned as my cock retched another, then a third.
 

Kim sat obediently still, only moving to shake her tits for my pleasure as I came.
 

I was breathing heavily and holding my cock over her tits. I squeezed and shook the tip sending a few final drops onto her chest. I looked up at her blank, almost vacant expression and pleased smile. She was almost acting as if she were my doll, to be used how I wanted.
 

She grabbed the bottom of my bathrobe and was about to start cleaning cum off herself with it.
 

“Wait,” I said.
 

Kim paused and looked up.
 

“I want you to leave it on. Leave it like that while you eat,” I ordered.
 

Kim thought about it for a moment then shrugged. She wiggled back up onto the bed and leaned against the headboard without wiping off the cum. Reaching over she grabbed an apple slice and bit into it with a crunch.
 

I stood and watched her munch on apples and sip coffee with my ejaculate drying on her chest. “What do you want to do today?” I asked when she’d finished the apples off.
 

Kim shrugged again. “I don’t know. I’m your slut, remember?”
 

This caused a very potent burst of lust to course through me.
 

“What do you want to do?” Kim asked.
 

Now the old Daniel, the one from before Kim had fucked another man in front of him, would have ignored the primal urge that was still tugging at his cock. He would have suggested a trip to the market, maybe the movies. Maybe a lazy Saturday reading books.
 

But that Daniel was gone. The new Daniel, the one I still had to get to know, did things like ejaculate onto his wife’s tits or tell her to suck his cock.
 

A smile had formed on Kim’s lips which led me to believe that Kim knew what I had in mind.
 

I stood up, walked across the room and put my hand into my jacket pocket. I pulled out the card Tyrel had left on the table the previous night.
 

“What’s that?” Kim asked.
 

I showed it to her.
 

“Cave?” she asked, puzzled.
 

“Tyrel put it by the door before he left last night.” I turned the card over and read what was on the back out loud. “For discerning men, women and couples who prefer black.”
 

Kim’s eyes lit up. “I’ve never heard of it,” she said, glancing at the card. She was obviously excited.
 

“Neither have I,” I said, shaking my head. I looked up at her. “What do you think? You want to try?”
 

Kim sat up a little straighter and stared into my eyes. “It’s up to you,” she replied, her voice having softened into something a little more sultry. “Like I said, I’m your slut.”
 

I looked at the card again and felt a shiver pass through me. If last night had changed us who knew what would happen at a place like this. Still, I was intrigued to find out what sort of place it was. I turned the card back over and looked at the address.
 

That evening we found ourselves standing outside of a building painted entirely black with the windows boarded up.
 

Kim had worn a tight black dress and heels but hadn’t put on a jacket and was now shivering in the wind. “Are you sure about this?” she said, her teeth chattering.
 

I walked up the steps and pressed the bell beside the door. A moment later the large black door swung open and a stocky black man stepped out. He rubbed his palms together and scowled at me. “Single?”
 

“Uh, no,” I said and stepped aside so he could see Kim.
 

He smiled and stepped aside. “Come on in.”
 

The inside of the building was dark and it took a few moments for our eyes to adjust. The bouncer walked around us, pulled two small tags out from underneath his desk. “Phones?” he said, holding out his hands.
 

I glanced at Kim. It wasn’t that the place seemed sketchy but I really didn’t feel like handing my phone over to some stranger. “I think I’ll just keep mine.”
 

The guy shook his head. “No phones, no going inside.”
 

I saw Kim pull her phone out of her purse. I pulled mine out of my pocket, handed it to the guy and took the tag.
 

“Twenty-five for you and ten for the lady,” he said, holding out a hand.
 

I pulled thirty-five dollars out of my wallet and handed it to him after which he waved us through.
 

We walked under an archway and into a spacious room with hip-hop playing but not as loud as at the club. Dark green triangular fixtures cast pools of light onto tables along the walls. There were quite a few black man seated at the tables, along with a few white couples. Nearly all of them were directing their attention to the center of the room.
 

In the center of the space there was what can only be described as a giant divan. On it there was a petite redhead on her knees wearing nothing but a set of black heels and bright red lipstick. A thick black cock was buried in her throat, another in her pussy and a third in her ass.
 

Kim gasped and pressed her hand to her chest as she took in the sight. This drew the attention of some of the men seated at the tables. Two stood up and began to approach us.
 

My stomach tightened as I watched them walk up to us with their easy swagger. They were impeccably dressed. Both wore pin stripe suits and dark glasses, despite the dim light, and had they been wearing fedoras would not have been out of place in the thirties. One was tall and lean and the other much more stout.
 

They both flashed us toothy grins before closing in on Kim. “Hey baby,” the thicker one said, “I’m Keon.”
 

“Malik,” the other one said.
 

Kim’s eyes fluttered nervously from the men to me.
 

I did my best to keep cool as I tried to assert myself in front of the men. “Hey guys. I’m Daniel. This is my wife Kim.”
 

“Hey dawg,” Malik held out a fist for me to punch.
 

It felt silly but I didn’t want to be rude and to be honest they seemed like classy guys. I punched Malik’s fist, then Keon’s. “Hey, so, it’s our first time here. We were kind of just hoping to check out what it was all about.”
 

Both Malik and Keon nodded and Keon held up a hand. “Totally cool, yo’. If you decide you want a little action we right over there.”
 

I was pleasantly surprised at how cool they were about backing off. For some reason I’d gotten it in my head that guys would be pretty aggressive in a place like this.
 

We found a table and almost immediately a pretty blonde waitress came up to take our order. She seemed unaffected by the fornication playing out behind her. “Hi I’m Samantha! Can I get you guys a drink?”
 

“I’ll have a vodka tonic,” Kim said, then added, “actually, make it a double.”
 

The waitress gave her a funny smile. “Is this your first time with us?”
 

“Uh, yes,” Kim replied.
 

The waitress leaned in a little closer. “I just wanted to mention that we do ask our patrons not to over-indulge in alcohol unless they don’t plan on playing at all. It’s a question of not being able to give consent if you’re intoxicated.”
 

Kim let out a nervous laugh and her cheeks turned red. “Of course,” she said. “I’ll stick with a single.”
 

The waitress nodded and turned to me. “And for you sir?”
 

“I’ll have a Jack Daniels on ice please.”
 

“Of course,” Samantha said, then turned to get us our drinks.
 

Kim stared at the center of the room, her mouth hanging open.
 

The redhead remained in the same position, on her knees bent slightly forward, clinging to the base of the massive cock that was invading her mouth. Beneath her, a large and equally well-endowed black man was thrusting his cock up into her pussy in time with the one behind her rutting into her ass.
 

“Jesus,” Kim whispered.
 

I looked over at her. A frisson of excitement passed through me as I imagined her in a similar position. “You okay?” I asked.
 

She turned her head and shook it, a disbelieving smile sprouting across her lips. “You’re crazy if you think I’m ever going to do that.”
 

“I thought you were my little slut?” I asked, smiling back.
 

Kim rolled her eyes. “Sorry. No such luck. I’m not a back door kind of gal.”
 

But as she went back to eyeing the scene her posture changed. The blush disappeared from her cheeks. She sat a little straighter in her seat. Her breasts jutted out a little more.
 

I wished that I could push a finger between her thighs and check if she was wet. I was sure she was. I touched her hand across the table instead. “Still so sure?” I asked, trying not to sound too lecherous.
 

Kim shook her head but didn’t answer this time.
 

This caused my cock to swell.
 

A gurgling sound at the center of the room drew my attention. The large man inside the redhead’s throat had begun to come. She was choking and gagging as she tried to keep up with the volume of fluid but obviously couldn’t. Flecks of it were flying out from between her lips and his cock, out her nose and splattering on her naked, heaving breasts.
 

As he pulled out she lifted her head and inhaled a lungful of air. Her face was red and tears were streaming down her cheeks.
 

The man inside her ass clenched his ass cheeks and grunted. He fucked her in quick, shallow thrusts as he came inside her back hole. When he fell out the guy under her in her pussy started to nut. He crawled out from beneath her when he was done leaving her alone in the center of the divan, used, gaping and leaking seminal fluid from all her holes.
 

For a while neither she nor any of the other patrons moved. The ambiance was almost that of guests in a gallery staring at a living work of art that had just been completed. The silence sounded like the rapture of an audience after the last chords of a symphony have died away.
 

When the redhead began to crawl to the edge of the divan the tension broke and conversations sprang up around the room.
 

Kim took a deep breath and turned to me. Our drinks were on the table in front of us, the ice nearly melted. We’d been so absorbed in what was happening we hadn’t even noticed Samantha had brought them.
 

“You made it.” Tyrel’s low and booming voice made us both look up.
 

“Hey,” I said to him as he sat down. “Yeah. We did.”
 

“Watchoo’ think about that?” he asked, jerking a thumb towards the divan. He looked at Kim.
 

She blushed and looked down at her hands. “Uh…it was…interesting,” she said. “A little much for me, I think.”
 

Tyrel shrugged. “It’s alright. This place does all kinds. You want a tour?”
 

“There’s more?” I asked.
 

“Hell yeah,” Tyrel replied. “Come on. You can take your drinks. Let me show you the downstairs.”
 

We both stood up and followed Tyrel towards a set of stairs.
 






Chapter 9


“This here’s why they call it the cave,” Tyrel said as we walked in near darkness towards a purple light. 
 

The narrow corridor opened up into a room that had been made to look like a cave. There were a number of implements that looked like medieval torture devices, racks and chains attached to the walls. One of them in particular drew my attention. “Hey Tyrel? What’s that?” I pointed to the two parallel benches with a set of straps on each end.
 

“That there’s a breeding rack. When a bitch want a lot of seed in her she get’s up on that. Then one brother after another dump his load inside.”
 

Kim’s eyes popped wide open at his explanation.
 

“You want to try?” Tyrel asked.
 

“Uh, I think I’m good,” Kim replied with a nervous smile.
 

“No, I’m sayin’ just get on. You don’t even have to strap down. Just see what it’s like.”
 

Kim had vacillated wildly from her interest in this the night before. Her submission to Tyrel now seemed tame compared to what we’d just seen and what he was showing us. It was hard to believe there were people that lived this sort of lifestyle all the time.
 

I could see how it was all making her a little crazy. A part of me wondered whether I shouldn’t just take her home. We’d had a fun adventure and we’d have some fuel for our own romp. But Tyrel’s imposing frame behind Kim made me hesitate. He was a powerful specimen and I craved to see him inside Kim again. So much it made my cock ache.
 

Kim glanced at me and seemed to gather her courage. “Okay,” she said with a flirty smile. “Can’t hurt to just get on and see, right?”
 

“Right,” I whispered back. I watched her strut confidently over to the rack. Tyrel followed her and offered a hand to help her up.
 

She glanced back at me and smiled again. Then she put a knee onto one of the benches. Holding onto Tyrel’s hand she tried to put a knee on the other but the space between was too wide. Her skirt was keeping her from spreading her legs.
 

“It’s alright. Just hike it up,” Tyrel said. “Don’t worry. I only touch if you say I can touch.”
 

Kim giggled but hiked up her skirt. She seemed to be feeling a little safer and more comfortable with what was going on. She hiked up her skirt revealing a very thin black thong, then put her knee up on the other bench.
 

“That’s it. Now bend over this way,” Tyrel said as he helped Kim down onto her arms. “Like that. Then you take the whole train that way,” he said, grinning. “Whatchoo’ say? You want a little sugar? Hey D, come over here and strap her down.” 
 

Tyrel was beginning to sound a little more dominant, a little more commanding, and I had to admit I liked it. I walked over to the bench and bent down. “You okay?” I asked Kim.
 

She was breathing a little heavier than usual but seemed fine. “I’m alright,” she whispered back.
 

“Do you want this? Do you want to try it? It’s just Tyrel.” I asked.
 

“Do you?” she asked back.
 

I nodded. I wanted it so very much, even if it was just going to be Tyrel. I did up the straps to hold her arms in place as Tyrel fastened the ones around her legs.
 

When we’d finished Kim looked back at him and raised her ass ever so slightly.
 

Tyrel flashed a smile. “That’s it,” he growled. He stepped up between her legs and pressed his thumb against her ass hole.
 

Kim jolted as he touched the sensitive spot. “Not in there,” she muttered nervously.
 

“Alright, alright, it’s alright,” Tyrel said. “I ain’t putting anything in. Just relax. If you relax you’ll see it’s kind of nice.”
 

I got up and walked back, slipping into the shadows at the edges of the room. Kim didn’t seem to notice me go as she was still looking trying to see what Tyrel was doing with his thumb. It was there in the darkness that I felt the hottest pleasure course through me. The voyeur lurking in the shadows and watching the lurid scene unfold.
 

“There,” Tyrel purred as he continued massaging Kim’s sphincter. “You see? We got your pussy all wet and I didn’t even touch it.” He dragged his middle finger up her slick folds then pressed it against her lips.
 

Kim balked turning her face the other way.
 

“Oh no, baby, not like that,” Tyrel said as he gave her ass a gentle smack.
 

Kim gasped. She suddenly seemed to realize I was nowhere in sight and started to look side to side in a panic.
 

“It’s alright. He’s here. Don’t you worry,” Tyrel soothed, petting her ass and still rubbing her tight eyelet with his thumb. “But girl you don’t say no to Tyrel, honey,” he said with a smile. “When Tyrel feeds you some pussy juice you take it, you understand?” He dipped his finger between her honeyed folds again and offered it to her.
 

Kim hesitated but finally opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue.
 

Tyrel fed her the tip of his finger.
 

My cock hardened as her lips closed around it and he pulled it out.
 

“There,” Tyrel said, “not so bad, huh?” He swiped her pussy lips again and pushed his finger into her mouth again.
 

This time Kim sucked it more enthusiastically. She looked back at him with a sultry gaze.
 

Tyrel looked up and towards me, squinting to see into the shadows. “Hey D, you want a taste of this?”
 

What I wanted was to continue watching Tyrel dominate Kim but I didn’t want her to feel like she was completely alone in this. I stepped out into the dim light and walked around as Tyrel stepped out from between her legs.
 

“You eat her ass out from time to time?” Tyrel asked.
 

I shook my head.
 

Tyrel grimaced and shook his. “Bitch get in there and help yourself to the buffet. No woman deserves to go through life not having her ass eaten out.” None too gently he pushed me towards Kim. With a paw on my shoulder he bent me over until my mouth was just above her dark and winking hole.
 

“Um…I…it’s…” Kim stammered. We’d never done anything like this before.
 

“Baby don’t worry,” Tyrel said. “He’s fine, ain’t you D?”
 

Instead of replying I put both hands on Kim’s ass and spread her cheeks apart. Then I pressed my tongue against the tight ring of muscle and licked.
 

Kim gasped and shuddered, hardening my cock.
 

I pressed harder, licking the delicious salty dank of her ass. With each swipe Kim moaned a little louder which made me more excited. Finally I dared to do what I never thought I would and pushed the tip of my tongue past her sphincter and into her ass. The way she tightened around me was heaven.
 

“Yeah,” Tyrel muttered beside me. “You fuck that ass with your tongue.”
 

From the corner of my eye I could see he’d taken out his cock and was stroking it, getting ready to enter Kim. The idea sent a rush of pleasure through me. I started fucking my tongue in and out of her ass.
 

“Oh my God,” Kim panted. Her body bucked back and forth, shaking the breeding rack with each punch of my tongue. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” she cried.
 

I let a hand slip off of her ass and down between her legs. Her pussy was so drenched mucus was dripping out of her and landing on the floor with fat slaps. I pressed my finger against her clitoris, hot and engorged. A twist was all it took.
 

Kim screamed as she came.
 

I kept up the furious rhythm with my tongue as I spun circles around her clit until she was spent. She shuddered and shook her ass to get me to stop.
 

I stood up and staggered back.
 

Tyrel put his paw on my shoulder. It smelled of cock. “You did good, D.” He made no excuse about pushing me out of the way.
 

As I sank back into the shadows he stepped between Kim’s legs, his cock level with her drooling opening. “You ready for some more black, baby?” he asked. Without waiting for a response he pushed his cock into her pussy, which made a filthy slurp as he drove himself inside.
 

Kim shuddered, shaking the rack. The intrusion widened her eyes and her mouth fell open in a gasp.
 

Tyrel raised a hand and brought it down against her ass in a fat slap. He started sawing back and forth into her. With every few thrusts he’d smack her ass again.
 

I could tell Kim wasn’t sure about it at first. Our sex had never really been rough. But the more Tyrel smacked her, the less worried she seemed about it. After a while it looked like she was almost waiting for the slaps, as if they were enhancing her pleasure. A while after that she began to moan after each smack.
 

“Yeah,” Tyrel said. “Fuck baby you’re a natural. We gonna get you trained to take all kinds of cock.”
 

I shuddered at what he’d said. His fucking was getting rougher with each thrust and the slaps he was raining down on Kim were harder, too.
 

Kim seemed lost in a mix of pleasure and pain. It only took a few more drives of his massive shaft into her before her body shook and she succumbed to a climax. She screamed again and Tyrel kept thundering into her until he, too, tipped over the edge and fell into raw animal lust as his orgasm took him.
 

I watched him drill deep into her and hold his cock inside her steaming pussy. His nuts rose and fell with each flex of his member. I shuddered at the thought that his seed, hot and sticky, was being pumped into Kim’s hot cunt. For one thrilling and terrifying moment I let myself imagine she was unprotected, that there was no hormonal wall between Tyrel’s virile seed and her egg and that there was a very real possibility of her becoming pregnant.
 

The idea elevated me to a level of arousal I would have never thought possible. Unable to resist, I tucked my hand into my pants and touched my stiff cock. The touch, the rack, the fantasy that Kim’s pussy was bare and that her belly might swell flipped a primal switch in my mind and I began to come.
 

I grunted as my cock shot a prodigious volume of hot ejaculate inside my underwear and onto my palm.
 

Tyrel, having finished his climax, fucked his cock in and out of Kim’s cunt a few more times for good measure before letting it flop out. It swung down between his legs, a filthy pendulum of mucus and seed.
 

Kim’s pussy was gaping from his girth.
 

I stepped out of the shadows, mesmerized by the sight. Inside, her pink walls were slathered with white. The fluid frothed and bubbled and churned, alive and ready to invade her deepest spots.
 

Tyrel packed his flagging cannon into his pants and nodded at me before leaving. “You two have a good night. I’ll see you next weekend.” He held my stare a moment longer than I would expect normal. It was a dominant gesture to go along with his dominant assertion that he would be seeing us back here, that we had no say in the matter.
 

I shrank a little and had to look away.
 

Then he was gone.
 

I undid Kim’s straps and helped her stand. Her dress fell back down over her thighs and she staggered on her heels, unsteady from the rough fucking she’d received. She turned to stare into my eyes.
 

Despite my climax I was hard again and she touched the outline of my cock in my pants with the tips of her fingers. Then she leaned in and kissed me, long and deep. When our kiss was over she didn’t pull away but kept her cheek close to mine. “He fucked me so deep,” she whispered.
 

My cock hardened against her hand.
 

“I can still feel him. I can still feel his cum inside me. It’s dripping down the inside of my leg but there was so much I can still feel it in my pussy. Here,” she said, taking my hand and guiding it between her legs. She pressed my finger against her hole then slid it up inside herself.
 

Touching the hot creamy jizz made me harder still. I started pulling at my buckle. I needed to fuck her so bad.
 

Kim eased my finger out of her pussy and brought it to my lips, dripping with Tyler’s ejaculate. She smiled. “Not here,” she said. “Let’s go home.”
 

At home we stumbled up the stairs and fell into bed. We didn’t take off our clothes I just pushed my pants down and pulled my cock out and fell between Kim’s legs.
 

She was still wearing her dress and her heels. She hiked it up and took me inside herself, smiling and staring into my eyes. She watched me as I fucked. “You know what I was thinking of? While he was fucking me?” she asked, a mischievous twinkle in her eye.
 

I groaned in reply. My cock was so hard but I was trying not to nut right away.
 

“I was thinking,” she said, her voice barely above a breath, “that I wasn’t on any birth control.”
 

Another groan as I tried to hold my seed in.
 

“As he came inside me I was thinking of what it would be like if he got me pregnant.”
 

“Oh God,” I muttered. I was nearly there.
 

“What would it be like if my tummy got big because of Tyrel?”
 

I grunted as the moment took me. I shoved my cock as deep into Kim as I could but knew there was no going as deep as Tyrel had gone. I opened my eyes and watched her body shake with my thrusts, stared at her wicked little half-smile. She seemed unaffected by my fucking, just letting me use her as a receptacle for my needs.
 

It was over too soon. As I lay panting on top of her she stroked my back. “Was I a good little slut?” she whispered.
 

Her voice sent a shiver racing down my back. I pulled myself out and rolled off. “You were a good little slut.”
 

“You’re good little slut,” she added with a smile.
 

“My good little slut,” I echoed.
 

We lay in silence for a while in the darkness, drifting in and out of sleep. Right before I went under for good Kim turned and nuzzled up closer to me. She put her hand on my chest.
 

I sighed.
 

“I can’t wait to go back,” she whispered.
 






Chapter 10


The next week was filled with fucking. I was off because school was out for Christmas. Kim was busy at work and often wouldn’t return until seven or eight at night. But when she did she would immediately dive into my arms and start making out.
 

We fucked in the kitchen. We fucked on the couch. Every once in a while we made it upstairs and fucked in the bed. We did it on the stairs. Kim would wake me up with blow jobs and hand jobs or sometimes already have me hard and be riding me when I woke up.
 

And each time she would start talking about Tyrel. About how good it felt to have him inside her. About how turned on she was by doing this for me, by becoming such a slut for me, by taking a big black cock because it turned me on.
 

Each time it would get me so hard, hearing her talk like that. She had also taken a much more aggressive and assertive role in our lovemaking. She’d often end up on top.
 

As I would lie there watching her play with her tits as she rode my cock, I’d dip into that feeling, the one I’d had as Tyrel came inside her, thinking about the possibility of her getting pregnant. The thrill of it never wore off.
 

When Saturday finally rolled around we were as giddy as if it were Christmas. We spent most of the day in bed. When the evening rolled around Kim took a long shower and donned her little black dress that showed off her sexy legs.
 

I put on a black shirt and black pants and jeans. I’d been thinking all week about what would best help me blend into the shadows and this seemed to be it.
 

We arrived at the club. The bouncer was the same guy as the week before and he seemed to remember us. As I pulled out my wallet to pay he shook his head. “No, you alright. You Tyrel’s guests tonight.”
 

Kim raised an eyebrow and smiled at me. “I guess he likes us!” she said with a giggle.
 

“I guess he likes you,” I mumbled but I don’t think she heard. But it was hot. Like playing with fire. Tyrel was so dominant and even though he was a class act there was an edge to his personality that added the potential for all this to go south. And that felt dangerously fun.
 

I followed Kim into the club. This time there was no one on the divan. As we walked in Tyrel stood up from the table he’d been sitting at. Malik and Keon were sitting with him. He walked up to us gave an aloof nod. “Y’all a little late.”
 

“Late?” Kim asked. “For what?”
 

Tyrel took her by the hand without asking and began to lead her to the center of the room. “You the star attraction tonight, baby.”
 

Kim’s smile faded. “Wait, what?”
 

Tyrel gave her ass a powerful smack. “Don’t you ‘wait what’ me,” he growled. “Try ‘yes sir.’”
 

Kim turned to look at me, a deer in the headlights.
 

A rush of adrenaline coursed through me. This wasn’t Tyrel’s usual cool act. Was he being serious? In a moment of confusion, and to try and calm the situation, I smiled at Kim to reassure her everything was going to be fine.
 

She returned a weak smile and slowly turned back to face Tyrel. “Uh…yes sir,” she said, lowering her eyes.
 

Tyrel grinned. “Now that’s more like it!”
 

The tension left the room and Malik and Keon chuckled. I let out a nervous laugh.
 

Kim smiled again.
 

“Now let’s get that fine ass up on here,” Tyrel said, waving at the divan.
 

Kim looked at me again.
 

She was nervous. I could see it in her eyes. I’m ashamed to say that only made it more exciting for me. I didn’t know what Tyrel had in mind but I was already turned on just imagining what it might be. I gave her a nod and sat down at one of the tables.
 

Kim chewed her lip before looking at Tyrel. “Yes sir,” she said as she stepped out of her heels.
 

“That’s it,” Tyrel said, “on your knees. Just like that.”
 

And just like that Kim was up on the divan on her knees. The whole room was watching her.
 

It was the first opportunity I really had to look around. There were far fewer couples there and those that were together were mostly black. There was a group of single white guys hanging out at the bar. The rest were big black dudes.
 

A shadow of worry darkened my thoughts but after a moment it passed. What was the worst that could happen, after all? We were all civilized people in a civilized place, sex club or not.
 

Tyrel stepped up to the divan and peeled Kim’s skirt up. “Let’s see that fine pussy,” he purred. “Mmm-mmm, whatchoo’ all think of that?”
 

Keon and Malik nodded and mmm-hmmmed as they eyed Kim’s pretty rose.
 

She cast nervous sideways glances at me.
 

I was torn. I didn’t want Kim doing something she wasn’t comfortable with. But the vision of the redhead with all her holes stuffed kept repeating in my mind. How hot would it be to see Kim in the same position? So the next time she looked at me I mouthed the words “my little slut.”
 

Kim gasped and bit her lip. Then she arched her back so her tits hung a little lower and her ass puffed up.
 

Tyrel noticed. “Yeah, baby. Now you gettin’ into it.” He let his fingers slide down her crack and split her folds. The sticky sounds of her opening for him smacked around the room.
 

Malik, Keon and a few others leered at the lewd scene as he pressed his finger into her pussy, up to the second knuckle.
 

Kim was clearly out of her comfort zone. She kept looking around at everyone staring at her but trying not to look like she was. Her cheeks were burning bright red with embarrassment. Kim of a few weeks ago would never in a million years have imagined herself in this position, on her knees with a stranger man’s finger in her pussy.
 

“Shit, baby, you so wet and sticky! This turning you on ain’t it?” Tyrel asked.
 

Kim shot me a nervous glance as my insides turned. Then she nodded.
 

My stomach flopped again. This was turning her on?
 

“I didn’t hear you say it,” Tyrel grumbled. 
 

“Yes sir,” Kim added.
 

“That’s more like it.” Tyrel gave an approving nod. He pushed his finger deeper into her pussy.
 

Kim’s body heaved with arousal.
 

Tyrel pulled his finger out and let it drift up towards Kim’s ass crack. He tickled her sphincter with the tip.
 

Kim’s body went stiff and her head snapped back.
 

Tyrel flashed a toothy grin. “Thing is,” he said to more or less the whole room, “no one ever taught this little starlet how to get backstage. Did they?” Before Kim could react he twisted his finger and shoved the tip into her ass.
 

She gasped and must have clamped down on it because when he yanked it out it came with an audible pop.
 

Tyrel started chuckling. Keon and Malik soon joined him and then a few others around the room.
 

Kim turned to glare at me, her face burning red in shame and humiliation. A moment later Tyrel’s paw slammed down onto her ass. Her eyes popped open and she yelped at the pain.
 

“Bitch that’s not what you do when Tyrel put a finger in yo’ ass! You don’t tighten up! You relax!” His palm landed on her other cheek with an equally powerful swat. “Now let’s try this again! Open up!”
 

This time he didn’t bother waiting. He twisted his hand as he shoved the finger in.
 

As it sank into her, past the first and second knuckle Kim’s mouth fell open. But instead of the scream of protest I was expecting a lewd and animal moan came out. As Tyrel’s fist touched her ass Kim shuddered and her body swayed.
 

“Now that’s better. You like that don’t you, baby?” Tyrel asked keeping the finger inside.
 

Kim seemed lost to the sensation for a moment. After she realized she’d been asked a question she nodded. “Yes, sir,” she whispered.
 

Her submission made my cock rise.
 

“Yeah,” Tyrel purred. “You like that. Let’s try this. You feel that? You like Tyrel tickling the inside of your ass?”
 

Kim shook on her knees on the divan. She kept opening and closing her mouth uncontrollably like a fish out of water. It became clear that Tyrel was touching different parts of her insides as she moved this way and that.
 

My cock ached with need watching Tyrel turn Kim into a meat puppet.
 

The longer he fingered her ass hole the closer Kim got to orgasm. She began to buck and shake and squirm over his digit until finally, with a giant moan, she climaxed. Her pussy leaked hot fluid onto the divan.
 

Tyrel smiled behind her and continued to fuck her ass. When she was done she collapsed forward onto the divan with only her ass sticking up, both her holes ready to be used. That’s when Keon and Malik stood up.
 






Chapter 11


This was another moment where I contemplated standing up and putting a stop to things. It certainly felt like this was a threshold that could only be crossed in one direction. But Kim looked so hot and so submissive and just so…perfect the way she was.
 

She was presenting to the whole room like an animal. “Fuck me,” her body was saying. I hated to admit that I just couldn’t find the strength to put an end to it.
 

As Keon and Malik approached her my cock hardened and I couldn’t resist tugging my belt open and pulling it out.
 

Kim eyed them nervously behind her, glancing at me with a worried look from time to time.
 

I didn’t want her to do anything she didn’t want to do but the prospect of Keon and Malik taking a turn with my wife while I watched won out over reason. I nodded again.
 

Kim’s mouth fell open a little, in disbelief maybe but she didn’t get up.
 

As Keon and Malik undressed and stepped up onto the divan, towering over her like two dark and muscled gods, Tyrel pulled leaned down and pulled something out of his pants pocket.
 

It was black with a rounded but pointy tip, widened to a bulb about the size of a plum. Past that was a stem and a round flange. He pressed the tip against her leaking pussy and gave it a twist.
 

“What’s…what is that?” Kim stammered.
 

“This here’s a plug. You never seen one?” Tyrel replied, bringing it up for her to look. He pressed it against her lips, dripping with her juice and a little fleck of his spunk.
 

Kim hesitated but only for a moment. She opened her mouth and let him slip it inside.
 

“Now I’m gonna put this in your ass. Stretch it out a little. What do you think about that?” he asked, grinning.
 

Kim looked up into his eyes as he pulled the plug out of her mouth. She paused again. “Yes, sir,” she whispered.
 

I shuddered as pleasure heated my loins. She looked so submissive and shy as the three thick men standing around her eyed her soft hole. My resolve wavered. Things had gone from warm to burning in a very short time. We were suddenly tumbling into a place I’d never imagined we would visit in our marriage.
 

Tyrel stepped back around and put a hand on her ass cheek. He stretched it, opening her tight back hole a little wider. The pointed end of the plug came up against it, glistening with Kim’s saliva. Tyrel pushed and started working it inside.
 

Kim braced herself against the divan so she didn’t fall forward.
 

Tyrel’s hand slipped to the small of her back, holding her in place so she couldn’t move. He continued to push the plug into her, stretching her tight ass hole wider and wider until the bulb slipped in and the flange settled against her sphincter.
 

Kim gasped.
 

“There,” Tyrel growled, eyeing his handiwork. “If you like that you just imagine what a nice big black dick’s gonna feel like up inside that tight, white ass,” he said with a smile.
 

The idea obviously aroused her because her nipples hardened into point nubs.
 

Keon stepped up and over her. He didn’t get down on his knees but rather crouched down and pointed his cock at her cunt. Without ceremony he shuffled forward and slipped his hardened meat into her gushing pussy, mounting her like an animal.
 

Kim moaned and grimaced as his girth stretched her wide. 
 

Keon didn’t seem to give a fuck about what Kim felt. Holding her ass, his body exploded into powerful thrusts, slamming his cock in and out of Kim’s pussy, his balls slapping against her clit.
 

Kim half-grunted, half-moaned. Her tits swayed and slapped against each other with each of Keon’s rough thrusts. She started panting and clawing at the divan. A few moments later I saw her thighs start to shake as she climbed towards a climax.
 

I stared slack-jawed and hard as iron. I would never in a million years have taken Kim for someone that enjoyed sex this rough. But there could be no doubt. As her orgasm crested and she screamed, it was obvious that she loved what was being done to her.
 

When he’d finished Keon pulled his cock most of the way out, leaving only the head inside her. He grabbed his shaft, shook it and stroked, squeezing the last of his drippings into her. When he stepped away Malik was right there, ready to take his place. He inserted himself into Kim the same way Keon had, crouching over her and filling her with his cock.
 

Kim grunted as he started to rut but took him the same way she’d taken Keon. Her body swayed back and forth and she dropped down onto her elbows, rounding out her ass.
 

Malik got excited by this and slammed into her extra hard sending her onto her stomach. He tucked a hand under her hip and pulled her ass up as he came down on top of her. His fucking got rougher and faster until he grimaced and grunted. He yanked his cock out of Kim’s pussy and squeezed her ass cheeks together around it. A few slow strokes later and the first shot of hot ejaculate flew out of the head of his cock and landed on her back.
 

Malik watched as his cock retched hot seed all over Kim’s ass and back. When he was done he took himself in hand and gave her ass a few wet slaps. A little more of his seed dribbled out. Then he, too, stood up and away and it was just Kim on the divan, arms splayed her ass and the small of her back covered in cum.
 

Tyrel stepped forward. He was carrying a small white towel. He glanced at me and jerked his head for me to come over.
 

I was so stunned I could barely make myself stand. I managed to, though, and made my way over slowly to the center of the room.
 

Tyrel handed me the towel. “Go on. Clean your slut up.”
 

Kim and I had used the word but hearing Tyrel say it was shocking. She really was a slut, a whore that had just been used by not one but three men. And I’d let it happen, encouraged it to happen.
 

I took the towel and sat down beside her. Dabbing at the cum I cleaned it all off, the whole time staring at the black flange of the plug in her ass.
 

When Kim rolled over her face was burning red with embarrassment. Now that the heat of the moment was over she was obviously having mixed feelings about what had just happened.
 

Tyrel walked up next to the divan, towering over us both. “Have fun?” he asked with a smile.
 

Kim buried her face in her hands.
 

I looked up into his eyes and paused. After a moment I replied with a nod.
 

“Let’s go somewhere private and have a talk,” Tyrel said. Without another word he turned and started walking away.
 

It was a bold and aggressive command but to my surprise Kim looked up to see him leaving. She glanced at me then scrambled up onto her knees. She seemed oblivious that she was still the center of attention, completely focused only on Tyrel.
 

“Baby that was so hot,” I whispered, trying to steal her gaze.
 

She didn’t meet my stare. A look of longing settled on her face as she stared after Tyrel. “We should go,” she said, rising to get off the bed.
 

“Baby, if you…if you’re not comfortable we can just say we’re leav…”
 

“No, it’s okay,” Kim interrupted. Only then did she look at me with a weak smile. “We’re here to have fun, right?” There was an edge to her voice and her eyes kept darting back to Tyrel, as if she didn’t want to disappoint him by not following right away.
 

It dawned on me then that Kim was obediently acting out her role as slut. A darker and much more dangerous possibility loomed out of the back of my mind. Perhaps this wasn’t an act? Perhaps she really was under some sort of spell?
 

Either way I didn’t stop her when she stood up and started walking, still naked, across the room in pursuit of Tyrel. I stood up myself and followed a few feet behind, painfully aware that everyone was watching what was going on.
 

Tyrel slipped through a door in the dark corridor, Kim following her a few moments later.
 

When I joined them she was standing straight with her arms at her sides and her breasts pushed out. 
 

Tyrel was eyeing her with a hungry stare and half-smile. “On your knees, baby,” he said.
 






Chapter 12


Kim sank to her knees, eyes still staring straight ahead.
 

“Oh don’t do that to your man,” Tyrel snapped. “You can look at him. I don’t mind.”
 

That’s when Kim turned to look at me. She looked so innocent even though she was naked. It was an intense contrast considering what she’d just done.
 

“Why don’t you step over there D?” Tyrel said. “Go on. Get right up in front of her.”
 

I was a little reluctant but I did what Tyrel asked. I stepped around to come standing in front of Kim.
 

“Go on, take out his cock.”
 

Without a moments hesitation Kim reached up, unbuckled my pants and let them fall to the floor. She pulled my underwear down and wrapped her fingers around my cock.
 

I looked at Tyrel, then quickly back at Kim. Had they had a conversation about this? Was this all for my benefit or was this really happening? “I don’t understand what…”
 

“Quiet,” Tyrel said, interrupting. “Stroke his cock,” he ordered Kim.
 

Kim looked up into my eyes and started moving her hand up and down my shaft in long, slow strokes. The flicker of a smile curled one corner of her mouth.
 

I shook my head. I needed to know if this was for real. “What are you doing?” I whispered.
 

“You’re her main man, D,” Tyrel said behind me. “She just being a good wife. Aren’t you baby?”
 

Kim gave a slow nod but continued staring into my eyes.
 

“Why don’t you tell him what he wants to hear?” Tyrel suggested.
 

“Was I a good little slut for you?” Kim said, a full smile blossoming across her mouth. “Did you like watching me take all those cocks inside me?”
 

I shook my head again. I was hard as a rock in her hand but still confused. “Is this serious? Are you…are you just playing now? Kim I need to know.” I didn’t do a very good job of keeping a hint of desperation out of my voice.
 

Kim’s smile turned into a grin and she giggled. She looked down at her chest. “You want to come all over these big titties Daniel? You want to remember what it was like watching me get fucked? Will that make you come?” She put her other hand between my legs and cupped my balls.
 

I winced because my nuts are really sensitive and it was a little more pressure than I was used to. Images of Kim on her knees getting fucked like an animal flooded my mind.
 

“It’s okay, baby,” she whispered, licking her lips. “I want you to. I want you to come. Come all over my tits.”
 

I was seething and seed was churning at the base of my shaft. It was erotic as hell, her playing the bimbo slut but what the fuck?!? What was this all about?
 

At that moment Kim leaned forward and licked the underside of the head of my cock like a lollipop. 
 

The sudden wet heat made my nuts seize up. I grunted as cum rushed through my shaft and exploded out of the tip of my cock.
 

Kim recoiled slightly but her eyes and smile lit up with delight. She giggled again as she watched my cock slather her tits with splash after splash of hot cum. Her hand kept moving in firm and even strokes.
 

As the ache drained from my nuts my legs shook and I bent over slightly.
 

Kim kept massaging my cock and staring into my eyes, smiling, until I had gone soft. Then she leaned forward and lovingly licked the last drip of cum from the tip.
 

My mind spun with confusion.
 

“Atta girl,” Tyrel growled behind me. “Now clean yourself up. You’re done for tonight. You’ll be hearing from me later this week.” 
 

Kim got up off her knees and did exactly what he’d asked. She wiped the cum off her tits with a small towel and put on her dress.
 

Tyrel walked around behind Kim and put a paw on the small of her back, bending her over. 
 

She gasped and grabbed hold of my arms as he lifted her skirt, then twisted the plug out of her ass.
 

I stared at him as he eased it out. It was such a lewd and intimate thing he was doing and yet he seemed as unmoved by it as if he were making coffee. He gave me the plug. “Make sure to get that inside her for a few hours every day.”
 

I could have said no, told him to fuck off but I didn’t. Why? I’m still not sure. Instead, I took the plug and looked at it before slipping it into my pocket.
 

Kim looked up at me, bit the corner of her lower lip and smiled.
 

Tyrel gave an approving nod then walked out of the room without another word.
 

I looked at Kim. “Are you okay?”
 

She smiled. “I’m fine.”
 

Her reaction was a little unsettling, considering what had just happened. “Come on. Let’s go home.”
 

Kim nodded and a few minutes later we were in a cab and on the way home.
 

When we got there Kim jumped into the shower and by the time I’d finished mine, was already asleep in bed.
 

Not wanting to wake her I decided that the conversation that needed to be had could wait until the next day. Sleep was a long time coming and when I did finally fall asleep I was plagued with dreams, (or were they nightmares?) of Kim submitting her body to rooms full of hung black men.
 

I woke up with a wicked hard on and Kim lying next to me wearing a devious smile. “I was wondering when you were going to wake up,” she said, dragging one leg over my lap and lying on top of me.
 

I gasped at the damp heat dripping out of her pussy as she settled onto the tip of my cock.
 

“I’ve been waiting to fuck you for like an hour.” She wiggled lower and her pussy slurped up half my cock.
 

My body tensed at the tendrils of pleasure that shot through my spine. I almost forgot about what I’d wanted to talk about last night. Almost. “Kim,” I said, though it came out sounding like a grunt from how good I felt.
 

“Yeah?” she said, sliding even lower, sending the rest of my cock up into her fleshy sheath.
 

“Oh fuck, Kim, that feels good,” I groaned as she started swaying gently back and forth, squeezing me with the muscles in her cunt.
 

“Yeah? You like that?” she purred.
 

I opened my eyes and looked into hers. I’m not sure what I was looking for. We were both complicit in her getting violated the night before but somehow I wanted, no, needed her to feel a little more remorseful about it than she seemed.
 

But the pleasure proved to potent to resist. I let my doubts slip away and surrendered to Kim’s lovemaking.
 

She rode me slowly, her soft breasts rubbing against my chest as my cock slipped in and out of her. The sticky sounds of my squeezing into her opening were the only noise in the room.
 

She led me to the edge of emission and each time I started breathing heavier she would slow and sometimes stop completely, leaving me teetering on the brink.
 

My aching need became sharper with each edging until finally I felt like my insides were going to implode if I didn’t release. “Baby, please,” I said, my voice an urgent whisper.
 

Kim smiled. She leaned forward and kissed me, plunging her tongue deep into my mouth and continuing to ride.
 

The heat built inside me. My nuts tightened. I could feel the cum churning inside me, my cock a loaded gun. I moaned into her mouth.
 

Kim pulled away from the kiss and lowered her cheek against mine. She whispered a single word. “Come.”
 

I groaned again and grabbed her ass, my hips trying to thrust faster but Kim held me down. She squeezed her pussy as mine flexed inside her, unleashing a torrent of seed up into her sloppy cunt. I groaned as it left my body and invaded hers and a moment later I felt it come squeezing out of her and back down my shaft.
 

Kim smiled and gazed into my eyes. “So was last night,” she whispered.
 

Her words brought my worry to mind again. “Kim, about that…”
 

Before I could finish she pressed her lips to mine in a hot kiss, forcing her tongue into my mouth.
 

I kissed her back and pawed her ass. My softening cock flexed again inside her.
 

She pulled away and fixed me with another searching stare. “Tyrel texted me this morning.”
 

My eyes went wide in surprise even as my cock hardened. “What? He did?”
 

Kim nodded.
 

“What did he want?”
 

“He wanted to see me again.”
 

“He did? When? Where? At the club? What did you say?”
 

She shook her head. “Not at the club. He…he wanted to come here.”
 

“Here?!?” I squawked, propping myself up on my elbows. “Did you tell him he could?” My heart was pounding suddenly from what she’d said. In all this time, with all these fantasies swimming in my head I guess I’d never contemplated seeing it happen at our house and in our bed.
 

Kim nodded.
 

“You did? You didn’t think you should ask me first?”
 

Kim looked from side to side and shrugged.
 

I found her apathy more than a little unsettling. “Why did you do that?”
 

“I thought you’d be happy. I thought I was your little whore?”
 

I paused a moment and stared at her. She did have a point. Seeing her be my little whore was quite a turn on. Something didn’t feel quite right, though. “Let me see your phone,” I said quietly.
 

Kim reached over to her night table without hesitation and passed me her phone. I unlocked it and flipped to her messages.
 

Tyrel: Hey baby. I need more of that sugar. Where you at? Ima come over.
 

Kim: 33 Sandy Lane. I can’t wait. I miss your cock already.
 

That last part slammed into me like a five ton truck. I looked up at Kim, my mouth agape. “You…you miss his cock?”
 

Kim bit her lip and nodded.
 

I had no idea what to say.
 

Kim squeezed me with her pussy. “You love that don’t you?” she whispered.
 

I didn’t know how the hell I felt about it. Sure my cock was hard but Kim’s text back to Tyrel seemed to cross some boundary. I wasn’t too keen on discovering what lay beyond.
 

The doorbell rang.
 

Kim’s eyes lit up. “That’s him!” she said. Pulling off of my cock she rolled over and under the covers. “Can you go answer it? I’m totally naked.”
 

There were many things I could have done. I could have said “no,” that I wouldn’t go get it. I could have pretended it hadn’t rung. I could have told Kim that this was over and that we’d had our fun but we weren’t going to play this game any more.
 

But through my worry, my doubt and the fresh angst this new revelation had brought, the same feeling that had pulled me into this in the first place kept my cock rock solid and my curiosity piqued.
 

What would it be like to let Tyrel into the house? What would it be like to follow him up the stairs knowing that he was going to fuck Kim in our marital bed? 
 

What would it be like to gaze at her after he was done, knowing her pussy was swimming with his seed?
 

It was the hungry needing feeling those questions inspired that made me roll out of bed, throw a bath robe on and walk downstairs. I paused with my door on the handle wondering whether I should fight that feeling, resist the urge and not open it.
 

Enough time had passed that I found it curious he hadn’t rung again. Maybe he wasn’t there? Maybe he’d left thinking we just weren’t into it any more? I twisted the handle and swung the door open.
 

Tyrel was standing on the other side with his arms folded across his chest wearing a big grin.
 

“Hi,” I said, sounding a little dejected.
 

Tyrel stepped inside.
 

I moved to one side to let him walk past.
 

“She upstairs?” he asked.
 

I nodded.
 

Tyrel nodded back and started walking up the stairs.
 

As I watched him go the sinking feeling in my stomach made me wonder if I’d made the right choice after all.
 






Chapter 13


By the time I made it up the stairs Tyrel had his shirt off. I watched him kick off his shoes, push his pants down.
 

His thick cock and heavy sack behind it looked even larger in the light of day and not the dim glow of the lights at the club.
 

Kim watched him undressing from under the covers.
 

I could feel the excitement buzzing in her from the other side of the room.
 

When Tyrel stepped towards the bed she opened her arms in welcome letting him slip under the covers.
 

I stood leaning against the door frame, unable to move.
 

“You know I’m not normally like this,” Tyrel said, kissing her gently on the lips.
 

Kim closed her eyes as he kissed her and put a hand on one side of his head. It was a slow, romantic kiss. Not the kind whore’s give.
 

My stomach flopped but my eyes were glued to the scene.
 

“Not normally like what?” Kim whispered back after they’d finished the kiss.
 

“I don’t usually get involved,” Tyrel replied with a smile. “But baby I just can’t get you out of my head.” His hand slipped under the covers and Kim gasped as he pinched her nipple.
 

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. From the way they were acting it was like I wasn’t even there. It was like Kim was having an affair and I was a ghost in the room, watching it all happen and unable to do a thing about it.
 

Tyrel kissed her neck. Then he pulled the covers lower and kissed her collarbone. Soft and gentle kisses that left little wet stains on her skin. Then he moved lower, exposing her breasts, cupping them in his big black paws and nibbling on the little pink buds before sucking them into his mouth.
 

It was a more sensual foreplay than Kim and I had ever shared.
 

He moved between her legs.
 

I couldn’t see it but from the shape of the comforter I could tell Kim was spread wide open from him. My eyes roamed up their bodies and to her face.
 

She was gazing into his eyes with a longing look. Her mouth opened. She sucked in a breath. Her body shook.
 

I knew he’d mounted her, impaled her with his hardened seeder and was now driving it into her soft depths. I saw the moment, too, when he reached her deepest place because a look of profound satisfaction settled on her expression.
 

Tyrel was nothing like the dominant bull we’d come to know at the club. He’d become a sensitive and caring lover focused on Kim’s pleasure.
 

Watching her wrap her arms around his neck and kiss him as he began to thrust inside her shook me to my very core.
 

And still my cock was hard.
 

I watched them fuck for what seemed like hours. Kim’s orgasms, of which there were too many to keep track, were not the raucous screaming affairs they’d been at the club. They were deep and powerful tremors of pleasure within her that slowed time and thickened the air in the room.
 

When Tyrel finally came inside her his orgasm was just as personal.
 

Watching the way Kim held him as his cock pulsed, the way she looked into his eyes hoping that her stare would add to his pleasure lanced right through my heart.
 

When it was over they held each other as I continued to stand and stare.
 

Finally Tyrel removed himself from inside my wife, whispered something in her ear and began to dress. He walked past me, out the bedroom door and down the stairs with barely a nod.
 

The sound of the door slamming downstairs shook me from my stupor. I stumbled across the room and into the bed.
 

Kim was wearing a satisfied smile.
 

“What did he say?” I asked.
 

She turned to me and smiled. She put a hand on my ass and began pulling me towards her. “Come on. I want you inside me,” she whispered.
 

I obliged without hesitation, scrambling up onto her and slipping my cock into the hot and sticky mess Tyrel had made. I shuddered and closed my eyes at the finger of pleasure it sent racing up my spine. When I opened my eyes Kim was staring at me and still smiling.
 

“Fuck me,” she whispered.
 

I began to thrust. “What did he say?” I asked again.
 

“He told me to go off the pill,” she whispered back, her face suddenly serious.
 

Every muscle in my body tensed and cum raced into my cock. “What?”
 

Kim nodded.
 

My fucking turned into an urgent rut. “What did you say?”
 

The tiniest shadow of a smile flickered at one corner of her mouth. “I told him I was already off.”
 

I shouted as I blew my load.
 



***

 


“You’re not though, right? You’re just joking? That was just dirty talk, right?!?” My mind was racing as fast as my heart.
 

Kim shook her head.
 

“You’re fucking serious?” I was still inside her, my body plastered against her. “What the fuck are you doing?!?”
 

Kim bit her lip. “You came right as I told you. That was so hot. You came right when I told you I was off. Why? Was it because there’s a chance Tyrel put a baby into me?”
 

“Holy fuck, Kim,” I groaned but again my cock roared to life.
 

“Oh God, baby,” Kim said, running her hands up and down my back. “Can you imagine? Can you imagine my belly growing because from another man’s seed?” she whispered into my ear.
 

“Kim this is not alright,” I said pulling myself out of her. “This is crazy.”
 

“Is it?” she asked.
 

I rolled off the bed and stood up, my cock still dripping with mine and Tyrel’s cum. “It is! You are being crazy!” I shouted. It seemed like she’d completely lost her mind.
 

Kim lifted her feet into the air, swept the covers off and spread her legs. Her defiled hole split open with a wet smack. “Look at this,” she whispered, gazing at her own cunt.
 

And I couldn’t help but stare at it too. My cock bounced as I stepped forward and peered into the gaping maw bubbling with freshly fucked seed. His and mine.
 

“Come here Daniel,” Kim whispered. She crooked her finger to pull me closer.
 

I don’t know what force compelled me to obey. I knew I should be outraged, that I should shake her and yell at her to come to her senses. This whole thing felt like some feverish erotic dream that had the potential of turning into a nightmare. All the same, I sank to my knees.
 

Kim’s breasts heaved as she inhaled and brought a hand to my cheek. She didn’t pull me closer but I knew that’s what she wanted by her touch. I sank lower until my mouth was hovering just above her pussy.
 

The heady musk of Tyrel’s ejaculate mixed with my own wafted from her hole. I looked up to see her staring down at me with the most affectionate smile. “Kiss it,” she whispered.
 

It was a disgusting request that required an act of submission so complete on my part. But it was one I knew I couldn’t deny.
 

Pressing my tongue against her folds I plunged it inside and began to clean her out. The first tart taste of semen slipping into my mouth nearly made me wretch but I held it together. What was so erotic about this I still didn’t know but it was.
 

My cock began to rise again as I licked and slurped Kim’s cunt. Every time I looked up it was to see her gazing lovingly back at me. She came when I was nearly done. A violent shudder shook her whole body and she moaned as I fucked her with my tongue.
 

When it was over she lowered her legs and sat up, cradling my head in her lap.
 

I nearly drifted off to sleep as she ran her fingers through my hair. There was so much that needed to be said but strangely enough I felt closer to her than I ever had before.
 






Chapter 14


Kim was gone before I woke up the next day, which wasn’t unusual but I really wanted to talk to her about everything that had happened.
 

I sent her a text and sat at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee waiting for a reply. When none came after an hour I started to worry. I sent another. Then a third.
 

Nothing.
 

By noon I was gripped by a panic. The rational explanation was that she was swamped at work as usual. I didn’t want to call and be the crazy jealous husband. But I couldn’t stop thinking of where she was and what she was doing and with who? I paced nervously around the house until finally around three I heard the front door open. I half-ran into the hall to find Kim looking very woozy one knee bent in, holding a hand up against the wall.
 

She smiled.
 

“Kim? What’s going on? Why aren’t you at work?” She seemed drunk.
 

“No, baby,” she said, walking towards me. She leaned against my chest and kissed my lips. She smelled like…cum. “I didn’t go to work today,” she said, looking a little guilty.
 

“What do you mean you…”
 

“I was with Tyrel.”
 

She might as well have punched me in the stomach. “You were what?”
 

“Tyrel called and said he was picking me up around noon.”
 

“And you went?” I balked.
 

Kim nodded.
 

“What do you mean picking you up? He came to work?”
 

Kim nodded again.
 

“Kim, what the fuck?” I whispered.
 

Kim shrugged. “I just…it’s so hard to say no to him.”
 

“What did you do?” I asked, my voice terse.
 

“He took me to the club. We fucked. Some of his buddies stopped by.”
 

“You fucked them too?” I asked.
 

Kim nodded again.
 

“I can’t believe this,” I whispered, shaking my head.
 

Kim’s hand slipped behind my belt and into my pants. She shoved it lower until she found my hard cock. “Something tells me you can,” she whispered.
 

“No. No, no, no,” I said, pulling her hand out and taking a step back. “This is crazy and it needs to stop.”
 

Kim’s expression changed to an angry pout. “What?” she snapped.
 

“This! All of this!” I said, waving my hands at her. “You’re…skipping work to hook up with Tyrel and fucking his buddies at the club! This isn’t hot any more! This is fucked up!”
 

And just as suddenly as she’d become cranky, Kim seemed to snap out of whatever insane place she’d worked herself into. “Oh my God, Daniel. You’re right,” she whispered. She dropped her purse on the floor with a thud.
 

My heart broke when she looked up at me with tears in her eyes. “I’m sorry,” she said, her voice pained. “I was just doing it for you. Then…then it just kind of took over and…oh God, what have I done?”
 

I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around her in a hug. I held her tight, glad that she seemed to be back, the Kim I’d married.
 

After a few minutes of sniffling she pulled back. “What are we going to do? Tyrel’s coming back. He just needed to go see some people. He wants to go back to the club!” Her voice began to rise as she panicked.
 

“Kim. It’s okay. Everything’s going to be alright,” I said, pulling her close again. “He’s just a guy. I’ll tell him it’s over and that’ll be that.” I looked down at her just in time to see the flash of sorrow dart through her eyes.
 

Nothing hurt quite like that. The fact that she was sad about not being able to see Tyrel again that night just cut like a knife.
 

Someone knocked at the door.
 

I stepped around Kim. My heart was beating a little harder than normal but there was no doubt in my mind about what I had to do. I swung the door open to find Tyrel there with his arms folded across his chest.
 

He gave a nod, then stepped up to get into the house.
 

I stood my ground.
 

Tyrel looked up, surprised. “What up D?” he asked.
 

I shook my head. “Not tonight.”
 

Tyrel screwed up his face. “What the fuck? What do you mean ‘not tonight?’ Where she at?” He looked over my shoulder. “Hey, baby, get out here. I got some boys waiting in the car.”
 

I didn’t turn to look at Kim, just heard her sniffling behind me. It wasn’t that I needed to somehow face down Tyrel, I didn’t give a shit about that. I just didn’t want to see what her face looked like when she said “no” to Tyrel.
 

So I looked at him instead. After a few moments he shook his head and waved his hand at us, stepping away from the door. He looked up at me and smirked. “She’ll be back, D. They always come back. You best sleep with one eye open ‘cause she’ll find some way to sneak off and feel a black dick stretch out that tight pussy. Pffft,” he said, waving and turning to walk down the driveway. He got into the car, slammed the door and peeled away.
 

I closed the door and turned to face Kim again. She was covering her mouth with her hand, her eyes staring at some distant point past the wall.
 

“You okay?” I asked.
 

She mustered a smile. “Yeah.”
 

I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around her again. “Why don’t you get cleaned up,” I whispered.
 

Kim pulled back, nodded and turned to go.
 

“Kim, wait,” I said. I put a hand on her shoulder and turned her to face me again. “Are you really not on birth control?”
 

She relaxed her shoulders and a tired smile formed along her mouth. “I’m not,” she sighed.
 

My insides tightened again. “Why?”
 

She stepped closer, took my hand and pressed it against her belly. “I’m pregnant, Daniel.”
 

Time seemed to stop and in that terrifying, thrilling moment I experienced what might be the greatest anxiety of my life. Her smile brought me down from the heights of paranoia. Surely she wouldn’t be smiling like that if… “Is it…?” I left the words dangling.
 

Kim tilted her head and scowled. “Daniel. Of course it’s yours. I’m a month and a half along. That’s why I was even up for this crazy ride. My hormones are out of control. I’ve never been so horny in my life!”
 

A massive weight fell off my shoulders. This explained so much. Almost everything, in fact. Why Kim had been so willing to try this in the first place. Why she’d been willing to go back. Hormones had sent her libido spinning out of control and this had been an outlet for her arousal.
 

Suddenly the realization dawned on me that I was being a complete tool. “Oh my God, Kim, I’m so happy! I’m sorry I was just…” I wrapped my arms around her in another tight hug.
 

She waited a few seconds before finishing my sentence. “Thinking that the baby might be Tyrel’s?” she whispered.
 

My cock bounced to life.
 

I heard Kim smile with her cheek pressed to mine. “Hey Daniel?” she asked.
 

My stomach tightened. “Hm?”
 

“Can we go back? Just one last time?”
 

It was a crazy thing to ask and an even crazier time to ask it. I pulled away and looked her in the eyes. “Why?”
 

Kim sighed. “It’s just…it’s for me this time.”
 

I probably should have said no. I guess Tyrel was right. They always come back. I’ll admit I was being a little selfish when I made my decision. “Okay. But I’m coming with you. And one last time means one last time. After that we stop. Can you handle that?”
 

Kim got a wistful look in her eye. She nodded. “I can. I promise. Just one last time. Then I’ll stop.”
 

A silence passed between us that turned awkward after a while. “When?” I asked.
 

The wistful look turned hungry and she seemed to be looking through me at a place far away. “I don’t know yet,” she whispered.
 






Chapter 15


Days of waiting for Kim to make her decision turned into weeks, then months. The tension of not knowing when it was going to happen faded as time passed. Every so often Kim would bring it up during our lovemaking. She would get that hungry look as I fucked her and stare into my eyes. “Don’t forget,” she would whisper. “One last time.”
 

Her words would send a jolt of lust pulsing through me that would usually push me over the edge. But neither of us brought it up outside of the heat of the moment. It got to the point where I thought she’d changed her mind.
 

Her belly grew. It was kind of hot, actually. It got so big that we had to stop fucking missionary. It was either sideways or doggy.
 

I found her swollen belly and engorged tits incredibly attractive. She would walk around in a sports bra underwear because she was so hot and it would drive me insane.
 

And then one Friday night while we were watching TV, when I’d nearly forgotten about our adventures and my promise, Kim turned to me and smiled. She had her hands on her fat stomach, cradling it in such a maternal, loving way.
 

I smiled back and leaned in to kiss her cheek.
 

“Tomorrow,” she whispered.
 

My whole body tightened in a panic. “What? Are you serious?” I asked.
 

“Deadly serious,” Kim replied. She watched my reaction like a hawk, her smile widening as she saw the blood drain from my face.
 

I stared at my Kim, my wife, the soon to be mother of my child and imagined what it would be like watching her become a whore, a pregnant whore for a club full of hung black men.
 

My erection roared to life.
 

Pulling into the parking lot the next night I felt like my heart was in my throat. Kim had barely said anything all day. She’d been lost in her thoughts, dreaming of what it would be like to be stuffed by all that black cock again, no doubt.
 

When we walked in the bouncer’s eyes went wide at the sight of Kim with her big belly. After a moment he cracked a grin and waved his hand. “Oh shit, hold on a sec. Tyrel gonna wanna see this shit.” He disappeared but was back a moment later followed by Tyrel.
 

Tyrel grinned in the same lecherous way as his eyes settled on Kim.
 

My stomach twisted as he approached and wrapped his arms around her, then leaned down and gave her a sloppy wet kiss. His black paws travelled down her back and gripped her ass cheeks, mauling them like he owned her. When he was done he cupped her tits, rubbed them a little then twisted her nipples until she squealed. “What’s this?” he asked, rubbing her belly. “Got a little black in that belly?”
 

Kim smiled, glanced back at me and winked. “We’re not sure yet,” she said, turning back to Tyrel.
 

Her reply sent a jolt of arousal through me. Of course we were sure but I had no choice but to succumb to my darkest fantasy, that the baby was Tyrel’s.
 

Tyrel chuckled. “Shit, baby, you gonna get all kinds of fucked tonight. You practically the only bitch here,” he said. With his arm on her shoulder he turned and led her into the club. Right before they disappeared through the entrance he looked over his shoulder at me with a grin. “See? They always come back. Ain’t never gonna’ be ‘nuff.”
 

I shuddered at the thought that it might not but followed them in.
 

Watching the reaction of the men inside the club to Kim’s entrance was like seeing a pack of hungry wolves circling a wounded animal. Their eyes raked down her body, staring at her bulging tits and stomach. Some stood up and approached, though not too close as long as Tyrel still had his hand around her.
 

“Let’s take this downstairs,” he said with a smile.
 

Kim and Tyrel walked through the room towards the stairs and a parade of horny men fell in line behind them with me at the very end.
 

By the time I got to the “cave” Kim was already stripped naked and being strapped in to the breeding rack. Her pregnant belly hung low along with her heavy tits. Her pussy was a drooling mess.
 

Tyrel spat in his palm and rubbed the head of his hard cock with it. The other men were standing around in various states of undress, some rubbing their cocks to hardness. Tyrel turned to me. “You ever get that plug up inside this ass again?” he asked.
 

I shook my head.
 

Tyrel tilted his. “Well then this might hurt a bit.” He peeled Kim’s dripping lips apart and pressed the head of his cock against her pink flesh.
 

She gasped and clenched her fists. As Tyrel pushed himself deeper into her her mouth fell open and she whispered an “Oh God.”
 

Tyrel smiled and gently smacked her ass. “You feel that? You forgot what that feels like, didn’t you? Some nice black dick? Didn’t you?” He smacked her ass again.
 

Kim craned her neck to try and look at him. “Oh God,” she repeated, “fuck it into me please!”
 

Tyrel chuckled but gave her what she was begging for. He thrust his hips forward plunging his dark shaft into her up to the hilt.
 

Kim moaned and writhed on the rack, shaking it.
 

Tyrel fucked his cock in and out of her slowly a few times. Then he pursed his lips and spat. The gob of spittle that flew from his mouth landed right above Kim’s ass hole with a smack.
 

Kim’s eyes popped open wide and she tried to look back again. “I don’t…I’m not sure if…”
 

Tyrel smacked her ass. “Bitch you don’t need to be sure. You need to feel a dick in your ass that’s what it’s there for.” He hauled his cock out of her dripping pussy and pressed the swollen head of it against her puckered back hole. Pressing on it with his thumb, he eased it in and grunted as her ass swallowed it up.
 

“Oh God,” Kim whispered. But it wasn’t the desperate whisper of a woman enduring an unwanted intrusion. It was a whisper that said “how did I not know this could feel so good?”
 

“Yeah,” Tyrel grunted as he stuffed more of his meat into her ass.
 

Kim winced as he stretched her tight hole but didn’t complain.
 

Every other man in the room was staring at her, eyes roaming over her body, cocks hard at the anticipation of their turn.
 

Kim moaned.
 

Tyrel was about three quarters of the way into her when she clenched her ass hole around his cock.
 

“I…I can’t,” she whimpered. “I can’t take any more.”
 

Tyrel put his thumbs on both her cheeks and spread them apart wider still. “Ain’t no ‘I can’t’ down here, bitch.” With a powerful lunge he speared the rest of his cock deep into her ass until his balls slapped against her puss.
 

As Kim moaned Tyrel began a relentless and powerful fuck into her bowels. Her pained grimace soon melted and her mouth fell open as she endured, then began enjoying the fucking.
 

I couldn’t believe when she began moaning uncontrollably. Was Tyrel really going to make her come by fucking her ass?
 

He kept up the assault on her rear until the throes of an orgasm twisted her body side to side. A spurt of clear liquid squirted from her pussy, then another and another as she screamed in agonized pleasure.
 

Tyrel continued fucking her ass.
 

I was hard as a rock and my imagination was running wild wondering what it would look like to stare at Kim’s gaping ass hole, dripping cum.
 

But Tyrel didn’t give me that pleasure. Right when he seemed like he was about to come, he hauled his meat out of her and walked slowly around the rack. He undid the straps holding her arms down and stood right in front of her.
 

Kim clawed her way up onto his body like a desperate slut. Staring up into his eyes she gobbled his filthy cock up, gulping and swallowing until it must have been halfway down her throat to her stomach.
 

“That’s it,” Tyrel growled. “That’s how it’s done.” He fucked her mouth a few times and his lip curled into a snarl. His cock flexed as he came into her belly with a grunt.
 

When he pulled his cock out a gush of his ejaculate and spit and bile followed out of Kim’s mouth.
 

She grabbed the rack panting and trying to catch her breath.
 

As Tyrel stepped back another dark figure took his place, grabbed a fistful of Kim’s hair and lifted her head. She’d barely taken a few breaths when another black cock slipped into her mouth.
 

Someone else stepped up behind her and soon she was being fucked at both ends.
 

Some of the guys got too worked up watching and started stepping up and spraying her back and her tits with cum they couldn’t hold in.
 

Kim endured hours of being spit-roasted by black cocks, drenched with semen and filled by it.
 

I spent the evening in the corner of the room, my cock hard as a rock, staring at my little whore being defiled for the last time. It was the hottest night of my life.
 

As each of the guys finished with her they put on clothes and drifted out of the room. When the last one had sprayed his nut into her he, too, left.
 

I was left alone with Kim strapped to the breeding bench, exhausted and covered in cum.
 

I walked slowly over and around the rack to look her in the eye. I pulled my cock out.
 

Kim lifted her head with what looked like great effort. She gazed up into my eyes. Her face was covered in cum and it was clinging to the corners of her mouth. She cracked a sleepy but wicked grin. “Was I a good little whore?” she whispered.
 

I started pumping my cock furiously as Kim began to chuckle. A hot blast of seed shot up from my nuts, raced through my shaft and erupted out of the head of my cock. It splashed across Kim’s face, mingling with the cum already there.
 

As I crested my climax Kim’s chuckle turned to a cackling laugh.
 

I don’t know what was so hot about it but it made my orgasm that much more intense. As the pleasure waned I staggered back, still staring at my giggling wife.
 






Epilogue


There’s no room for any of that in our new life. Kim decided to take leave for the first year and has turned into a doting and loving mom.
 

Our sex life is still good, if a lot less frequent but that’s the way these things go, I guess.
 

Kim hasn’t mentioned that night since it happened and I haven’t brought it up.
 

But the other day I was looking for something in the dresser and touched something hard. I nearly gasped when I pulled it out. It was the biggest, blackest, most realistic looking dildo I’d ever seen. Had veins and everything. It smelled like the sharp aroma of Kim’s cunt.
 

My initial shock was replaced with an intense arousal at the thought of Kim using it to get off. I didn’t go to bed with her that night, saying that I was going to watch some TV. Except after going downstairs I crept back up and lurked in the hall.
 

Sure enough, after a while, Kim crept across the room, rummaged through the dresser and hauled out the cock. After lying back down on the bed she spread her legs and fed the cock into her pussy, then began furiously fucking herself with it.
 

My cock swelled along with my heart. It seemed that Tyrel really was right. There was no going back. I watched Kim bring herself to a shuddering orgasm before creeping back down the stairs.
 

It didn’t take long for me to make the decision. I found Kim’s phone and flipped through it for the number.
 

Hey Tyrel? It’s me, Daniel. You remember Kim?
 

The reply came just minutes later.
 

Hey D! Do I remember Kim? Shit dawg how could I forget?
 

I punched out a reply.
 

I was wondering if you could help me?
 

Wassup?
 

I wanted to surprise Kim. You have plans for this weekend?
 

:-) I do now. You see? I told you. Ain’t no goin’ back!
 

I let out a sigh as I put down the phone. It seemed that there was no going back. Except I realized that he didn’t just mean for Kim. There was no going back for me, either.
 

But that was alright. Everything was going to be alright.
 



THE END









***


Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!
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The Hotel Wife

Piper has been asking Tom for a beach vacation their whole marriage.

Now seems like the perfect time, right before they're ready to start a family.

One last week of fun in the sun.

Piper’s enthusiasm for exploring Tom’s long-harbored fantasy turns the situation explosive.

As the two explore the boundaries of an unconventional relationship, Tom begins to wonder if he’ll ever get back the wife he once had.




The Houseguest

Olivia asks her husband for a favour. Can an old friend stay a few nights?

John, feeling guilty about past jealousy, agrees and their adventure begins.

As the Olivia uncovers her husband's desires, she gives him what he wants.

But when she goes too far can he take her back?





The Fling

Vanessa returns from a trade show and makes a confession.

Richard finds that her indiscretion inspires a powerful lust.

The act pushes the couple closer and they delve into a lifestyle Richard never imagined he could live.

How far will Vanessa go? And will Richard be able to keep up?




The Preacher's Wife
Fresh out of seminary, William takes a job at a small, southern parish.

The mixed ethnicity of the congregation and the church deacon, Sam, stir a fantasy within William he has long tried to hide.

Unable to resist his dark impulses he nudges his wife to become more adventurous in the bedroom to satisfy his lust, which unleashes her own appetites.

At William's request she succumbs to Sam's advances and his desire is fulfilled. But everything comes at a price.

Sam calls in his debt and William must watch his wife fulfill the devilish bargain he made.
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