
        
            
                
            
        

    

The Company Wife



A Hotwife Fantasy

by

 Jason Lenov




Copyright 2017 Jason Lenov


Thirteenth Line Publications


This book is a work of fiction. All characters, companies, organizations, products and events in this book, other than those that are clearly in the public domain, are fictitious, and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, companies, organizations, events, or products, is purely coincidental.

All characters depicted in this story are 18 years or older.

Cover characters are models. Image(s) is/are licensed from:

depositphotos.com






If you enjoy this story, we'd love it if you spent a few minutes checking out the rest of our catalog at Thirteenth Line
Join the Thirteenth Line mailing list, to get notified about our releases.



Table of Contents

Preface

 

Chapter 1

 

Chapter 2

 

Chapter 3

 

Chapter 4

 

Chapter 5

 

Chapter 6

 

Chapter 7

 

Chapter 8

 

Chapter 9

 

Chapter 10

 

Chapter 11

 

Chapter 12

 

Chapter 13

 

Chapter 14

 

Chapter 15

 

Epilogue

 

Also by Jason Lenov

 





 


Preface

 


This one's been banging around in the old noddle for a while now.
 

Sometimes you've just got to let 'em out.
 

Please enjoy yourselves.
 






Chapter 1

 


Serena


"That's one hell of a woman you've got there, Anderson!"
 

Dale Evenson's deep voice cuts through the soft jazz playing over the speakers in the room.
 

It sends a shiver down my spine but I don't turn around. Not right away, anyways.
 

He's talking to my husband. I know this not just because he said his name, but because every single time I bring Anderson to the Christmas party I hear Dale say that exact same sentence.
 

Dale's one hell of a guy. He's a tall, handsome, dark-haired man with ebony skin and dark eyes that have been following me through the office since I got this job three years ago.
 

Day in, day out.
 

He smiles at me first thing in the morning, leaning against the frame of the door to his office. It's always the same smile. Warm with the slightest hint of interest. Not enough for anyone to call HR and tell them he's flirting with me but enough for me to know he is.
 

No, I'm not full of myself.
 

A few days after I got the job, Dale called me into his office and told me exactly what he thought. He told me that he wanted me to get on his desk and spread my legs so he could fuck my pussy.
 

I just laughed because... well, because men like that make me laugh. Strutting around pretending they can have anything they want.
 

I did the right thing, mind you. I told him I was married. I told him all about Anderson. I told him who he was and what he did and that we had only been married two years and we were still in love.
 

I told him I was too young for an affair and that I wanted kids and a happy home.
 

He smiled and nodded as I explained all this and pressed the tips of his fingers together as he leaned back in the dark brown leather chair behind his large desk. Then he told me that I could come to him any time, that he'd be ready for me any time.
 

And for some reason, that turned me on. 
 

So. Fucking. Much.
 

I love my husband. I love Anderson. He's good-looking, in a boyish sort of way, with his ruddy hair and grey-green eyes. He's thoughtful. He never forgets a birthday and he's considerate in bed. He's not ripped but he has a nice physique.
 

And every time we fuck, I feel bad for closing my eyes and fantasizing that it's Dale inside me and not my husband.
 

I feel bad for waiting until he falls asleep to pull out the big black dildo in the bottom drawer of my nightstand and sneak off to the guest room.
 

I feel bad for making myself come over and over again thinking what it would be like to be riding Dale's black cock.
 

I feel bad about all that.
 

But here's the thing. I haven't done anything about it. Not a single thing. I smile at Dale every day but not in any kind of flirtatious way. Just a friendly smile to say good morning even as I feel his eyes rake up and down my body.
 

It makes me imagine his hands doing the same thing.
 

Once a year, at the company party, I have a few too many drinks and work my way across the room in the direction of Dale so I can listen to him talking to my husband. I do my best to make sure they don't think I'm listening.
 

Once a year I hear him say the same thing. "That's one hell of a woman you've got there Anderson!"
 

Once a year I hear Anderson's reply. "She really is something, isn't she?"
 

It tickles my pussy hearing Dale talk to my husband.
 

Once a year I climb onto Anderson and fuck him like a cowgirl. Imagining what it would be like if Dale Evenson fucked me while my husband watched.
 



***

 


Anderson


Maybe I'm a sick fucker. I don't know. What kind of a guy...
 

Fuck.
 

Every damn year it's the same thing. Every year, before the Christmas party, I tell myself I'm not going to imagine it.
 

I tell myself I'm going to go, have a couple of drinks and talk to anyone but him.
 

Then we get there. I have a couple drinks alright and every fucking year he finds me, like I'm wearing some kind of Dale-magnet.
 

He finds me and he's always wearing that same wide smile. His handshake feels the same, strong and dominant. I can never help but look down at my hand disappearing inside his meaty dark paw.
 

Every fucking year as he talks I imagine the same thing.
 

I imagine Serena lying on the floor of his office. Or maybe she's on his desk.
 

Yeah. That's better. His desk.
 

She's wearing the usual miniskirt, white blouse, business jacket she always does.
 

Except she's not there for a meeting.
 

She's there with her legs open, leaning back on her arms.
 

Dale is with her.
 

His jacket is off and he's standing at the other side of the room with his arms folded over his chiselled chest. Handsome fuck.
 

He walks across the room, his Italian made brown leather shoes barely making a sound on the plush carpet. He shoves a hand, the same hand I shook, between Serena's parted thighs.
 

She gasps. The white's of her eyes go wide. The slick sound of her pussy splitting fills the room...
 


"That's one hell of a woman you've got there, Anderson!"
 

I nearly shit my pants at the sound of his voice and the feeling of his heavy paw slamming down on my shoulder. I manage to wipe the wince off my face before I turn around.
 

"Mr. Evens... "
 

Dale scowls and shakes his head, stopping me mid-sentence. "It's Dale. I thought I told you to call me Dale?"
 

He knows full well he did.
 

I know it too it's just... well it's just a hard thing to do. They guy's so big and commanding that it just seems natural to...
 

"You having a good time?" he asks.
 

"Huh? Oh, yeah! Sure! Great time!" I can barely put the sentence together. No matter how hard I try I can't get the vision of him and Serena in his office, out of my mind.
 

"You seem distracted," he says. "Everything alright?"
 

"Huh? Oh, sure! Everything's fine!"
 

I just can't stop fantasizing about you fucking my wife.
 

That's all.
 

Serena surprises me by appearing at our side. The hem of her dress is still sashaying from her swaying across the room, drawing attention to her finely toned calves.
 

I can't wait to have her later tonight.
 

"What are you two whispering about?" she asks with a devious smile.
 

Dale smiles at her and answers up before I can say anything. "Just a little locker room talk, is all."
 

"Is that right?" she asks, raising an eye.
 

Suddenly, Serena's smile tightens and she reaches out discreetly to squeeze my hand. "I was hoping to have a moment with my husband, actually Dale."
 

Dale doesn't skip a beat. He lets his eyes roam down her curves, then back up. Right in front of me! "No problem. No problem at all," he says, his voice low.
 

Serena turns to face me. The color of her cheeks tells me she's had far too much wine. Which might be a good thing. Serena gets frisky when she's drunk.
 

"Had enough?" she asks.
 

"What, of this happening party?" I reply with a smirk. I catch a glimpse of Dale over her shoulder.
 

He's watching us. He's watching us and fucking Serena with his eyes from across the room.
 

My cock starts to get hard.
 

"Something interesting back there?" she asks. She starts to turn and look. She sees Dale and their eyes meet.
 

He makes no apology with his. Just stares and smiles at my wife.
 

When she turns to look at me, she's still smiling. "Was Dale checking me out?" she asks, taking another sip of red from her glass, her eyes not leaving mine.
 

Fuck that's hot. I could tell her. I could tell her right now. I could tell her about all the fantasies I've had. I could tell her about all the times I've jerked off to the thought of Dale fucking her and how fast it makes me come.
 

No. Now's not the time. Fuck. Will it ever be time?
 

"Yeah," I reply, doing my best to stay cool. "You know I think he was. You want me to go over and tell him what's what?"
 

Serena's smile turns devious. "What would you do, exactly?" she purrs. "Tell him he wasn't allowed to look at your wife?"
 

My cock hardens even more. Enough that if someone looked down there they'd see. I wonder if Serena will? What would she say if she knew I was hard? Maybe she'd ask why and I could finally just let it out? I could just come clean and tell her everything. Or maybe she'd figure it out?
 

"Does he look at you like that a lot?" I say, still smiling so she knows I'm cool even though I'm so fucking hot.
 

"Nah," Serena replies. "Just Christmas parties. When we're not both drunk I assure you," she says, trailing a finger down the front of my shirt, "he's totally professional."
 

My cock lurches again. What does that mean? Why did she say it like that? Is he not totally professional? Or is she just drunk?
 

I glance at Dale again. He's leaning against the bar, still staring at my wife. I wonder if Serena knows.
 

"Still back there, huh?" she asks.
 

I nod.
 

And then it happens. She looks down. Her smile fades for a moment as her lips part. Her eyes shoot back up. The smile returns. Slowly at first, it fills with mischief. One eyebrow moves up. "Anderson?" she whispers so only I can hear.
 

I swallow hard. My wife just caught me with a hard on while we were talking about her boss fucking her... or something. Right? "What?" I mutter, trying to laugh it off.
 

She reaches out and gently brushes my boner through my pants with the back of her hand. Just so nobody notices but me. Then she locks eyes with me again. "That," she whispers.
 






Chapter 2

 


Serena


My pussy's soaked when we get home just from sucking his cock in the car. I haven't given road head since I was in college and Anderson's never gotten it.
 

My heart is racing and we run up the stairs of the house and inside. I bite back a giggle. I'm still not sure if this is for real.
 

As soon as the door slams shut he's all over me. Strong hands peel away my dress and I'm naked in the hallway except for underwear and heels. I laugh as he lifts me up and sweeps me into his arms.
 

He's always been strong.
 

"Not up the stairs!" I shriek, then drunk giggle as he carries me into the living room.
 

He lays me down on the couch like a gentleman, but I want more cock. I get onto my knees in front of him just as his pants fall down.
 

I'm still not sure. I still don't know why he had that huge hard on but I want it so desperately to be for the reason I think.
 

I push out my tongue, staring up at him with the sultriest eyes I can muster and let him glide along it into my mouth. His tip is already salty and dripping precum. I give it a good suck, then swallow and pop off.
 

I love sucking his cock but I don't want him to pop before I'm done. As he tears his shirt away revealing the dark hair on his hard chest, I climb back up onto the couch and spread my legs.
 

My pussy's hot and gushing and all I can feel is how much I need him inside me.
 

He drops to his knees.
 

I feel the hard head of his cock press against my pussy. My body tenses with anticipation. I reach around and grab his eyes. I open my eyes and snarl. "Fuck Anderson, I need you inside of me!"
 

He can't take it any longer. He peels my panties to one side and slides his shaft along my soaked slit, lubing himself up.
 

I moan and my hips buck as he glides along my clit. I feel an orgasm start to boil in my core.
 

He takes himself in hand and aims his shaft at my soft, pink flesh, ready to press into me.
 

I look up into his eyes and give him what I know he wants. "Anderson, baby, please!" I moan. Then I moan again and close my eyes as the feeling of my husband sliding into my hot cunt overwhelms every other thought. His hot, hard rod shoots deep into me, stretching me out and filling me up. He pauses at the hilt.
 

The image comes from nowhere. It's not Anderson inside me, it's Dale. Dale's black cock is buried inside my pale pussy. Dale's chiselled abs are holding him up above me and my hands are gliding along his smooth black ass.
 

The vision is laced with guilt. Candy with poison inside. I make myself open my eyes as Anderson starts to thrust.
 

But... why was he so fucking hard at the part? Right when we were talking about my boss?
 

His cock starts sawing into me. I clamp down on him just as I look up. He's staring at me with that wild look he gets right before he's about to come.
 

Just a little longer, baby. I'm almost there.
 

My hips start rocking along with his thrusts as I grind myself against him.
 

I can feel the tickle start to move up my spine. The wave is coming.
 

I'm going to fucking come!
 

I look down at Anderson's cock disappearing inside my pussy. I reach out and grab my legs, spreading myself for him. "Come on baby, fuck it into me! Fuck me full of your cum!"
 

Anderson cringes, pauses for a moment, then breaks back into a hard fuck as he blasts me full of his hot cum.
 



***

 


Anderson


A climax tears up my back at the sight of Serena spreading her pussy open for me. I plunge deep into her as I feel seed pulse through my shaft and fill her insides.
 

Does she know something? Does she know something's up?
 

I can't believe she blew me in the car on the way over. I can't believe how hot she is.
 

I feel her pussy start to clench and she screams as her orgasm floods through her.
 

Grabbing onto her thighs, I rock into her harder, draining the rest of my spunk into her tight cunt.
 

The peak of the orgasm flies by and pretty soon the whole fantasy comes crashing down and we're just two naked people fucking on a couch.
 

Serena bursts into giggles.
 

I start laughing as I pull out.
 

"Watch the carpet!" she shrieks.
 

There's cum about to drip off my cock. I cup a hand beneath it and hold it up as I turn to head for the bathroom.
 

"Hey!" she barks from behind me. She's smiling as I turn around. "Come here with that."
 

Holy fuck! What has gotten into her?
 

I lower myself onto the couch beside her.
 

She keeps one hand on her pussy to keep the cum from spilling out. She pushes out her tongue.
 

I press my cock against it and glide into her wet mouth. Another tremor races up my spine.
 

She locks onto me with those angel eyes.
 

Fuck she's hot.
 

Her nipples start to stiffen as she licks and sucks the cum off my cock, swallowing back every drop. When she finally lets go, she does it with a noisy slurp that she knows I like.
 

I step back and get up off the couch.
 

Serena eyes me with a wry smile. "What about this?" she asks.
 

Before she can react I sweep her up and into my arms again.
 

She screams and laughs and pounds her fists against my chest but can't do anything. "Not up the stairs, Anderson!" she moans.
 

We're up the stairs before she can complain about it again. I set her down gently on the bed, then lie down beside her. I run my hand under the covers and cup her breast.
 

She giggles again, the single dimple forming on her cheek.
 

"What was that?" I whisper.
 

Say it. Just fucking say it. Tell her. She's drunk. You're tipsy. She has to know already.
 

"What was that?" she repeats, feigning shock. "What was that," she says, reaching down and grabbing my cock between my legs.
 

"What do you mean?"
 

"I mean," Serena says, hoisting herself up onto one elbow, "what was that hard-on at the party all about. You know, when we were talking about my boss?"
 

A bolt of adrenaline rushes through me. This is it. This is it. Just tell her. Just fucking tell her, man.
 

"Have you... "
 

My insides tighten up. Have you, what? Have you thought of how you're going to bring this up? Only a million times. Why, then, can I not find the fucking words now!
 

"Anderson?" Serena asks, her eyes searching. "What is it?"
 

I want you to fuck your boss.
 

"I... "
 

I can't. I can't fucking say it. I can't just say a thing like that. Right?
 

"You what?" she whispers. She reaches down and gives my hardening cock another squeeze. "Oh my," she purrs. "Already?"
 

I want to fuck her again with each passing second but I'm worried I'm going to give up the only chance I'm ever going to have to tell her about this.
 

"What's bringing this on?" she asks as she rolls over onto me and swings a leg over my lap.
 

"It's... I... "
 

Want to see you with another man.
 

Fuck. I can't.
 

She sits up on top of me and the covers fall off.
 

I look down just in time to see the cum I pumped into her spill out and onto my cock. It's hot from being inside her and starts to slide down my hardening shaft.
 

She reaches down and takes my cock, pointing the head at the hole of her pussy. She's soaked again. Why?
 

"Okay," she says, sliding the head of my cock against her slit, then grinding it against her clit. "How about this. I'll tell you something if you tell me something. How does that sound?"
 

It's getting harder to concentrate on anything but the way my cock feels in her hand. Fine. It sounds fine. "Okay."
 

Serena lowers herself down, letting the head of my cock slip between her plush outer lips. Just enough to feel the heat of her inside. We lock eyes.
 

"I have something to tell you," she whispers, rocking back and forth, letting a little more of my cock into her each time.
 

"You... you do?" I ask.
 

Serena nods and bites her lip. "I haven't told you because it's kind of naughty," she says. Her eyes flutter up to the ceiling in (possibly mock) embarrassment.
 

My cock hardens in her hand and in her pussy and she notices.
 

"What is it?" I whisper.
 

Serena lowers herself onto me a little more, almost swallowing the whole head of my cock.
 

"The only reason I'm telling you this now," she explains. "Is that you had that hard-on and... well, I'm a little drunk. Are you ready?"
 

I nod. I am so fucking hot and ready. I have no idea what she's going to say and I just want to be inside her again. I squeeze my ass to try and thrust up into her hot puss.
 

"Ah, ah!" she says, lifting her pussy up to keep me out. "You have to wait for my thing. My thing that I have to say. And you have to not get mad. Don't get mad, okay?"
 

"Okay," I mutter, my hands on her hips as I try to work her down onto me.
 

"Okay," she slurs. She looks straight at me. "Here it is. My drunken confession. Don't get mad." She slips a bit of me inside.
 

I feel her hot juice spill out of her pussy and run down my cock.
 

"You had that hard-on at the party when we were talking about Dale, right?"
 

I nod. My heart thunders inside my chest.
 

"Would you... what would you say if... and don't get mad. What would you say if I told you that... "
 

Oh God. Has she cheated on me? What the fuck kind of way is this to tell me that!
 

My cock goes rock hard.
 

Serena's eyes open wide. She looks at me with genuine shock.
 

"What? What is it?" I groan.
 

When she speaks it's in a whisper. "I've fantasized about fucking my boss."
 

At that moment, she lets go of her weight above me and comes sliding down my hard shaft.
 

I groan as the heat of her pussy envelopes my cock, her tight lips sealing me inside.
 

She flops down onto me, her breasts heavy and warm against my chest and starts to ride.
 

What the fuck? Is this really happening?
 

"I... " I mutter the syllable then get swept up in another current of climax as her thighs rub against my hips and the slick heat of her pussy drools down my cock.
 

"You what, baby?" she whispers into my ear, her mouth so close that her hot breath grazes my neck. The sticky sounds of her undulating on top of me slap around the room.
 

"I want to see his black cock inside you."
 

Serena screams. Her pussy clenches around my shaft.
 

I dig my fingers into her ass as my cock spurts another hot blast of cum into her snatch.
 

It's out and I can never take it back.
 






Chapter 3

 


Serena


I sleep like a log curled up next to Anderson's warm body. I wake up to a dull ache in my temples from the wine. Last night is foggy and dream-like in my mind.
 

I'm conscious for a few seconds before adrenaline rips through me at the memory of what he said. My eyes snap open as I scramble to sit up. I look over at my husband.
 

Anderson's still sleeping, his breathing deep and slow. I smile at how handsome he is and what a lucky girl I am for having scored a man like him.
 

Why the fuck did I say it out loud?
 

I know why. Because it's been on my mind for years. Since I started working at Evenson International I've been thinking about it. Well, longer than that.
 

I slink out of bed and walk softly across the carpet, hoping to not wake him up. I need time. I need time to myself to think things through.
 

The coffee grinder's too loud and I know it would wake him up so I have to settle for tea for now. English Breakfast in my bathrobe by the window. My mind drifts to Dale. Again.
 

I've always wanted to fuck a black guy. I almost did once, in college. I chickened out because I barely knew him. We were at a party and he was hitting on me pretty hard and I was tipsy but not drunk enough and still prudish enough that I would have felt like a slut.
 

But I dreamed about what his black cock would have looked like as he slipped it into me. I'm pretty pale. I always keep my pussy shaved and I don't have big flaps or anything. Tight outer lips that press together like the seam of a peach.
 

I'd masturbate late at night, I had this little ring vibrator back then, dreaming about what that black boy would have looked like going into my pussy.
 

When I met Dale at the interview for the job I have now, he kind of took over that role in my mind.
 

And you know what? I go back and forth between feeling fucking terrible about it and so turned on that I don't even know what to do with myself. It's not that I want to cheat on Anderson. I would never do that. I want... I want... this is fucked up but I want him to know about it. I don't know what it is about it that turns me on but I want him to know that I'm out fucking another man.
 

That's crazy, right?
 

My mind drifts back to the previous night. His words, the ones that made me come harder than I ever have in my life, come wandering back in. I reach between my legs to find my pussy already wet just from the memory.
 

What's it going to be like seeing him this morning?
 

Is he going to want to talk about it?
 

Am I?
 

Can you talk about something like that in the clear light of day, sober and without the disarming effects of booze?
 

I could just play it off as a fantasy. If he brings it up I could just tell him that it was just something I thought about in the moment and never before.
 

Or I could tell him that I really do want to fuck my boss. And that I want him to watch.
 

The sound of the coffee grinder makes me turn away from the window and towards the kitchen. A moment later Anderson's standing in the door frame, arms crossed.
 

His smile makes me smile.
 

"So?" he says.
 

"So?" I echo, my smile growing wider. Every time I look at him I feel loved.
 

"Let's have some coffee and hash this out."
 



***

 


Anderson


She looks amazing. Even hungover, her hair up in a bun, sitting in that ratty old yellow bathrobe she looks like a goddess. My goddess.
 

When she walks up I kiss her on the forehead and smell her hair. It always smells like her chamomile shampoo.
 

I shiver with nervous energy at what we're about to do. Are we seriously going to have this talk? I wonder whether I should even bring it up. Maybe it's just something that happened in the moment? Maybe she'll laugh at me for bringing it up this morning.
 

I don't care. There's got to be something to this. She couldn't have just come up with it last night.
 

Once the coffee's made we both sit down at the table, leaning against it with one elbow and staring into each others eyes. She makes me smile.
 

"So?" I start.
 

"So?" she echoes, then giggles, then hides behind her cup as she takes a sip. The coffee's strong, black and hot. Just the way she likes it.
 

"You're gonna make me do this, aren't you?"
 

Serena giggles again. She has on her flirty eyes. Those eyes could make me do anything.
 

"You've thought about it? You've thought about fucking your boss?" I ask without breaking her stare.
 

The smile fades and she looks suddenly serious. She sets the cup down and tucks herself into her bathrobe.
 

"Serena! What?" It's the strangest reaction and I have no idea what to do about it.
 

"No, nothing. It's... I just didn't expect you to say it out loud like that," she explains. She looks like she might cry.
 

"You had no trouble with that last night," I quip, trying to keep things light.
 

She lets out a long sigh and looks up. "I don't... I don't want you to think that... "
 

"Serena," I say, reaching a hand across the table. I take hers in mine and squeeze. "Let's just pretend there's no taboo here. Let's pretend we're just talking about... what color we want to paint the walls or something, alright? That way we don't have to dance around it so much."
 

"Oh Anderson," she says, sounding wistful. "I don't know if I can do that about something like this."
 

"Okay. I'll start. You said you wanted to fuck your boss."
 

"I said I'd fantasized about fucking him," she clarifies.
 

"Okay. Fantasized. Would you do it then? If you had the chance?"
 

She shakes her head and bites her finger, setting down her cup. "I don't want you to think that... "
 

"I don't think anything, remember? I... I said a thing too, right?"
 

She nods this time, her blonde waves bouncing on her shoulders.
 

I wait, hoping she'll come up with something to say but she doesn't. "I've thought about it. A lot. I don't know what the hell is wrong with me, or if there even is but I've really thought about it a lot."
 

"Really?" she whispers.
 

"Uh-huh," I answer, nodding.
 

She scrunches up her nose and shakes her head. "Really really?" she asks. "I mean... you wouldn't... "
 

I know what she wants to say. Somehow I know she wants to ask me whether I'd get jealous or not. I shrug. "I don't know what the hell I'd do. I don't even know why I could possibly have this desire. All I know is that I've thought about it ever since you got that job. I've... I've fantasized about it too."
 

Serena's eyes open a little wider. She glances at my lap and sees that I'm rock hard just from talking about this. She shakes her head. "How... I couldn't. I couldn't ever do something like that to you."
 

But there's something missing from the end of her sentence. Two words.
 

Could I?
 

"I know there's no chance it'll ever happen," I say. "Maybe that's why I don't get jealous or worried about it. It's just something that will always stay a fantasy."
 

Serena's reaction sends the same razor of jealousy cutting through me that I felt last night when she told me she'd thought of fucking her boss. It's addictively painful and makes my cock hard.
 

"What?" I ask. "What does that look mean?"
 

She bites her pretty, pink lip, looks off to one side, then back at me. It's not a look that says "of course it could never happen."
 

"Serena?" I prod.
 

"He told me he wants to fuck me."
 

The wind gets sucked out of my lungs and it feels like I've swallowed a rock. My vision starts to narrow and pretty soon I can only see her, my wife. "You... he what?" I say quietly.
 

She doesn't seem to get worried by my reaction. In fact, it seems like the opposite is true. Her eyes are searching again. She gently dips her toe back into the pool to stir the water up.
 

"When I first got the job," she says quietly.
 

It feels like another punch to the gut, hearing that but I don't double over. I stay staring straight ahead at her. "Tell me."
 

"Okay," she says. She leans against the table again and picks up her cup of coffee and takes a sip. One side of her bathrobe falls open revealing the alluring curve of her breast.
 

My eyes drift to her chest, then back up.
 

"I have to tell you something I'm not very proud of," she says.
 

I nod. "Go ahead."
 

"Well, I think I may have used some of my feminine charms to get this job."
 

"You... you what?" My nerves are shot. My stomach is twisted into a knot. My heart is pounding so hard I feel like I just did a couple lines of coke. And I can't get enough.
 

A part of me wants her to tell me that she fucked Dale to get the job. That she acted like a total slut and sucked his cock.
 

"Oh, I didn't give him a blow job or anything," she says, as if reading my mind.
 

My cock lurches between my legs.
 

Serena's bathrobe falls open a little more, the motion catching my eye. She seems pleased when I look down.
 

"What did you do then?"
 

She shrugs. Her sudden nonchalance is as much of a turn on as the jealousy coursing through me. As if she suddenly discovered the power she can have over me. "I just flirted with him a little is all."
 

"And... and that's when he said he wanted to fuck you?"
 

"No," Serena shakes her head. "It was a few days later."
 

This is real. My mind starts spinning as I somehow make out that this is really real. This isn't just a game any more. This actually did happen. "A few days later what?"
 

"He asked me to come into his office. He told me he wanted me to get on his desk and spread my legs so that he could fuck my pussy."
 

Cold jealousy douses the heat that's burning between my legs but a split second later makes it flare back up. Like water thrown onto an oil fire. My insides ignite.
 

"Are you... are you serious."
 

"Mm-hmm," she says, nodding, studying my reaction. Her eyes wander down my body and settle on the outline of my rock-hard cock in my underwear. Serena puts her coffee down and slips off her chair, crawling over to where I'm sitting on her hands and knees.
 

She peels back my underwear and pulls my cock out. She wraps a fist around it. "You are so fucking turned on by this, aren't you?" she whispers.
 

What can I say? She's right. There's no hiding it. I swallow hard as she leans forward and kisses the head of my cock.
 

"So, if this weren't your cock but someone else's," she whispers as her hand starts to pump my cock. If this were someone else's cock and you saw me kiss it like that, that would turn you on too?"
 

My cock flexes in her hand. Not just from her touch but from imagining her touching another man the way she's touching me.
 

Her mouth cracks into a smile. "I guess that's a yes," she says, her voice low and suddenly sultry. She sweeps her tongue up the length of my shaft and in one swift motion takes me into her mouth.
 

I groan as my ass tightens in the chair. I move the hair off her face and wrap my fist around it so I can watch myself disappearing into her mouth.
 

With each bob she takes me a little deeper until I can feel the back of her throat. She sinks down onto me and stops. She squeezes the muscles at the back of her throat, teasing the head of my cock.
 

My nuts tighten up as I get ready to spew. "Fuck, Serena," I whisper, trying to pull her off. She's not a huge fan of the taste of cum.
 

She lets me pull her off and starts pumping me with her fist. She pushes her tongue out of her mouth and opens her mouth wide like a porn star.
 

I can't believe it. Seed rushes through my hard shaft at the sight. A thick rope of spunk comes splashing out of my cock and lands across her cheek. 
 

She turns her head. Just in time. Another burst shoots out of the head of my cock and lands inside her mouth. Serena's eyes glow with a smile.
 

I start to deflate.
 

Her face covered in cum, she dives onto my cock and starts sucking the last spurts of semen out of me.
 

I shudder and groan.
 






Chapter 4

 


Serena


Anderson's on pins and needles the rest of the weekend, I can tell. I can tell he wants to talk about it but doesn't want to talk about it too much. I can tell he doesn't know how to deal with his own feelings about it.
 

I don't want to get into his mind too much about it but I want to talk about it too. There's something else that turns me on about it now.
 

Anderson's reaction to it, how hot it makes him is incredible. Knowing that he's jealous and all tied up about it at the same time is beyond hot.
 

And I'm not some crazy bitch that wants to make her guy jealous to prove his love or anything like that. I just... the power of knowing what it does to him...
 

It's fucking intoxicating.
 

I watch him for the whole day Saturday. We spend most of it outside doing yard work so I have my glasses on. I can tell he's distracted. I can tell he's thinking about it.
 

It makes me so turned on knowing he's thinking about me and some other guy. I don't know why. It's almost hotter than actually imagining being with Dale, thinking about Dale's cock inside my pussy.
 

Almost.
 

By the time Sunday night rolls around he's so distracted he can barely concentrate on anything for more than a few minutes at a time. I have to be careful not to giggle every time I see him pick up a book, then set it down a few minutes later.
 

He goes out to his workshop for a while. Comes back fifteen minutes later.
 

I'm on the couch watching him above my e-reader as he paces to the kitchen and back. He's got half a hard-on already.
 

I want his cock.
 

"Hey!"
 

Anderson almost jumps at the sound of my voice. He looks confused for a moment, like he's not sure who said that.
 

This time I laugh. "Come here," I mutter and set my reader down.
 

Anderson walks into the living room, glances at his watch as if he has something important to do, then asks "What's up?"
 

"Sit down." I smile at him and pat the couch beside me.
 

He does what I ask but sits on the edge instead of curling up. The nervous energy is just buzzing around him.
 

"You've been so inside your own head this weekend," I say, putting a hand on his arm.
 

Anderson shrugs and tries to act nonchalant. "Yeah, well, you know, I've been... thinking about stuff."
 

I smile at him and pull him closer, so he has to lean back on the couch. Then I lift his arm over my head and cuddle up into the crook. "What kind of stuff?"
 

My pussy's already wet at the possibility of him bringing it up. I want to stuff his hand between my legs and make him rub me off. 
 

Not yet. 
 

I want to enjoy this feeling a little bit longer. I want to ride this wave of control.
 

Anderson narrows his eyes. "You know exactly what I'm talking about," he growls. "Don't sit there acting all innocent. I'm not an idiot, you know?"
 

I'm a little taken aback. A wave of remorse crashes through me. "Anderson, what? No! I'm... " I really didn't mean for him to think I was playing him. I was just having some fun! "You're reading this all wrong."
 

"Am I? I've seen you watching me. I've been trying to get this out of my mind all weekend. You've just been watching me and trying not to laugh!"
 

Shit. I went too far. I thought I was being discreet but I guess not. "Baby, okay, you know what? You're right. I... I never meant to make you feel bad. I promise."
 

It takes him a moment to relax. I can see he's fighting with himself to believe me, to trust what I've said. The tension leaves his shoulders and he lets himself sink deeper into the couch.
 

"I'm sorry. I really am. I'll be honest with you though, it was kind of fun."
 

"Was it?" Anderson asks, his voice a little low and rough.
 

I try to charm him with a wider smile. "Yes. Don't be mad. It was just... I liked knowing you were thinking about me all that time."
 

Anderson contemplates that for a minute before smirking and shaking his head. "You're sick, you know that?"
 

It seems like a good time to feign shock and I slap him playfully on the arm. "Hey! It's not just me! Didn't you start this whole thing?"
 

That seems to throw him off balance. His expression hardens into worry, the kind of look guys get when they're not sure if they should be offended by something that's been said.
 

Normally I'd take it back. I'd console him and tell him that's not what I meant right away. I'd make sure he knew that he was wanted and loved and that I didn't mean to upset him.
 

Something's changed, though.
 

I don't do that now. Now I sit there watching him work through it on his own. I can see it in his eyes. I can see the moment he decides not to be offended.
 

And I fucking love it. I love that I just knocked him off balance with just a little phrase like that.
 

We sit in silence for a long time, Anderson playing out whatever he needs to inside his head.
 

I revel in the sudden power I feel over him.
 

Fuck. Am I being a huge bitch? It's just a game, after all. I'll just tease him a bit longer... 
 

"Have you been thinking about it?" he asks, finally.
 

"What, about fucking my boss?" I see the moment he feels the impact from what I've said in his eyes. I practically hear the air leaving his lungs. I can't resist a glance down to see his hard cock.
 

My pussy's gushing now and I'm so horny I just want to spread my legs and fuck. But this is so fun. I don't want to stop. Not just yet.
 

I reach down and just manage to touch the tip of his cock before he pushes my hand away.
 

"Stop that. Don't," he mutters.
 

Hello. This is new. I search his eyes trying to find what this is all about. He looks wounded but there's excitement behind that, too. I can smell it on him.
 

He glances up, then looks away. As if he's too timid and shy to face this head on.
 

"We can do things like that."
 

That get's his attention. He looks up. "What?"
 

"We can just forget about all this."
 

Liar. I'm being a fucking liar.
 

There's no way I can forget about this. Not now. Not after seeing his reaction, or mine. I need to at least... I just want a little taste of what this would be like.
 

Anderson sighs. "It's not that I don't want to try... " He drifts off, searching for the right words.
 

I give him time. As much as he needs.
 

"What... how? How would this work?"
 

I shrug. It seems like it's best to play it cool now. There can't be any harm in trying it if it turns him on. I just have to convince him it's what he wants. Or, show him that, rather. I think he's already convinced.
 

"I could go into the office tomorrow and fuck my boss?"
 

Anderson's mouth falls open and his eyes go wide. "You wouldn't," he whispers after a while.
 

"Not if you don't want me to, no." I'm being honest. As honest as I can be.
 

Anderson thinks about this for a while. "But you would? If... if I said it was okay? You'd do it then."
 

I can tell this is a big moment. It feels like something is going to change based on my reply. But the decision's already been made. I'm not going to lie to him. "If you said it was okay? I'd do it right now."
 



***

 


Anderson


I've spent the weekend trying to push the image of Serena on her back with her legs in the air, Dale pumping his cock into her, out of my mind.
 

I can't. It won't leave. I know she's been watching me. I know she knows what's up. We know each other like that.
 

I also can't believe what I'm hearing right now. I can't believe she said what she's said. I can't believe she would actually go through with this.
 

Most of all I can't believe how turned on I am by it.
 

But there's still some part of my rational, reasonable mind at work asking questions. I decide to just blurt them out. "What if... what if it breaks things."
 

"Breaks things?" she asks.
 

"I mean between us. What if... what if it fucks everything up?"
 

"Fucks everything up how?" Serena asks.
 

My insides tighten at having to explain it to her. "I... what if you... go through with it and I can't take it? What if I tell you to do it and you go do it tomorrow and you come home and I... I can't handle that you've done it? What then?"
 

Serena nods.
 

I'm glad she does. I'm glad she doesn't try to find some excuse that that wouldn't happen. It means she's worried about it, too.
 

"You're right. I don't think... I don't know if there's any way to be sure that won't happen."
 

I know the way to be sure. I know what I want her to do. "What if... "
 

Her eyes brighten. "What if what?"
 

Her excitement sends my heart racing and my stomach twisting into a jealous knot. "What if I didn't... what if I was there?"
 

Serena's smile and giggle remind me of how I felt getting rejected by Sarah Stevens when I asked her to the prom. "What if you were there? You mean... come to work with me?"
 

My face flushes red and I suddenly want out because I feel like a loser for even bringing it up. I fight past the urge to get up and storm off. "No not, obviously not coming to work with you."
 

"I'm sorry," she says, her voice softening. "Then what?"
 

This doesn't feel good any more. It feels like I've let something out of its cage that I can't get back. When it was still in my head it was mine. I could control it and use it the way I wanted. Now that it's out in the open... that's what it is.
 

I don't feel like I have any control over it any more.
 

"What if we invited him for dinner?" I blurt out before I can stop myself.
 

Serena pauses. Her eyes move side to side. Then she looks back up. "You mean... "
 

"I mean, yeah. After that... I don't know. Do you think he could... ?"
 

Fuck you while I was watching?
 

Serena's back arches a little as she moves closer.
 

I don't understand what's happening for a moment until she reaches into my pants and grabs my cock. Only then do I understand how incredibly hot this has made her.
 

Maybe that's it? Maybe that's my control?
 

She presses her body up close to mine and starts kissing my neck, her fist stroking my shaft with long, slow pumps. "Fuck Anderson, I can't take it any more. Please, fuck me now!" she whispers.
 

I want to finish what we were talking about. I want to have a sober conversation about it and, I don't know, decide on things and sort things out. Like who gets to do what and... if there are lines we shouldn't cross and stuff but. Oh fuck. She's all over me, pressing me down onto the couch.
 

She crawls out of her jogging pants and peels her underwear off and the sight of her soft, drooling cunt makes my cock harden.
 

Lying on my back I put my hands on her ass and yank her until she's on my chest, then almost on my neck, the sharp smell of her hungry pussy burning up my nose into my lungs.
 

Serena shuffles a few inches forward and settles her cunt onto my mouth.
 

I split that tender slit and push my tongue into her salty insides. I feel her squeeze it with her snatch. Some of her juice comes dripping out.
 

Holding her down with two hands I sweep up with my tongue until I find the engorged nub of her clit, throbbing with need. Just the first lick makes her double over and mewl. The harder I start to suck, the more she starts grinding against my face, trying to get off.
 

I love eating her out. I love making her feel good. I love what her body does when I kiss her soft pussy.
 

But it's not easy being this hard, especially not after the talk we just had and didn't finish.
 

As her climax builds, her body tenses up, her thighs squeezing my head until I fell like it's going to pop.
 

She pops first.
 

She comes with a ferocious scream, grabs my hair with her fists and jams my mouth against her puss.
 

I lick every last drop of liquid that's dripping out of her, until she can't stand my touch any more.
 

She shuffles down my body and is about to shove my cock into her cunt.
 

I grab her and turn her over, enjoying the scream the violent movement elicits. Slamming her body into the couch, I press the head of my cock against her wet pussy.
 

I look up and into her eyes. They're wild and full of excitement.
 

I look down at my cock, then up her body again. I want to see all of her. I want to see her belly and her tits. I yank her shirt up.
 

She gets the picture, crosses her arms and pulls it up above her head. Her beautiful tits with their fat nipples come spilling out.
 

Suddenly I want to show her that I'm in control. I reach down, squeeze a nipple between a finger and a thumb. Tight enough to make her scream.
 

"Anderson!" she shouts. "Fuck!"
 

At that moment I force my cock into her, drilling it deep until I feel my nuts touch her ass.
 

Her eyes roll back into her head and her legs wrap around my trunk.
 

I grab her tit with one hand, holding myself up on the couch with the other, start to fuck.
 

She's as hungry for this fuck as I am to blow my load inside her. Every time I think of what she's thinking about, wonder whether she's dreaming about Dale's cock inside her, I pinch her nipple.
 

Maybe to snap her out of it? I don't know.
 

She screams and struggles a bit when I do it but never tells me to stop. Her legs are wrapped around me tight, our groins grinding together as my cock ruts into her tight pussy.
 

I can feel my orgasm coming as my nuts tighten up.
 

Her pussy's gushing so much my balls are wet from it and they fall on her ass with wet slaps with each thrust.
 

I harden inside her.
 

She tightens around me.
 

We both look down our bodies, to where mine is plunging into hers. My mind moves into that space, the one where it's not me fucking her but him. A dark cock plowing deep into her insides.
 

It sends me over the edge.
 

Serena screams one last time as my cock pulses inside her. Her pussy clamps down on it and she comes up off the couch, reaches around me and digs her nails into my back as she comes.
 

It stretches out my orgasm, the pain of her sharp nails biting into my skin mingling with the searing pleasure of nutting my seed into her cunt. It feels like it last forever, both of our bodies tight as we soar through the climax.
 

Then the release and I collapse on top of her, panting and sweating, her breasts heaving against my chest as she tries to catch her breath. We lie there like that for a while until we calm down.
 

I pull out slowly, cupping my cock so that it doesn't drip all over the couch and the carpet. One of these days we'll start fucking in the bedroom again, I guess.
 

Serena rolls off the couch.
 

Even I'm taken aback.
 

Not giving a fuck she gets up and walks naked through the room.
 

My eyes go wide as I watch a river of my semen run out of her pussy and trickle down the inside of her thigh. A thick glob of it becomes heavy enough that it breaks off and lands on the carpet.
 

Serena keeps walking, through the hallway, up the stairs, until I hear the shower turn on.
 

Strangely enough, it feels like the weirdest thing yet that's happened. My wife not caring about cum on the carpet? Something about it doesn't feel right.
 






Chapter 5

 


Serena


I walk into Dale's office the next morning after Anderson and I talk about it for a good chunk of the night.
 

I don't even need a second coffee, I'm so fucking pumped.
 

I catch Eve, Dale's secretary, off guard and she can barely get out of her seat before I'm through the door and inside. I'm pretty sure he won't mind.
 

"Uh, Mr. Evenson I'm sorry, I... Ms Archer just... " The poor thing's all flustered and it's all my fault.
 

Dale looks over my shoulder, over the bifocals he sometimes wears and at Eve. He raises an eyebrow, then cracks a smile. "It's alright, Eve. It's alright." He shoos her away with a wave and a moment later the door closes behind me.
 

Dale leans back in his chair, pulls the glasses slowly off his nose and sets them on his desk. Then he presses the tips of his fingers together and smiles a little wider. "Serena. Good morning. What can I do for you?"
 

A part of me wants his big, black dick right now. I want to feel that hot cock between my legs. I want to feel those powerful thighs spread my legs apart.
 

I can't. I told Anderson I wouldn't. I swore.
 

Anderson. I have a fleeting thought about what he must be doing right now, how he must be feeling knowing that I'm in here talking to Dale.
 

That same sense of power and lust invade me and make the ache in my insides even worse. There's no way I'm getting through the day without rubbing one off.
 

I manage a smile back at Dale but I'm not sure what to do with my hands.
 

"Won't you have a seat?" he asks.
 

Suddenly I feel ridiculous. What if he's over it? What if... what if it was all just a joke, or some kind of test and he never wanted to fuck me in the first place? What if... 
 

What if I've been to eager, just storming into his office like I did first thing on a Monday morning? What the fuck was I even thinking?
 

"Serena? Everything alright?"
 

I take a deep breath. There's only one thing to do now. Play it like I knew what I was doing all along. "You have a nice weekend?" I ask.
 

Dale shoots me a curious glance, but nods. "Yes. You?"
 

"Wonderful," I reply. "Anderson and I really had good time at the party on Friday."
 

"Did you?" he muses.
 

"In fact, he was wondering if you'd be interested in coming over for dinner."
 

He pauses. The smile fades, but only slightly. "Dinner?" he asks.
 

"Yes. How's tonight?"
 

The smile really disappears this time as Dale Evenson tries to figure out exactly what the hell I'm talking about.
 

I feel drunk. Now it's not just one guy but two I can play this game with.
 

"Serena? What's this all about?"
 

My heart is pounding. This is it. What if I've read this all wrong? I could be fired! Staying calm, I step forward and smile. "Maybe you don't remember," I say quietly. "You asked me... a very personal question a few days after I got here?"
 

It feels like I've hooked in a big fish and now I'm reeling him in. I watch as his eyes fill with the recognition of what I'm talking about. "Yes," he answers. "Sure."
 

"Well," I say, my voice nearly a whisper, "Anderson's decided that he wouldn't mind."
 

Dale's lips part slightly. "I beg your pardon?"
 

I swallow, trying to get the tightness out of my throat. "He wouldn't mind you fucking my pussy. He just doesn't want to feel left out."
 

I let the sentence hang in the air for a moment before spinning slowly around and walking toward the door.
 

Dale's disbelief and wonder hits me like a drug. I look over my shoulder. "Say, eight o'clock?"
 

The smile crawls across his lips much slower than it left, starting on one side. A moment later, he nods. "Alright. Eight o'clock." He tilts his head back and lets his eyes wander down my body.
 

One last smile and I'm out the door. I walk to the bathroom. There's one on the third floor that no one ever uses. Locking myself into the stall, I stuff my hand between my legs.
 

It takes less than a minute for me to come.
 



***

 


Anderson


I get the text sitting at my desk. I jump as the phone buzzes. Brian, my manager, is just walking through and I have to look busy until he disappears into his office before reaching over and taking a look.
 

My heart jumps when I see it's Serena.
 


He said yes.
 

Eight o'clock.
 

I had to masturbate, it was so hot.
 


That last sentence is like a knife in my heart. My wife just walked into her boss' office on a Monday morning and told him she wants to fuck him. At least that was the plan when we talked last night.
 

My hands are shaking as I text back.
 


What did he say?
 


A moment later, the reply comes. 
 


I'll tell you all about it tonight.
 


I stumble and fumble my way through the day. I feel like a total wreck. By the time I pull into the driveway, my nerves are totally shot. Serena's not there so I go inside and wait.
 

With each passing minute, I sit and wonder where she could be. What if she changed her mind? What if she decided to fuck him at work after all? What would I do?
 

I torture myself with this question over and over until I hear her car pull up.
 

What if she's done it?
 

Is that, like, betrayal?
 

Should I be mad?
 

How should I react?
 

She steps through the door looking as elegant as always in her four inch heels and trench coat that only covers half her thighs. She throws her keys onto the table by the door and ditches her purse before she notices I'm sitting on the couch staring at her. Then she smiles.
 

"How long have you been sitting there like that?"
 

"I don't know," I shrug. "Maybe an hour?"
 

Serena laughs. Something between a bubbly giggle and a cackle. Or maybe that's just the way I hear it. "How was your day?"
 

Suddenly I feel so fucking angry. Is she serious?!? How was my fucking day?!? "What happened?" I manage, but through clenched teeth.
 

Serena seems taken aback. "What do you mean what happened?"
 

"What happened? Why are you home so late?" I bark.
 

Her shoulders slump as she walks up and sits on the couch.
 

My blood is boiling now. Why isn't she answering me? Why doesn't she just fucking say it!?!
 

"What are you talking about? I'm always home at this time. Well, maybe five minutes earlier. There was traffic on fifth. What's up with you?"
 

For a second I don't believe her. I check my watch. It's six-thirty. Is that right? Is she always home at this time? Fuck. Maybe she is? Maybe I haven't been paying attention. Whatever. I decide to ask. "You... you didn't do it?"
 

"Do it?" she asks. "Do what?"
 

"You didn't... you didn't fuck him?"
 

The realization dawns on her what I'm talking about. "Oh Christ, Andy, no! Come on! I told you I wasn't going to! I promised, remember?"
 

And instantly, just like that, I feel like a total idiot. Of course I remember. Of course I remembered this whole time. I just didn't... I just didn't trust her enough. And I know none of this is going to work without trust. "I'm... I'm sorry. I got... I got all caught up in... I don't know what."
 

Except I do know what. I got caught up in lacing my lust with jealousy and it got the better of me. I can't do that any more. It's poison if I do it too much.
 

"Babe," Serena says, putting a hand on my shoulder.
 

It feels good, the weight of her light palm on my arm.
 

"We can still call this off."
 

Call this off? How can we call it off? She's already told her boss she wants to fuck him. She's already invited him to dinner. This isn't some guy off the street, either. It's her fucking boss.
 

And it's not just that. We call it off now and I'll never know. I'll always wonder and kick myself for being too chicken shit to even try. It's not going to break anything. It can't. Worst that can happen is that we don't like it and we stop.
 

Right?
 

I look into her eyes. The warmth of her smile puts me at ease. "I'm just freaking out for no reason. Forget about me. I want to do this. Seriously."
 

Serena nods.
 

Somehow that pushes a sliver of pain into my side, too. Maybe she could have not been so quick to agree. Just a little more reluctance would have...
 

Shut up, Anderson. Man up.
 

"I want to do this too, baby," she whispers. She leans in and kisses me on the cheek. "I want to do this too."
 






Chapter 5

 


Serena


Anderson's in the kitchen chopping salad when the doorbell rings. My heart does a little fluttery dance inside my chest, then settles down. I take one last glance in the mirror.
 

I look good. Really fucking good.
 

Four inch heels. My little black dress that fits a little more snugly than it used to, but that doesn't hurt. It kind of helps the look with my tits busting out.
 

I've left my hair down. I fluff some fingers through it before walking to the door and pulling it open.
 

Dale's smiling on the other side. "Good evening," he says stepping inside. He doesn't wait to be invited, as confident about walking into the house as he is about everything else he does. He sets the glass of wine on the side table.
 

"Can I take your coat?" I ask.
 

Dale shrugs it off and hands it to me.
 

I walk to the closet, hang it up, then come back to where he's standing. I'm just about to pick up the wine when he puts his hand on my hip and pulls me towards him.
 

My heart starts pounding as his lips come close to mine. This isn't how I imagined it. This is... so sudden. What's Anderson going to do? What if he walks in and what if...
 

And then I'm kissing him and there are no more what ifs. He's pushing his tongue into my mouth, hungry for mine.
 

I give it to him and my pussy drenches as his hand slides down towards my ass. I feel Anderson's presence behind us but I can't stop.
 

Dale squeezes one side of my ass and pulls away from the kiss.
 

I'm stunned. I can't do anything but stare into his dark eyes.
 

"I've been waiting for that a long time," he says with a smile. He looks over my shoulder and locks eyes with Anderson. "Like I said before, you've got one hell of a wife!"
 

I giggle akwardly as Dale let's me go. Stepping back, I turn to glance at Anderson.
 

His shoulders are slumped. He's carrying a kitchen knife and his breathing is heavy.
 

My stomach flips, then flops. Fuck. Is this going to get all fucked up? Was he right that he wouldn't be able to take the jealousy?
 

"Uh, I think you forgot to leave your knife back in the kitchen, son." Dale sounds like he couldn't be bothered less that the man whose wife he just kissed showed up with a knife.
 

Anderson glances down and turns the knife in his hand, the blade glinting in the light. His eyes go wide. "Shit. I'm sorry. I must look like a fucking psychopath!"
 

There's an awkward moment before we all burst into laughter, Dale's low, rolling chuckle echoing in the hall.
 

Anderson turns and walks back into the kitchen, presumably to return the knife.
 

I turn, ready to make small talk with Dale, to smooth over his aggressive entrance and try to build things up a little slower this time. "Can I get you a glass of wine?" I ask, smiling.
 

Dale steps towards me again and I get a rush of adrenaline at just how big and black he is. "I think I'll pass on the wine," he says quietly.
 

A moment later his hand is in between my legs, running up my thigh, then pressing against my damp panties.
 

I gasp but don't step back. This is what I wanted, isn't it? I wanted my big, black boss to fuck me. This is what I've been fantasizing about.
 

"That's a nice slick pussy, isn't it?" Dale purrs, closing in on my neck. He presses his lips against the soft skin on the side of my neck and sucks.
 

His hand tickling my slit and his tongue on my skin make me moan. I can feel Anderson behind us again.
 

Dale doesn't stop. His fingers move slowly to one side between my legs. He hooks one under my thong and presses into my hot damp slit.
 

My feet stagger apart as I feel his thick digit slide into my cunt. It's so fucking hard and strong and I let go of my weight a little so I can force him deeper into me. I just want to feel him so deep in my fucking hole.
 

Dale pulls away and slides his finger out. He puts his hand on my shoulder and turns me around so my back is to him and I'm facing the stairs.
 

I don't have time to react when he bends me over and yanks my underwear down. All I can do is shudder over his hand as he pressed it against my pussy. I wince and gasp when I feel his thumb press against my ass. "Dale, I... "
 

"Hush, baby," Dale rumbles behind me, wiggling his thumb fully into my ass.
 

I look at Anderson's who's standing in the doorway again. No knife this time. He's dumbfounded. One glance at his groin and I can tell he's hard as a rock.
 

That gets me so fucking worked up. I can't believe Dale just walked in here and stuck his thumb in my ass. And I can't believe Anderson's just standing there staring at it with a huge hard-on.
 

"Mmm, what a pretty little ass," Dale growls. With one swift motion he pops his thumb out of my ass, then swings his palm down on it in a light slap. "Let's fuck first. We can have a nice dinner later," he says, smiling at Anderson.
 

Anderson's dumbfounded. He doesn't say or do anything, just stares.
 

Dale gives me another slap and I know it means he wants me upstairs. I teeter over to the stairs on my heels and start up. I don't look at my husband again. I'm so fucking hot for Dale's cock.
 

I can't believe this is actually happening.
 

I can't believe this is for real.
 



***

 


Anderson


I can't believe this is actually happening.
 

I can't believe this is for real.
 

I don't know how long I stand there staring at the empty stairs. The noises of people taking their clothes off drift down from the bedroom and still, I can't move.
 

I know that Serena just went upstairs with Dale. I know he's about to fuck her. I know that I'm supposed to be up there watching. I don't know if I can bring myself to do it or not.
 

The image of him shoving his fat black thumb into the the tiny, puckered, pink hole of her ass is etched into my mind. I don't know if I'll ever be able to think of anything else.
 

Finally, once I hear Serena moan from up the stairs, I somehow find the will within to order one leaden foot to move then the other. I plod up feeling like I'm wearing cement shoes.
 

My heart is racing, my pulse at least double what it normally is. Are we really going to do this? Just like this? Are we really going to let Dale do this to us?
 

I stagger over to the room and lean on the door frame. The air leaves my lungs.
 

Serena's on her back on the bed. Her clothes are off. Her long legs are split open. Sumptuous thighs narrowing to toned calves that in turn narrow to slender ankles and end in the points of her high-heeled shoes. The only thing she has on.
 

Dale is on his knees. His mouth is on her pussy making noisy, wet slurping sounds as he eats her out. His fingers are curled into a fist right beneath his chin. All except the middle one. That one is tucked up into Serena's cunt, sliding slowly in and out.
 

I watch with wide eyes and a heavy stomach as he fingers her and sucks on her sloppy lips. He looks even blacker than he did downstairs against her smooth, pale skin.
 

Dale gives her pussy a final kiss, then pulls away and stands up. He turns to me and starts unbuckling his belt. "You want to kiss that pussy goodbye?" he asks.
 

I feel my face contort with... what is it? Rage? Shame? Disgust? Excitement? 
 

All of those rolled into one. That's what it is. I don't even know what to feel any more.
 

Dale's laugh starts as a whisper, just a series of quick breaths before it becomes the same low, rolling chuckle it was downstairs.
 

Serena starts giggling on the bed. She's looking at me. She looks as beautiful as I've ever seen her. Except it's not for me. I'm not going to be the one to fuck her. It's going to be him.
 

I'm confused by the laughter for a moment before Dale starts to explain.
 

"Son, I'm just joking!" he says, dropping his pants to the ground. "There's absolutely no reason you shouldn't join in on the fun though! Since you're here and all!"
 

It takes a moment to skin in, what he's saying to me. I have to twist and turn it around in my head a few times before I realize he's inviting me to help myself to my own wife.
 

It's such a dominant act. As if he owns her and is giving me permission to touch what's his.
 

I stagger forward nonetheless. I need Serena right now. I need to feel close to her and I'm grateful to Dale for doing this, for letting me touch her before he does.
 

He steps aside as I sink to my knees in the same spot he was kneeling by the bed to worship her pussy.
 

"Baby," she purrs, caressing my cheek with a finger. She's smiling in that way that makes the single dimple crease on her cheek.
 

The smell of her wetness makes me even harder than I already am. I lower my mouth to her sacred softness and press my lips against her cunt. I lick up the slit, savoring the sweet but salty taste of her in my mouth.
 

"Mmm," she says, her fingers gliding into my hair.
 

I push my tongue lower and find her hole. I stuff it into her until I feel her close around me. Then I slide it out slowly and sweep back up until I feel the engorged nub of her clit.
 

She moans and the inside of her soft thighs glide along my stubble as her body reacts to me sucking on her clit.
 

Her pussy starts drooling with need, the clear juice oozing down my chin. The room fills with the musky smell of her arousal.
 

And then its over. I get up and move to the wall.
 

Dale is standing over her, cock in hand. The guy has a huge fucking cock. It's got to be ten inches and it's not even hard. He spits into his hand and starts rubbing the cut head of it.
 

Serena's eyes go wide as her gaze settles on it. She's mesmerized by it for a moment then starts giggling. She looks over at me with all the excitement of an eighteen year-old virgin who's just seen her first dick. "Anderson, it's so big!"
 

Hearing her say that makes me remotely uncomfortable. She's not a size queen, at least she never has been and it's not like I'm that small. I'm probably seven inches erect. She just... she seems so taken by it. So excited that it's going to be inside her.
 

"Come here baby," Dale growls. He reaches out and puts his big, black paw on the back of her head. "You ever suck a black dick?"
 

Serena steals a shy glance at me before looking up and shaking her head.
 

My mind is in heaven and my guts are in hell.
 

Slowly, Serena wraps her slender fingers around the slab of dark meat. Her pretty, pink lips pop open, like she's about to stick a round lollipop into her mouth. She pushes out her moist tongue.
 

Then, with just the slightest apprehension, like she's not sure she's going to like the taste, she lays the head of Dale's dark dick onto her tongue and slides it into her mouth.
 

Dale lets out a pleased grunt.
 

And Serena? Something changes about Serena. She doesn't go wild. She doesn't porn-star out and start bobbing and sucking on that cock. She just... something about her shifts slightly.
 

She doesn't suck the dick so much as... savour it. The way I savored her cunt. With her fist wrapped around it, she flicks at the head with her tongue inside her mouth as her head starts to move back and forth.
 

Something clicks in my mind and I make sure to remember this moment. Even though I'm terrified of what it will do to our marriage, or what it has already done, I never want to forget the time I first saw my wife take a black cock into her mouth in front of me.
 

I stare as she opens her mouth wider and tries to take more and more of his meat.
 

Dale just stands there, letting her work his dick the way she likes.
 

I shudder at the desire that comes bubbling up. 
 

If he'd just... if he could just take her in both hands and fuck her in the mouth a little. Fuck that would be so hot...
 

Serena looks up and into his eyes, still sucking him off. Like a good girl wanting to make sure she's doing it right.
 

Dale gives her a nod.
 

Pleased, she turns her attention back to sucking his cock.
 

He's getting harder and harder and Serena has to kneel ever taller to keep her mouth on his cock. It makes her tits stick out in the best way, her nipples hard like pink candies.
 

Dale grunts again and steps back. His cock springs out of her mouth with a slurpy popping sound. A string of her own drool clings between it and her lips.
 

Serena flicks at it with her tongue and swallows it up.
 

Fuck I want to see his cum all over her face.
 

Dale helps her up onto the bed. He's stroking himself to keep hard.
 

Serena scrambles on backwards, then shuffles back toward the pillows.
 

Dale climbs on and moves towards her.
 

I gasp.
 

Serena splits her legs open revealing the hot mess of her slit. She's soaked from sucking him off.
 

Dale stops. Turning to me, he smiles. He puts a black hand on Serena's leg, the one closest to me, and pushes it down. Then he puts his cock on her groin. The dark muscle stretches past her belly button.
 

You see that? That's how far inside your wife he's going to go.
 

I shudder. Serena looks so... small next to him. There's no way... there's just no way he'll be able to get his whole cock into her. Is there?
 

Dale grins, then turns his attention back to her.
 

She parts her legs alluringly for him again, the folds of her pink pussy splitting open, ready for his seeding muscle.
 

Dale rubs the head of his cock one more time, then presses it against her lips, almost covering them.
 

Serena gasps and cranes her neck to look down her body.
 

Dale moves forward. The head of his cock presses harder, then slides into her pussy.
 

Serena mewls. Her toes point out as her body adjusts to his size.
 

"Here we go, baby. Here's how you take a black dick."
 

And then he fucking goes for it. He leans into her and his hard shaft piles into her softness as she starts to moan.
 

The moan gets louder and louder with each inch she takes. Her hands come up.
 

At first I think it's to stop him or at least slow him down.
 

No. They snake up his arms, over his shoulders and down his back until they're resting on his ass. And Serena, my pretty, polite Serena who just a few days ago told me she wants to fuck her boss, pulls herself onto him as hard as she can.
 

I stare as I watch her take nearly the whole thing. Maybe four inches left. Then three...
 

That's when she stops him. One hand moves to his cut chest and pushes back. Her mouth twists slightly into a grimace. "Okay. I think that's all I can... " she whispers.
 

Dale cracks a grin. "Oh baby," he rumbles. "Not too much left. You can do better than that. Guaranteed."
 

Staring straight into her eyes, he reaches down and grabs her ass. Before she can stop him, he flexes his ass to plow deeper into her.
 

I'm sure he can't. I'm sure he won't. I'm fucking positive there's no way she can take all that. I've felt the end of her, haven't I? Haven't I?
 

I see it in Serena's body more than anything. The moment Dale breaks whatever barrier was there. The moment his cock drives into her deeper than anyone has ever gone and touches her softest part.
 

At that moment Serena's whole body tenses and her eyes go wide. She looks up. Their eyes meet. And in that moment, she looks like she's his.
 

I snap another picture of that in my mind because I don't think I'll feel more disconnected from my wife than I do right then. And somehow that's really hot.
 

The moment stretches out for what seems like an eternity.
 

Then Dale moves his ass back and pulls his cock slowly out.
 

As inch after inch leaves her body, Serena twist and writhes on the bed until only the tip is left inside. She doesn't say it but she might as well. She wants that cock back inside her. She looks like she never wants to be without, again.
 

Dale gives it to her. He plows back in, a little harder this time. Out and in again and before long he's fucking her for real.
 

And they fuck like lovers fuck. Soft and slow and tender for a while. He even kisses her on the lips. Her thighs ride up on his hips in a gentle caress.
 

It twists the inside of me into a knot. Do I want this to stop? No. I don't fucking want it to stop. It hurts so good I just want to watch.
 

The strangest sense of relief washes over me as Dale gets up onto his knees, pulls his cock out and helps Serena turn around. I sigh because now it's not going to be making love. Now it's just going to be fucking and that feels so much easier to bear than making love.
 

Serena tucks one knee under herself and stretches the other leg out, giving me and Dale a beautiful view of her flexed ass.
 

Stroking his cock, Dale pushes it against her pussy but stops. He takes his thumb, the same thumb he stuck inside her and presses it against her ass. "You ever take it in the ass?" he asks.
 

Serena falls out of character. The sex-crazed vixen dissolves into the Serena I see in the mornings, smiling and humming as she showers. She lets out an awkward laugh. "Uh... no. I don't do that," she replies.
 

Dale doesn't flinch. He stuffs his cock into her pussy, making her moan but keeps rubbing the pretty little hole of her ass.
 

Serena claws at the bed as he slides inside, disappearing back into her lust.
 

"You will, baby," Dale decides. "You will." He slips his thumb inside.
 

Serena's back arches. Her tits start to sway beneath her as Dale begins to fuck. With his thumb in her ass he reaches around, paws at her breast, then pinches her nipple. Hard.
 

Serena gasps but doesn't object.
 

Now he's using her. Now he's using her the way I imagined he would. The way it played out in my mind. Now he's fucking her as if she's just a toy. There's no worry about making love anymore and that feels strangely safe.
 

I step back and press myself against the wall as I watch. How the hell am I going to make dinner after this? I need... I can't just... I can't just sit there and eat with this guy.
 

Minutes pass. I don't know how long. All I see is the constant undulating form of Serena's pale body being rutted into by this dark invader into our bedroom.
 

Serena screams through orgasm. Then another. Then a third. By the end of it she's just a toy. An exhausted, drooling fuck doll.
 

It's only when I see him tense above her that I snap out of my stupor and into the room. I step forward. I can tell he's about to come by the way he's arched over her. I can see his ass flexing more and more and I realize it's all up to me. Serena's not paying attention.
 

"Uh... guys. I'm sorry but... " I mutter, holding a hand up.
 

Dale scowls at me but Serena comes to her senses. Her back arches as she tries to pull herself off him. "No. Dale. You can't," she whispers. "You can't finish inside."
 

Dale raises an eyebrow but seems to understand. He pulls his cock out of her and starts stroking the head.
 

Serena, suddenly eager to please again starts to turn around.
 

My stomach flips, then flops as I realize she's about to offer him her mouth.
 

Dale slapping a hand on her ass brings another strange swell of relief. "Unh-uh," he says, shaking his head. "Next time. I like the view I had."
 

Next time.
 

The fuck? What? Like he already knows there's going to be a next time?
 

Serena obediently spins back around and arches her back, rounding her ass up towards him.
 

Dale squeezes it with one hand and strokes himself off with the other. The first rope of hot seed blasts across her ass, reaching all the way up her back.
 

Dale pinches the head of his cock. Another shot of hot white love shoots out and onto her ass. He points his cock lower and the third release spurts out, slathering her pussy lips with cum.
 

Serena's eyes go wide as she feels the cum dripping down her folds but she doesn't break character this time. She keeps her ass up but she's worried, I can tell.
 

Dale finishes off with a few more strokes and a grunt.
 

Somehow Serena's expression gives me strength. She is still my wife, after all. I step up. "Hey Dale?"
 

Dale pushes his chin up and looks down his nose at me.
 

"I think... I think we're going to have to skip dinner this time."
 

He pauses. Then nods. "Alright. No problem." He glances at Serena, then looks back at me. "You two probably have some talking to do. I'll show myself out."
 

He scoops up the clothes in a pile on the floor and he's gone.
 

"Um... are you worried about that?" I ask, looking at her pussy covered in cum.
 

"I... it's silly, I know. It's just... because I'm not on anything. You know?"
 

I nod, my feverish arousal at seeing another man's cum on her pussy making me feel awkward. "Let me... I can get it off."
 






Chapter 6

 


Serena


I'm not actually that worried about the cum on my pussy. I haven't been on birth control in a while because the pill was making me crazy. Anderson sometimes uses condoms but sometimes we just wing it, which is hot for both of us.
 

I don't really think that Dale's cum is so potent that it's going to swim up into my pussy either.
 

There is something primal that drives me to try and orchestrate the situation as I do. As I pull myself off the bed to present to Anderson I feel another rush of lust.
 

I'm asking my husband, the man I'm supposed to be in a monogamous relationship with, to clean another man's seed from my vagina. Just the thought makes me start to drip again.
 

At first he heads for the bathroom and I hide my disappointment as best I can. My heart skips a beat when he stops and turns around.
 

Without a word he walks back over and sits down on the bed. He stares at the space between my legs for a while.
 

I don't say anything either. For one thing I can't get enough of his attention, especially this kind of attention. For another I want to see how far he'll go. 
 

I want to know how dirty Anderson Archer can be?
 

He reaches out and I feel his finger press against my soft flesh.
 

I can't resist a gasp when I realize he's opening me. My head snaps back over my shoulder to find him staring straight at me, even as he continues playing with my folds with his fingers. I don't dare ask him what he's doing because I think I know.
 

No. I'm sure of it.
 

His eyes move back to my pussy and he gazes at what I can only imagine is a glob of Dale's cum. I feel him scoop some of it onto his finger. He looks back at me.
 

My eyes are wide and my heart is pounding and I... I just want to feel it. I want to feel him push Dale's cum into pussy. And by the way he's staring at me, I know that's what he wants, too.
 

Then he shakes his head.
 

My excitement sinks slightly, but I know he's right. If something were to happen it... it wouldn't be fair. Not to anyone.
 

Anderson stands up, walks to the bathroom, then comes back with a towel. Dabbing at my lips, he wipes off Dale's deposit then does the same with my ass and back.
 

Then, very casually, as if what had just happened hadn't, or maybe as if what we were doing here was perfectly normal, he stands up, takes his clothes off, then climbs up onto the bed.
 

But he doesn't climb up on his knees. He doesn't start kissing me seductively or touching me to get me in the mood. He does something he's never done before.
 

He stands on the mattress, towering over me, his cock hard, the muscles in his chest flexing. Like a primate about to reclaim what's his.
 

It's fucking hot. My pussy gets damp and even though I'm sore I don't care because I want to know what Anderson's going to do to take me back.
 

As he bends over me I arch my back and push my ass up and out for him.
 

Still standing, he presses his cock against my hot lips, then shoves it inside with a grunt. It feels so fucking good to have him back inside me again.
 

He starts fucking me hard, so hard the headboard of the bed starts to bang against the wall. I slide back into the pleasure of being owned by my husband.
 

There's something more rough, more dominant about him now, too, that is incredibly hot. I feel my pussy start to squeeze around him as another orgasm begins to build inside me.
 

I look back. His eyes are wide. His nostrils are flared. He's staring at my back and ass. Our eyes lock. His go wide.
 

His cock hardens inside me and I know he's going to come. I open my mouth to say it but then change my mind. I don't care. It's worth the risk. Oh fuck he feels so good. I can't wait to feel him...
 



***

 


Anderson


...can't wait to fill her up cum. My nuts seize up. I crane my neck up towards the ceiling and shout as I start to cum into her tight, hot cunt.
 

I keep fucking her like that. Standing over her and shoving my cock into her, trying to reach the deepest place that Dale discovered.
 

She comes with a moan. Her pussy squeezes me over and over, milking the cum from my nuts.
 

I fuck her until we both ride out the waves of pleasure crashing over us. As I slow down I rut into her hard, pushing my seed deep into her insides.
 

The tendrils of pleasure tickling my back are laced with regret. Maybe I shouldn't have done that? Fuck. What if she gets...
 

I pull out and step back but can't resist a glance at her gaping, plundered hole as it closes. A creamy white pool of my own seed swims inside.
 

Serena breaks the silence. "Baby? I... it's probably nothing but I should probably try to... you know, get this out?"
 

I nod, move to one side and watch her as she clamours off the bed cupping one hand under her pussy as my cum leaks out.
 

I guess she's more concerned about the carpet in the bedroom than she is about the carpet downstairs.
 

I flop onto my back and put my hands behind my head as I wait for her to come back.
 

When she emerges from the bathroom, she bolts across the room and dives under the covers.
 

I crawl in after her and she backs into me and cuddles up. I put my arms around my wife. She feels different somehow, or maybe it's just the energy between us. I don't know.
 

"Did you have a good time?" she whispers after a few minutes of silence.
 

I nod. I'm a little scared to use my voice, worried about how it'll come out. Still, I want to know how she's feeling, too. "Did you?" I say. I sound normal. I don't cry or squawk.
 

Serena nods back and whispers "yes."
 

And I'm not sure how I feel about that. I feel like there's more space between us but I could just be making it up.
 

We lie there in silence for a while longer. It feels like Serena is asleep and her voice startles me.
 

"Would you ever do that again?" she asks.
 

It's the question that's been rolling around in my mind since we crawled under the covers together. Hearing her ask it sends a jolt through me, though and I wonder about her motives. "Would you?" I ask, dodging the question to give myself more time to think.
 

"Only if you wanted me to," Serena says.
 

I can't see her face but I can tell by the sound of her voice that she's smiling. I start to wonder what about? Is she already thinking of getting with Dale again? Did fucking him sate whatever desire she had or did it just serve to deepen it?
 

A pang of agony grips me as I realize she's going to see him on Monday. I start to play out what's going to happen. Will it be business as usual? Will they act professional, like nothing ever happened? Or are they going to be making time to fuck in the supply closet?
 

The notion is preposterous and almost makes me laugh out loud. Thinking of strong, confident Dale, the head of his own company looking over his shoulder and sneaking into the supply closet to fuck my wife is grotesquely amusing.
 

No. It wouldn't happen like that. He'd take her on his desk, or the floor, or bent over a chair in his office after telling his secretary they were not to be disturbed.
 

Dale. I fixate on him for a while. He was, in hindsight, more or less a gentleman about the whole thing. He could have been a dick. He could have humiliated me. That would have been terrible. That would have... ugh. I would not have liked that.
 

"Whatcha' thinking about back there?" Serena purrs. Her voice sounds softer, sleepier and a little more calm.
 

"Just, you know, this and that." I don't know why it's hard to tell her the truth. I feel like if I share all this with her it'll just make me more vulnerable. This way I can just keep it inside my shell. For now anyways.
 

"You figure out the answer to my question yet?" she asks.
 

"About wanting to do it again?"
 

"Yeah. That one."
 

The answer is on a pendulum and it swings between "yes" and "absolutely not." It was hot, for sure, what happened. At the same time I feel... I feel anxious about it somehow.
 

But whatever, right? I just need to give her an answer that's "I don't know." It's not a binding contract. I can always take it back. Besides, thinking about her sleeping with another guy again makes my cock start to harden against her ass.
 

I squeeze her closer.
 

"Sure."
 






Chapter 7

 


Serena


Monday morning can't come soon enough. I spend almost all of Sunday thinking about Dale and the way his cock felt inside me. Anderson seems happy that I'm horny but distant at the same time.
 

Just this once, I allow myself not to care. I just want him to fuck me good and hard.
 

He fucks me. But not hard enough. It's not that I don't like his cock in me, it still feels good, it's just that I just feel like I need a little more. Just that extra stretch that I felt with Dale.
 

We come together and then cuddle after both times but it feels a little... empty, I guess.
 

Then he's lost in his head all day which, I have to admit, does start grating on my nerves. It feels like there's something he needs to talk about but doesn't want to.
 

I even sit down and give him a few chances hoping he'll open up. But after the third time it's like, this can't be my problem if I don't know what the problem is about.
 

I wonder for a while whether he's feeling jealous of what happened or what. But then it just gets tiresome because how long can you keep guessing what the other person's feeling? If he really wanted me to know he'd tell me, right?
 

That and the ever-present tug on my mind of the memory of Dale's cock, his thumb in my ass, his lips on mine, make us have an alone kind of day.
 

When Monday does come around, I regret not taking the time to try and coax it out of him more but I'm excited about seeing Dale at the same time.
 

"Hey," I say as he's about to walk out the door. His suit and tie look a little droopy and his worn briefcase doesn't add to the tired, travelling salesman look. I smile and straighten his tie. "Want to do something fun tonight?"
 

"Fun?" Anderson asks. "What kind of fun?"
 

I ignore the ember of irritation his tone ignites. He is worried about what happened. Why won't he just say that? Why does he have to mope about it and make me drag it out? "I just thought we could do a movie or something? Or... whatever you want. I feel like we... " I pause to choose my words carefully. He can be such a princess sometimes, if I say the wrong thing. "I feel like there's space between us."
 

Surprisingly, this seems to bring him some relief. "Uh... that would be really awesome," he says, sounding a little more genuine than he did yesterday. He opens his mouth, takes a breath and...
 

Nothing. A pregnant pause. Then, "I should go."
 

"Okay."
 

He turns, unlocks the deadbolt and opens the door.
 

I can't help trying one more time. "Anderson?"
 

"What's up?" he says, over his shoulder.
 

"If there's something you want to talk about maybe we can talk about it tonight?" I make sure to sound hopeful. To let him know it's important for me to know what he's thinking or what's bringing him down.
 

He doesn't look back at me as he mutters a "Yeah. Sure."
 

Then he's gone.
 

He's gone and I'm standing there with the door open watching him drive down the street, resentment starting to seep into my thoughts.
 

I push it away with a deep breath, grab my keys and purse and head out to the car.
 

My body's filled with nervous excitement as I walk into the office.
 

Dale's standing in the corner by his office, poring over a shuffle of papers on his assistant Lorie's desk. He looks up as I walk in and motions for me to come over.
 

Even though nobody in the office knows what happened my cheeks still heat up as I walk across the floor. Dale, looking handsome in his suit, was inside me two days ago.
 

The thought brings a fresh pulse of adrenaline laced lust that makes my pussy heat and sweat.
 

"Good morning, Serena," Dale says, putting on a professional smile.
 

"Good morning." Good. It's a good reply. Cool. Confident. No flustered-school girl here. Hopefully Lorie hasn't noticed how red I am.
 

"I hope you had a good weekend. Would you mind stepping into my office for a moment?"
 

This makes my heart flutter. I can't remember how many times I imagined this exact thing happening the day before but it was a lot.
 

What's he asking me? Is he going to take me in there and try to fuck me? Because that would be terrible and wrong and... so fucking hot. I'm not worried that's what's going to happen as much as I'm worried that I won't be able to resist if that's what he asks.
 

"Of course," I manage. I walk around him to try and give Lorie as little opportunity to see my face as I can. I'm almost home free when she asks.
 

"Serena, is everything alright? You look really flushed!"
 

Fuck.
 

And it's not just fuck because Lorie notices. It's fuck because of course everyone on the floor sitting at their computers has to look up. The place isn't huge but there are about twenty people in the cube farm and all of them look at me.
 

"Oh really?" I say, feigning ignorance. "Might just be warm in here. I took the stairs up." It's a lie but it seems to stand up.
 

Still, I feel a prickle of irritation with Lorie. She's nice, but nosy. You know how sometimes women are?
 

I make it into the office without anyone else mentioning anything and close the door.
 

A few minutes later Dale walks in. I step away from the window and smile, watching him manoeuvre around the furniture with a casual gait. He comes up close to me, maybe a foot away and my heart starts to pound.
 

"Thanks for coming in."
 

"No problem," I reply, forcing myself to smile wider. "What can I do for you."
 

Dale chuckles. It's the first genuine smile I've seen on him since I walked in and it's a relief. "We can talk about that later. For now, if you could prepare that CPX report I'd appreciate it. We've got a lot of work to do before the board of directors meeting and I'd like to have all our ducks in a row before the end of the week. Is that alright?"
 

"Of course," I say with a nod. But my insides are melting. All I can think about is how big he is and that he's my boss and that he's standing here acting like Saturday never happened.
 

It's a little humiliating but in a thrilling way, if that makes any sense. I don't know. Maybe it's the bad school girl thing. Something about him not mentioning us fucking makes me a little angry and a lot hotted up.
 

"Good," he says and finally gives me the attention I crave. His eyes wander down, pause at my blouse, then roam further down to my legs before slowly returning to my eyes.
 

I consider myself a feminist but he does it so casually, like he owns me and it turns me on so much.
 

"I enjoyed fucking you this weekend," he says, smiling casually as if her were just adding some detail about the CPX report. "I didn't even mind that your husband was there."
 

It sends another jolt through me that settles right in my now soaked pussy. And I have nothing to say. I just... I can't think of a single thing. What do you say? Thank-you? I enjoyed fucking you too? Thanks for sticking your thumb in my ass?
 

So I just stand there staring at him, a little dumbstruck and really turned on.
 

"I'm thinking that maybe this afternoon you should come back, some time after lunch, and I'll let you suck my black dick again. What do you say? Would you like that?"
 

My pussy clenches at the request and his nonchalance. But something inside me... there's something not quite right.
 

I can't help but look down. The outline of his cock along his suit pants, that fat cock that I dreamed of having shoved into me again all night, sends a shudder down my spine. "I... "
 

Anderson. Think. That's what's not right. There's still Anderson to think about.
 

"Is there a problem?" Dale asks.
 

"I... I shouldn't. Not... not... " I can't get the words out.
 

Dale nods, his eyes not leaving mine. "Not without your husband." He says it as if there's no need to explain. As if he already understands.
 

I just nod back.
 

"Fine. Why don't you ask him how he'd feel about me fucking you in the office every now and again."
 

The cool directness of the question nearly makes me gasp. Still, I can't find any words to say back.
 

"Well?" he asks. "Will that be alright?"
 

And all I can do is nod again and stare into his eyes. I try to choke out a "yes" but I'm just too... turned on and confused and... fuck! What the fuck is even going on!
 

As I walk back across the floor to my own office I feel like everyone's watching me. I feel like everyone knows. I feel like I'm naked and everyone can see every dirty secret I ever had.
 

And you know what? I fucking love it.
 






Chapter 8

 


Anderson


I'm sitting at home nursing a scotch when Serena gets home. It's such a relief when she smiles at me. It doesn't look like anything has happened. She doesn't look as if Dale fucked her at work.
 

I spent the day obsessing about her again. I was a mess. It kind of felt like being a teenager all over again, when girls were new and all of the uncertainty of whether I was doing anything right as a male would weigh on me every single day and night.
 

Serena kicks off her shoes and saunters into the living room smiling. "You going to offer me some of that?" she asks.
 

I haul myself up off the couch, tuck my shirt back into my pants and walk across the room. Ice cubes clink against the glass, followed by the cool sound of scotch being poured. When I sit back down, Serena puts her feet in my lap.
 

It's a comforting and disarming gesture at the same time. She likes having her feet rubbed and I like doing it but sometimes it feels more intimate than sex and I don't know if now's the time I want to...
 

She wiggles her toes, giggles and takes a sip of the scotch with her eyes closed.
 

I stare at her as she leans her head against the couch. In some ways I can't believe this is my wife. There's a newness to her that wasn't there before.
 

I set down my glass and wrap one hand around her foot while I pinch her big toe gently with the other.
 

"Mmmm... " she purrs, sinking even deeper into the couch.
 

We sit in silence for a while. Things seem to settle. The noise in my head seems to abate. Things seem normal, almost like before we did this. Almost.
 

"Did he fuck you?"
 

The question comes out of nowhere. My reaction to it is far stronger than Serena's. She doesn't even open her eyes. That's what gets me. How calm she's being about all this.
 

That was what got me yesterday, too. That was why I was fighting a foul mood the whole day. It's not that I don't want her to be having a good time, it's that she seems so unaffected by it. As if letting her boss fuck her the other night was no different than eating apple pie.
 

Her eyes open slowly, as if she's waking from a dream. She looks at the ceiling, smiles, then turns to look at me. "No, silly."
 

Silly.
 

A not unpleasant swell of humiliation rushes through me. She said it as if I was being some completely unreasonable, jealous, insecure guy for wanting to know if she fucked her boss at work.
 

Never mind.
 

I manage to brush the feeling aside.
 

"He wanted to, though." She says it almost as an afterthought, closing her eyes again.
 

He wanted to? He wanted to? I feel ice cold for a moment, then it passes and I'm myself again, trying to keep the room from spinning. "What do you mean?" I manage, my voice passably calm.
 

She turns to look at me again, her eyes wide open this time. "He told me to come to his office in the afternoon. He told me he'd let me suck his cock."
 

Her words are like a punch in the gut. Not because she doesn't talk dirty sometimes but because she's never done it about another guy. Hearing her talk about another man's cock, Dale's cock, the cock that's been inside her, makes everything way more real. I wonder if it's more real than I can handle. "What did you say?"
 

"I told him I couldn't."
 

Silence. I stare at her, studying her eyes, the line of her smile, trying to decipher what her expression means. "That's it? Nothing else?"
 

"He knew it was because of you."
 

"What was because of me?" I ask.
 

"He knew I didn't want to because... because I hadn't cleared it with you."
 

Cleared it with me. The way she phrases it makes it sound as ordinary as clearing a plane for take-off rather than me giving my wife permission to put another man's cock in her mouth. I take a swig of the scotch, a healthy one for courage, then turn to face my wife again.
 

"That's it? That's why you didn't do it? Because I... because you didn't know how I'd react?"
 

Serena tilts her head and her lips pout out a little.
 

The gesture makes me feel worse. I don't need her fucking sympathy. My anger starts to roil inside me, urged on by the scotch. I make an effort to tamp it down. That's not going to help anything now.
 

"I didn't do it, Anderson, because this is supposed to be about us. Remember? I didn't just want to... I didn't want to cross any lines I wasn't supposed to cross."
 

I want to believe her. I want to believe that's the reason she did it. I want to believe there's not something more sinister to her motives and that she really does care about me, about us, the same way she did before all this.
 

But I can't keep that thought, that fucking thought from kicking around in my mind.
 

Once you've had black... 
 

It's stupid. It's a stupid cliche of a saying but it won't go away. What if it's true? What if now that she's had his black dick, she won't ever be satisfied with mine? What if she won't be able to stop?
 

"I thought... " Serena says, interrupting my thoughts. She reaches out and sets her glass on the table, swings her legs off the couch, then curls up next to me. "I thought that we could maybe have some dinner, take a shower, crawl into bed and, you know, see what happens?" She cranes her neck then nuzzles the tip of her button nose against my cheek.
 

My skin feels hot. I'm exhausted by all this and yet the promise of sex permeates through all of that. I'm not even that horny. I just want to try and find a space where we can be us again. Without him kicking around in my head all the time.
 

I lean close to her and kiss her on the lips. I try to stay in the moment and enjoy the taste of her but I can't help myself. I try to find something different about her smell. Is that the scent of man? Is that the smell of Dale in her hair?
 

Or is that just me being a fucking nut?
 

We eat. We shower. We fuck. She curls up next to me and falls asleep.
 

I feel hollow. The thrill is still there but it feels more like watching a horror than a thriller now, and I don't think I'll be able to fall asleep.
 

Serena wakes up. "I forgot to ask you," she says, barely moving her lips. "Would you mind?"
 

"Would I mind?" I echo. Would I mind what?
 

"He wanted me to ask you if you'd mind if he fucked me in the office from time to time?"
 

Well, I thought I wasn't going to be able to fall asleep before, now I'm sure of it. I can't believe she just rolled over and asked me that. Like you'd ask someone to get you a fucking bagel or something.
 

My mind races into the future. Would I mind? Would I mind? I see Serena in Dale's office, bent over a chair, her underwear around her ankles and her skirt hiked up so her ass and pussy are bare. I see Dale, cock in hand, press against her, then slip inside.
 

Would I mind? I'm fucking hard as a rock again.
 

"You still awake?" Serena asks.
 

"Yeah."
 

"Well? Would you?"
 

"Sure. I mean no. Why not."
 






Chapter 9

 


Serena


I wake up early and suck Anderson off. I swear I only had dreams about black cock. He tries to pull out but I let him come in my mouth, slurping down his seed with greedy gulps.
 

We shower, get dressed, have coffee. He doesn't seem as nervous or worried as before but I also just don't have the space in my mind to be babysitting him and asking if he's alright. If something's wrong he'll have to tell me that himself.
 

I do tell one teensy weensy white lie. Actually I don't even say anything. As soon as Anderson leaves for work I replace the loose white blouse I'm wearing with one that fits a little better. That and my skirt. I put on a slightly tighter skirt.
 

When I get to the office I feel like everyone's watching me again but this time I'm proud of it. I strut instead of slink across the floor, straight up to the door to Dale's office.
 

Lorie shoots me a tight smile. "He's on the phone," she says, eyeing me up and down, judging my outfit, no doubt.
 

Whatever. Jealous, probably.
 

"It's okay," I reply, smiling back. "I'll wait."
 

I pass the time flipping through my phone. I don't even know why I'm there. I guess I should really have waited until he called for me but... fuck, I'm acting like a fucking addict. I just... it's just that, I just want to taste that cock again. I've been thinking about it so much...
 

When the door to the office opens I practically leap to attention.
 

"Serena," Dale says in his velvety baritone. "Is there something I can help you with?"
 

Lorie's staring at me but I don't care.
 

"Could I... could we speak in your office?" I ask.
 

I feel a little light-headed from what I'm about to do but the ache in my core is so nagging I feel like I have no choice about it.
 

"Certainly," Dale replies.
 

As he steps aside to let me brush past him I hear him tell Lorie to hold his calls and my heart jumps. When the door closes behind me, I spin around. My smile shakes from holding it so long, the muscles in my cheeks aching.
 

"What can I do for you, Serena?" he asks. He seems genuinely curious. His obvious calm is an embarrassing contrast to my excitement but I power through.
 

"Um, yeah, you know that thing you asked yesterday? The thing that I should ask my husband?"
 

A smile of recognition forms on his lips. He nods slightly. "You asked him if he'd mind if I fucked you in the office?"
 

"Yes. That's right Dale. I did." Why am I so fucking nervous around him all of a sudden? It's like I'm scared he's going to change his mind or something and then where am I going to get my fix? That's ridiculous.
 

Nonetheless, his scowl makes my stomach flutter. "Serena, can I ask you something?"
 

I nod too eagerly but I don't care about that either. "Of course," I reply, "anything."
 

"Just so that there's no, how should I put this, misunderstanding about us here in the office, I would really prefer it if you started calling me 'sir.'"
 

I'm surprised at the way I blush at this request. It's a little strange. Actually it's a lot strange. The only other person that calls him 'sir' is Lorie and I've heard him ask her to just call him Dale, I'm sure of it.
 

Isn't it going to look stranger if one of his executives starts calling him 'sir' when everyone else calls him Dale?
 

"If... if it's a problem, Serena, we can... we don't have to pursue our little... "
 

"No! No, no! What I mean is no, it won't be a problem!" I say, trying to downplay my nervous reaction with an equally nervous giggle. "I... sir is fine, sir."
 

A smile spreads slowly across his lips and he nods. "Good. That's very good." He walks closer to me and unzips, pulls down his underwear and hauls out his thick cock.
 

I gasp and gaze at it greedily.
 

"I'm afraid I don't have time to fuck you right now," he explains. "But you like to suck that black dick too, don't you Serena?"
 

I nod as I wrap my hand around his meat and open my mouth. This isn't exactly what I had in mind. What I really want is his dick inside my pussy but this will do for now, I guess. As soon as I slip it into my mouth part of the craving subsides.
 

It's so thick and tastes like man, it tastes like a real man's cock, and I remember how good it felt sucking it and I feel so lucky to be sucking it again.
 

Dale puts his hand on his hip as I start working his cock. Every once in a while I look up. I remember how good it felt when he nodded at me, that night in our bedroom when I was sucking his dick and looked up to see if he liked it.
 

It felt so good to know I was doing it the way he liked. I want him to look at me that way again. I want to see those dark eyes staring down at me as he nods and tells me I'm being a good girl.
 

Dale just stares at me with a solemn, almost sombre expression.
 

It's disappointing but it makes me realize I just need to up my game. I need to work a little harder to get his approval. That's okay. I can do that.
 

Wrapping both hands around his stiff, black rod, I pump my face harder over it, so I can feel him fucking my throat. I open my mouth a little wider, too, so that when he does touch the back of my throat he can hear the warm wet gurgle of me choking on the head of his cock.
 

For some reason I think about Anderson. I wonder if he's thinking about me. I wonder if he's turned on. I wonder what he'll do when I tell him tonight what I did?
 

Dale reaches down, takes one of my hands off his dick and guides it under his legs. He turns it palm up and presses it against his hot, fat sack. His balls are heavy and I imagine it's because they're filled with cum.
 

That's my cum!
 

The voice inside my head is almost angry about it and it startles me. I look up and start sucking him harder, kneading his balls. I want his cum. I want his seed in my mouth and in my belly. If I can't have it in my belly where it'll do some good then I can at least swallow it.
 

His cock hardens in my mouth.
 

I look up with wide, expectant eyes. And that's when I see it. That's when I get my reward.
 

Dale Evenson, my boss, gives me that slow nod of approval. A moment later he grunts and I feel the first splash of his hot, sticky seed explode inside my mouth.
 



***

 


Anderson


I'm more or less a mess all day at the office. I can't concentrate on anything even though I can see Brian shooting me funny looks. I can't help it. All I can think of is Serena and what might be happening with her at work.
 

Brian finally walks over to my desk in the afternoon wearing a funny look. "How's it going?" he asks.
 

"Fine. It's fine."
 

"Okay. Can I... do you mind showing me what you've been up to today?"
 

I have a hard time looking at him. "I... not much."
 

"Hm. Yeah. It looked like you were having a hard time over here. I don't want to pry but is everything alright?"
 

Brian's a super nice guy. He's easy-going, funny and super relaxed about work. As long as you get your shit done, he doesn't care.
 

I'm not getting any shit done. I haven't done a single thing all day. I haven't called a single client because I just can't talk to anyone.
 

"I'm sorry," I say, shaking my head. "Things have been kind of rough at home and... "
 

Brian puts up a hand. "Hey man, you don't need to say another word. You should have said something sooner. Everything alright with Serena?"
 

What do I say? Yes? Sure, everything's fine. She's just been really into fucking her black boss and that's all I can think about. "She's fine. Just... you know, married people stuff."
 

Brian gives me and understanding smile, smirk and nod. "Hey man, I get it."
 

I force a smile back.
 

"Listen, why don't you take the rest of the day off? Go... sort out whatever you need to sort out. It's on me. I'm sure things'll be better tomorrow."
 

I feel like I should probably say no. I should put my head down, get my shit together and do some fucking work. But I know that's not going to happen. I take Brian up on his offer and head home.
 

As soon as I get home I pour myself a scotch to try and calm down. It doesn't do the trick so I slam another, pacing around the house.
 

By the time Serena gets home I'm four drinks in and good and lit.
 

She looks like shit. I mean, she looks as beautiful as she always does but her hair is all mussed up, her lipstick's a little smeared and she's a little wobbly on her heels.
 

Or maybe it's me. Maybe I'm just that drunk. My hands are shaking despite the booze. We stand in the hallway staring at each other for what seems like a long time. Finally, I break the silence.
 

"What happened?" I whisper.
 

Serena drops her purse on the ground and teeters towards me. She raises her hands up and wraps them around my neck and pulls herself close.
 

Her breath smells like cum.
 

A coy, teasing smile cracks on one corner of her mouth and works its way slowly over to the other side. She closes her eyes, leans in and tilts her head.
 

I greet her kiss with an open mouth.
 

Her tongue flicks into my mouth, the taste of cum still on it. She plays with mine, licking it and pressing against it, her spit and the scent of cum filling my senses.
 

I shudder at the fact that my wife, my Serena has been sucking another man's cock all day. My own cock is rock hard.
 

She pulls away from the kiss and smiles at me again, confident that I know the answer to my question now. "Do you want to hear all about it too?" she asks.
 

I nod. I want to but not. If there's a word to describe that, I don't know it.
 

"Dale used my mouth all day." She gasps and covers her mouth. "I forgot," she whispers, as if he might hear if she says it too loud. "I'm not supposed to call him that anymore."
 

I scowl at her. "What? Dale?" I ask.
 

"I'm not. I'm supposed to call him 'sir.'"
 

Sir. Sir?
 

I wonder why? Something doesn't quite feel right about that but I don't have the patience to hear about why right now. "What do you mean he used your mouth?" I ask instead.
 

Serena bites her lip at the memory. "I mean, I told him that he could fuck me at work. I told him that you said it was okay. Then he said he didn't have time to fuck me that morning but that I liked sucking the black dick, right? So he said I could do that. He let me suck his cock until he came inside my mouth."
 

I know this is what's happened. I know it because of the potent stench of man-seed on Serena's lips. Yet still hearing it from her, hearing her admit to it sends a hot twist of jealousy running through me. "How many times?" I mutter.
 

"Five," she answers right away.
 

Oh God. Five? "H-he... you gave him five blow jobs?" I stammer.
 

Serena shakes her head, still grinning. "No. The first one was a blow job. The first one I used my hands and everything. He... he came inside my mouth and there was so much and some of it got on my blouse. That was right in the morning. Right after I got there. Then, the other ones? Those he called me to his office. One before lunch and three after. The last one was right before I left. That's why you can still taste his cum. You can, can't you?"
 

I nod. My mouth is hanging open. I'm cold inside but my face is hot. "Why... what... how come only the first one was a... "
 

Serena doesn't let me finish. "The other times he just fucked my mouth. He told me to get on my knees and he used my mouth. He put his hands on my head and just fucked my mouth until he came."
 

Oh fuck. How can I find something like this hot? I'm so fucking hard but my face is burning with shame.
 

"That turns you on, doesn't it Anderson?" Serena asks quietly.
 

I nod.
 

Her hand falls slowly off my shoulder, down the front of my shirt and comes to rest on my belt. "You're thinking of it now, aren't you?" she asks.
 

I nod again. It's all I can think about. Dale's big black paws holding Serena's head in place while he fucks her mouth with his cock.
 

She pulls on the end of my belt, tightening it until the buckle falls out, then lets it hang open.
 

I steal a glance at her. She's staring at me with a wicked smile. I look back down, unable to hold her gaze any longer than that.
 

"You know what, Anderson?" she asks.
 

I shake my head. I want to hear it but I don't. I want to be there but I don't.
 

Her fingers undo my zipper and my pants fall down. She reaches slowly under my shirt, tucks her hand behind the elastic of my underwear and pulls my cock out.
 

The feeling of her soft, warm palm on my hard flesh sends a surge of pleasure rushing through me.
 

"I couldn't get enough of his cum," she whispers as she starts stroking me. "I couldn't stop thinking about it. All those times between sucking his cock I just wanted more. I wanted more of his cum. And when he gave it to me? When he finally filled my mouth up with it again, I was so happy, Anderson."
 

Serena chokes my cock harder with her hand and gives it a violent tug.
 

I grimace and clench my teeth. I can feel the cum seeping into my shaft, my nuts tight beneath my legs.
 

"God you're so hard. You like hearing about it, don't you Anderson?" she asks.
 

I don't want to say it and I do. I nod instead.
 

"Say it for me," Serena whispers. "Please?"
 

I'm on the edge, ready to cum.
 

"Please?" she pleads one more time.
 

"I like it."
 

"You like what?" Her hands slows down just as I start to feel my body climb up the sheer cliff of orgasm. 
 

"Please don't stop!" I moan.
 

"You like what? I want to hear it!" she hisses. Her finger trails along my shaft.
 

My whole body aches with the tickle of a disappearing climax. "I like hearing about Dale fucking your mouth full of cum!" I seethe. I look up at her just in time to see her lips crack into a grin again.
 

Mercifully, her fist chokes up around my cock again as she starts to pump.
 

A hot blast of pleasure sears up my spine as I start to come.
 






Chapter 10

 


Serena


I can't sleep. The room feels too hot. I shake the covers off.
 

Anderson's passed out next to me from all the booze.
 

I can't stop thinking about Dale, er... my boss. That and the look of shame on Anderson's face as he shouted that he liked hearing about Dale fucking my mouth full of cum.
 

My fingers run down to my clit and split my soaked slit. I find the hard nub and start give it a twist. But I know it's not going to be enough. I need more. I need something to fill me to take this pressure away.
 

I glance over at Anderson. He's snoring but I don't care. He always did say that I could wake him up for sex any time. My hands dive under the covers and I slide up his hips.
 

I gasp as I find him completely hard. I have to think about it for all of three seconds. I know he won't mind. He'll wake up. Tomorrow I can get a dildo on the way home from work.
 

Slipping the covers off of him, I swing one leg over and bring my pussy over his shaft. His hot, hard head feels good as I dip it between my folds and slide.
 

He stirs. The snoring stops. He smacks his lips.
 

I'm so fucking horny. I can't wait any longer. Pushing him lower, I find my hole and slide down his cock.
 

That wakes him up.
 

His eyes bug out to find me naked on top of him. He looks down at our bodies and realizes he's inside me. I feel his cock lurch.
 

"Mmm," I purr, lying down on his chest. "That felt good."
 

"Serena? What are you doing?" he says, rubbing his eyes.
 

"What does it look like I'm doing? I'm fucking you," I giggle.
 

Strangely, he doesn't seem as pleased as I thought he would. "Are you... wait, what? Why?"
 

I lean in close and whisper into his ear. "Because I'm your wife and I couldn't sleep and you've got a cock."
 

Anderson squirms, then pushes me away. "I don't... did you put a condom on me?" he asks.
 

The question sends a fresh pulse of lust through me. "No. I didn't do that."
 

Suddenly my mind is racing and every thought is about how hot it would be to feel him come inside me without a condom on. I gaze into his eyes.
 

His cock flexes again. "Are we... should we be doing this?" he asks.
 

My pussy tightens at how worried he looks. I haven't really been keeping track of timing but that makes it double hot. "What's the worst that could happen?" I ask as I start to ride him a little harder.
 

"Uh... you could end up pregnant?"
 

"Yeah," I grin. "There's that." I start to bounce my ass a little harder. My pussy's so sloppy that it smacks each time I slam down on him. A wet fart squeezes out, then another. They make me laugh.
 

Anderson's hard inside me. His hands are on my ass. He's as into this as I am.
 

I bite my lip and start riding him even harder. "Yeah? You like that? You like thinking about coming inside me?"
 

Fuck this is hot.
 

His hips are coming up to meet me now. I can feel him almost touching the place Dale did when he went deep. Not quite.
 

"Fuck baby," Anderson grunts. "Are you sure?"
 

I'm riding him as hard as I can now. My whole body's tight and I'm about to come. My nipples are hard. I give my tit a squeeze.
 

The question throws me off. Am I? Am I sure? Fuck. I want it right now. I want to feel his come inside me but...
 

"Fuck baby, I'm gonna fucking come!" he grunts again.
 

That does it. The thought of Anderson's sticky, hot seed shooting up into my pussy makes me clamp down onto his cock as I start to come. "Fuck!"
 

As I reach the crest of my orgasm I feel it. His cock hardens and softens, hardens and softens, each pulse sending blast after blast of hot, white cum deep into my body. It makes me come harder than usual, his cock retching inside me like that.
 

As soon as the rush of endorphins is over I start to worry about what we've done. I ride out the rest of Anderson's orgasm but as soon as I can see he's done I pull myself off.
 

His cock flops out sideways, already pretty soft.
 

"Fuck," I whisper. "Baby, I love you and one day I want to have your babies but... "
 

He's shaking his head. "I know, I know! Not quite right now, right? Damn it, I should have pulled out!"
 

"No, no! This one was totally my fault. I'm sorry. It was just so fucking hot having you inside me and thinking that you were going to... "
 

"I know. I know... " he mutters.
 

Even as I'm climbing off of him I can see that he can't stop looking at my pussy. I pause for a moment, one foot off the bed.
 

His eyes rise to mine.
 

A force that's not me makes me get back up on the bed. I swing a leg over him again, then start to crawl up. I don't know what it is that gives me the courage to do this. I'm not usually this... direct in bed.
 

But I want to see it now that I've thought about it. I can see he wants it, too.
 

He slides down as I slide up and a moment later his face is between my legs.
 

I press my hands against my tits.
 

Anderson starts to suck.
 



***

 


Anderson


Things I thought I'd never do in this life. Suck my own cum out of my wife's pussy. There's one.
 

But when I saw her looking at me like that... I don't know. I had to try.
 

It's so fucking hot the way she settles onto me. I have the perfect view of the mound just above where her flesh splits. I can see the tiny bump in her tummy and her breasts.
 

My cock jumps as she grabs them and squeezes them.
 

The razor sharp smell of her pussy juice burns up my nose, followed by the muskier shadow of the smell of my own cum.
 

I put a hand on each of her thighs and pull her down.
 

As she settles her full weight onto me I flick out my tongue. She shudders as I touch her messy folds. When I plunge it into her hole, she moans.
 

The a few drops of my seed dribble onto my tongue. It's a peculiar taste, unlike anything else. Tart and warm. It seems to almost stick to my tongue.
 

Serena shakes on top of me again. She reaches down with two fingers and starts rubbing her clit right above my nose.
 

I push deeper into her hole. I feel it coming with the tip of my tongue. It's the big glob that I shot deep inside of her. It slips gently onto my tongue, slides down and slithers down into my throat.
 

There's so much of the mess and it just keeps coming. My tongue starts to hurt so I swallow what's in my mouth, then slurp the rest out of her. Another clump of still warm cream runs out of her pussy and I choke it down.
 

It's getting a little hard to breathe, as hot as it is being between her thighs.
 

But Serena's lost in the sensation of me tongue-fucking her and her trying to get off.
 

All I can do is continue to suck. So I do. Breathing hard, I swallow down the cum and suck again.
 

Serena moans. Her pussy tightens around my tongue. 
 

I suck again and pull out another batch with a hungry slurp.
 

"Oh fuck!" she squeals on top of me. Every few circles around her clit she whacks my nose with her fingers but doesn't seem to notice.
 

I stick my tongue into her again but I don't think there's anything left.
 

She's close. "Fuck baby don't stop!" she mewls.
 

I flick my tongue in and out of her hot pussy until.
 

Serena doubles over on top of me, her hand still flailing at her clit. The first hot wash of her juice catches me off guard. I swallow some and some goes down the wrong hole and I start to choke.
 

Serena screams through her orgasm.
 

I somehow manage to stave off a fit of coughing. I open my mouth back up and slide my tongue quickly back and forth across her slit.
 

Hot wash after hot wash of her cum spurt into my mouth. With one final scream and shake, she falls off to the side of me, clutching her pussy with her hand. "Oh my God," she gasps as she realizes what she's done. "Oh my God, did I do that?" she asks, pointing at the pool of her juice on my neck.
 

"It's alright. It's probably... for the best," I say.
 

She stares at me with wide, disbelieve eyes. "I just... did I really... what is that?"
 

I reach up and scoop up some of the warm, clear fluid. "I don't know. I didn't realize that... "
 

"No!" Serena says, shaking her head. "Neither did I!" She looks stunned but not scared. Her hand is still between her legs. She leans forward and kisses my cheek, then licks it. "There," she giggles. "Now we're even."
 

Yeah. Not quite. I look her in the eye. "Do you think we're safe?" I ask.
 

She cuddles up next to me. "Safer than we were. I think we'll be alright."
 

My mind wanders to what she did that day and worry clouds my mind. "Hey," I say quietly, pressing my forehead against hers.
 

"What's up?"
 

"You... with Dale. You're going to be careful, right?" Of course the thought of Dale fucking his seed deep into Serena's bare pussy makes my cock jump.
 

The motion catches her eye and she reaches down. Except she doesn't grab my cock. She reaches lower, cups my balls and squeezes. Just enough to make me tighten up.
 

"Why?" she whispers. "You scared he might knock me up?"
 

I look over at her. Of course I'm scared of that. I'm fucking terrified and also supremely turned on. I nod.
 

She smiles. "I'll do my best but, you know. He's kind of the boss." She giggles again as her cheek settles against my chest. A few minutes later she's snoring away.
 

My eyes are wide open and I know there's no way I'm going back to sleep.
 

Great. At least she got what she needed.
 






Chapter 11

 


Serena


I almost forget to say goodbye to Anderson in the morning. He runs out to the car with a travel mug filled with coffee and leans his head inside.
 

"What's on your mind that you can't say goodbye to your husband?" he says with a smile.
 

I take the mug and kiss him. It's a relief to see him smiling. I was starting to get worried that he wouldn't be on board with this whole thing. It could have gone either way when I told him Dale fucked my face.
 

But it went the right way. He got so fucking turned on. I got so fucking turned on. Now we're back on track and the only thing on my mind is that big, black cock.
 

"Hey," he says just as I'm about to pull away. "Be safe, remember?"
 

I smile and blow him a kiss, then back out of the driveway.
 

Be safe.
 

Yeah. Right. About that.
 

Because the thing is if today's the day that Dale fucks me I honestly don't know if I'll be able to tell him to pull out. I really just don't trust myself to be able to do that with that big black dick up inside me.
 

That big, black dick.
 

That's all I think about all the way to work. Of course by the time I get there I'm soaked. My heart is pounding as I walk out of the elevator and start to walk across the floor. Will he call me into his office? Is he waiting for me? Has he been thinking about me at all? Anywhere close to how much I've been thinking about him?
 

"Serena!"
 

I almost scream and jump. It's him. That's his voice. I turn to see him standing by the door to his office with his hand raised. I shoot him a smile. "Yes, sir?"
 

Dale smiles back at me. It seems genuine. Maybe he's happy I called him sir.
 

Around me a few eyebrows go up but I don't care. I don't give a fuck what people think. I just want him.
 

I cross the floor a little faster than I should and breathe a sigh of relief, happy to no longer be the center of attention once the door closes behind me.
 

I stand almost at attention, staring straight ahead. Something makes me think that he'd like me this way. Eyes ahead, tits out, ass up.
 

The sound of his slow footsteps behind me makes the skin on the back of my neck pimple up. Then I feel his hand on my ass.
 

"Bend over, Serena." 
 

The low order takes my breath away. I drop my purse and the bag I'm carrying and do what he asks. I bend over and put my hands on his desk. "Yes, sir," I whisper, as an afterthought.
 

I'm trembling and a little terrified of what he's going to do but in the best way.
 

He's gentle. His strong, rough hand peels up the skirt I'm wearing, tucking it over the fleshiest part of my ass. Then, his finger hooks into the elastic of my thong and slides it down.
 

He plucks the string out of my ass crack and slides down until it's at my knees. Then, he stops.
 

"I'm going to fuck your pussy today, Serena."
 

I shudder with pleasure and close my eyes. The knock at the door makes them pop open. I start to straighten, my hands tugging at the thong when I feel his hand on my back.
 

"I didn't tell you to stand up," he says, calmly.
 

My mouth falls open. Is he serious? Is he really going to do this? I mean, fun is fun but he could probably get in serious trouble for...
 

"Come!" he shouts.
 

My hands are shaking on the table as I hear the door swing open. I can't believe my fucking pussy is just out in the open like that!
 

"What is it Lorie?" Dale asks.
 

Lorie. Fucking Lorie? Can she see me? Is Lorie getting an eyeful of my pussy? My resolve falters and I almost stand up and spin around.
 

"There's a gentleman from IT here to see you, Mr. Evenson. Shall I ask him to wait?"
 

I start to breathe again as I realize there's no way Lorie has seen anything and still sounds that normal. He... Dale must be standing in front of me so she can't see, blocking the sight of me bent over with my pussy splayed out with his massive trunk.
 

There's a pause before he answers.
 

It feels like the longest few seconds of my life. "Yes. Tell him to wait. We'll be done in here soon enough."
 

Relief at not being discovered is quickly overcome by despair as I realize what this means. This means he's not going to fuck me. Not now, anyways. My pussy squeezes with need. I don't know how much longer I can wait.
 

The door closes and I hear him turn around behind me. I close my eyes and try to will to existence the sound of his belt buckle being undone.
 

They're quickly opened by the feeling of two of his fingers sliding up into my hot, slippery cunt. I moan and try to settle onto them but get a quick slap on my ass cheek that makes me stand back up.
 

I'm so fucking turned on I feel like I'm going to come just from that.
 

Then I feel his thumb settle on my ass. He presses it harder against my hole, then twists a bit, stretching the eye of muscle.
 

"Looks like this is going to have to wait for a bit," he says. He fucks his fingers in and out of me a few times, rubbing my ass hole at the same time. "But I have a little something for you."
 

I start to turn around in my excitement but am met by another smack, this time on the other ass cheek.
 

He pulls his fingers out. Something hard touches my pussy and glides up and down, up and down. The juices from my slit dribble onto it.
 

I feel it glide up, past my perineum leaving a trail of wetness, then settle against my ass hole. I gasp at the sudden pressure.
 

His hand settles on my hip.
 

A moment later I feel full as the thickest part of the plug slips past the ring of my ass. A moan escapes me.
 

Dale pulls my thong back up and over the plug. He pulls my skirt down and smooths it down. "There. Stand up."
 

I stand up but just barely. The plug feels so tight in my ass. I take a tentative step but I can barely walk.
 

"You wear that for a few hours. There's no way I'm fitting into that tight ass of yours without a little help. This'll stretch you out."
 

My pussy is absolutely aching for his big dick. I look over at him, my lips pouting with disappointment. "Sir?"
 

"What is it, Serena?"
 

"When... when do you think you'll... "
 

Dale chuckles. "Can't wait for that big, black dick, huh?" he asks.
 

I nod eagerly.
 

"What'd your husband think when you told him last night?"
 

"He got really turned on."
 

"Oh yeah? Is that right? You suck him off too?"
 

"No," I reply, shaking my head. "I jerked him off in the hall when I got home."
 

Dale nods. "That it?"
 

I shake my head again. "No. I... I couldn't sleep so I woke him up and fucked him."
 

Dale nods again. "You on top?"
 

I nod back.
 

"He pull out?"
 

I shake my head and look down, not sure why I'm suddenly shy.
 

"He come in your pussy?"
 

"Yes."
 

Dale doesn't say anything for a while which makes me look up.
 

"I thought you said... "
 

"It was... we got caught up in the moment."
 

One corner of Dale's mouth goes up in a sneer. "You like that? You like some cum in your pussy?"
 

I bite my lip as shame makes my face go red. But I nod.
 

Dale looks at me for a while longer then steps to one side. "Alright. I'll fuck you later. For now do your work."
 

"Yes, sir," I whisper. I start to walk but it's nearly impossible with the plug in my ass. But there's nothing I can do. I stumble from one foot to the other, through the door and out onto the floor.
 

A few people look up. Is it me or are they staring? Are people starting to clue in? Do they know what's up? Can they see I'm walking funny?
 

What the fuck am I doing?!?
 

My pussy clenches again. The thought of Dale's big, black cock filling it makes me straighten up. Who cares if people know? It's none of their business.
 

Struggling against the plug, I walk over to my office as curious eyes stare.
 



***

 


Anderson


I make the decision to call in sick about an hour after Serena leaves. I know I'm going to be just as useless at work as I was the day before. I call and ask for Brian.
 

"You okay Anderson?" is his first question. He's such a good guy.
 

"I'm fine. I'm fine. I just... I need another day."
 

I don't like the length of the pause on the other end but what can I do. "Sure. Sure. No problem. Uh... probably should come in tomorrow though, alright?"
 

"Yeah," I mutter. "For sure." I fucking know full well that none of this is going to get sorted by tomorrow. All of this is not magically going to go away.
 

Whatever. I'll deal with it then.
 

I grab a glass, fill it with scotch and sit down in front of the computer. I can't find a single thing to distract myself. Even porn doesn't work.
 

My mind just keeps drifting back to Serena and her boss. Serena and her big, black boss. I torture myself thinking about what he's doing to her right now.
 

Two drinks in and I get the idea. I know it's probably the stupidest idea I've ever had but once I have it there's no going back. I call a cab and wait on the curb.
 

Walking across the floor of Serena's office, slightly drunk and knowing people are staring up at me from their cubicles feels like the most shameful thing I've ever done.
 

I don't know why. Nobody knows why I'm there. It's not like anyone knows I'm letting Dale fuck her. Still, me knowing is enough. My cheeks are burning from the shame and the booze.
 

I come to Serena's door and knock.
 

"Come in!" The sound of her voice makes my shoulders sag. The whole way here I was wondering what would happen if he was fucking her when I got there. I open the door and stumble inside.
 

"Anderson?" Serena jumps up from her desk. She wobbles on her heels and looks like she's going to fall over.
 

I stumble over and grab her.
 

"Anderson, are you drunk?" she asks.
 

Suddenly the whole thing seems like a bad idea. Me not going to work. Drinking. Showing up at her office. I can't even look her in the eye.
 

"What... what are you doing here?" she hisses.
 

Finally I force myself to look at her. She doesn't look mad but she's wearing a strange expression. She shakes her head.
 

The door clicks shut behind me and I turn around to see Dale standing there. His shirtsleeves are rolled halfway up revealing thick, muscular forearms. He smiles with one side of his mouth.
 

"Anderson," he says, his voice soft and low. "What brings you here?" He says it like a tease, as if he knows exactly what I'm doing here and just wants to toy with me about it.
 

"I... I... "
 

I what, Anderson?
 

What am I supposed to say? That I came because I had to know whether he was fucking my wife? My insides twist into a tight knot and I look down at the floor. I steal a glance at Serena but she's watching him.
 

"Let me show you something," Dale says, walking across the office until he's next to us. His closeness makes me step aside, giving him access to my wife. "Turn around, Serena," he orders.
 

Serena does it right away. She spins around, her movements stilted and awkward. She bends over and puts her palms on her desk.
 

My guts tighten even harder as Dale pulls up the already almost too short skirt she's wearing, revealing her full, round ass and yellow thong. My cock jumps as my eyes rest on the small button protruding from between her ass cheeks. Is that a plug? I turn to look at Dale, who's smiling.
 

"You like that? You know what I'm getting that ass ready for, don't you?" Dale asks.
 

A cold terror grips me but I nod.
 

"I'm getting that fine white ass ready for a nice big, black dick."
 

I swallow hard at the thought of Serena's ass getting stretched by Dale's massive cock. My cock hardens as he pats her ass cheek with his palm.
 

"But you didn't come here for a lesson in what I'm going to do with your wife's ass, did you Anderson?" Dale asks.
 

I look quickly at Serena. Her eyes are wide and hopeful and she's staring straight at the wall, as if I wasn't there and her only purpose was to do what Dale tells her to.
 

Looking back at him, Dale gives me a nod. "Did you?"
 

I lower my eyes and shake my head.
 

"You came over here so you could see me fuck your wife, didn't you Anderson?" Dale asks.
 

I take a deep breath and nod, knowing that my sweetest dream and my worst nightmare are both about to come true.
 

Dale unzips his fly and pulls out his bulging cock. It's dark and sinewy with thick veins running along either side. He's half-hard. He pushes on Serena's back with his free hand and somehow she knows to bend over further.
 

She leans over until her chest is pressed against the desk, then takes a step to each side so her legs are spread farther apart. The slit of her ripe peach is already leaking juice, a thin globule of it hanging by a strand from the edge of the cleft.
 

Suddenly I realize that it's the middle of the morning. We're in an office. Dale has his cock out and Serena's half-naked with a plug in her ass. And I'm fucking drunk!
 

"Wait!" I whisper. "What if someone... what if someone comes in?"
 

Dale smiles, then chuckles. "What? You worried about that enough to tell me to stop?"
 

I'm ashamed of the answer but I know he already knows what it is. Otherwise none of this would have happened in the first place. I shake my head and stare at Serena's leaking pussy.
 

Dale sneers. "Naw. I thought not." He slaps the now hard head of his cock against her cunt with a wet smack.
 

Serena whimpers but says nothing. She looks so... so... subdued. So utterly his all of a sudden.
 

The realization hits me like a freight train. All kinds of thoughts start rolling through my head. Have I let this go too far that she's begging for Dale's black dick in the middle of the day? Risking her job?
 

But as Dale starts to press himself inside her, as the dark head of his thick seeding muscle splits her open, I know I'm not going to do anything. I'm not going to call it off. Not now. I know that right now there's only one thing I can do. Stand there and watch.
 

Serena gasps as he starts to fill her with his girth. Her eyes open wider and her fingers claw at the edge of the desk, her desk.
 

What is so fucking hot about it being her desk? Maybe the fact she's going to sit behind it after he's done with her and carry on with her day every once in a while smiling at the memory of what happened?
 

Dale grunts. As Serena's tight snatch swallows more and more of his cock he lets out a satisfied groan. "Shit that pussy's tight."
 

I clench my teeth as his cock stops three quarters of the way inside of her. I know what's coming and still I can't believe it. I can't believe Serena's little cunt can hold that much cock.
 

Dale spreads her ass cheeks, grunts again, then ruts the rest of his dick into her.
 

Serena's whimper is dangerously loud. It makes me cringe but I can't look away.
 

Holding onto the desk, Dale bends over her and starts to saw in and out.
 

The sight of that glistening ebony shaft gliding in and out of my wife's pretty, pink pussy has me rock hard. I'm desperate to touch myself, to ease some of the pressure in my balls but that would just be over the top, wouldn't it?
 

What if someone were to come in and see that? Anderson Archer watching his wife get plowed by her boss while he strokes one out?
 

No. I can't do that.
 

Serena starts to breath heavily with each thrust. Dale isn't fucking her that hard but it's obvious by the way her mouth is twisted in delicious agony that he's going to make her come.
 

He reaches down and wiggles the plug around. "There you go," he growls. "You like that? You like it in your ass, huh?"
 

Serena lets out a quiet whimper and nods, her cheek sliding along the desk.
 

I have a clear view of her pussy and Dale's big, black dick sliding in and out of it. She starts to squeeze him as she comes and the sounds soft wet slapping sounds turn into greedy slurps.
 

I shudder at what her body's doing. Actually trying to suck the cum right out of his nuts.
 

She stifles a moan as she crests over her orgasm, then lets out a massive sigh.
 

"Alright baby," Dale says, hauling himself out. "Time to clean this up."
 

Serena scrambles off the desk and onto her knees, barely remembering the plug in her ass. She opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue, then tries to wrap her hands around Dale's cock.
 

"Just the tip, baby. Just the tip," he orders through clenched teeth.
 

Serena wraps her pretty lips around the tip of his cock.
 

"That's it. Now lick. Lick that dick."
 

I see her jaw start to move as her tongue licks the underside of Dale's cock. I nearly double over in guilt-ridden ecstasy at the sight of the first pulse.
 

The contraction moves along his dick like a wave, as his dark muscle delivers the first of many blasts into Serena's mouth and throat.
 

I nearly come myself as I watch her massaging his cock with her tongue, coaxing his seed out. She dutifully swallows each spurt of cum that shoots into her mouth.
 

When Dale's done he jerks his tip out of her mouth with a pop. "Now stick that tongue out," he commands.
 

Serena complies.
 

He slaps her tongue a few times with the head of his cock, draining whatever's left in the shaft into her mouth. Then he tucks the monster back into his pants and zips up. He turns to me. "You like that?" he asks.
 

I wish I could say no. At least a part of me does. I wish I could say that I don't like watching another guy dump a load of cum into my wife's mouth.
 

But I can't. So instead, I nod.
 

"Good," Dale says. "Cause there's going to be a lot more of that going on." Then he nods at Serena to stand up. She does, just as Dale opens the door and walks out of the room.
 

I look at Serena. She looks so beautiful standing there in her high heels, her skirt still riding up on her ass on one side. I walk over and touch her cheek. Then I lean in.
 

She keeps her lips pursed shut.
 

I don't care. I have to try. I need to taste her. I press my lips to hers and that's when she opens her mouth.
 

My senses are assaulted by the river of sperm she spits onto my tongue. It's musky scent and nearly burning taste run down into my throat.
 

Serena's hands come up, one under my chin, the other on my forehead as she empties the last of what she saved for me into my mouth. Then she pulls away, her eyes wide her expression feverish.
 

She looks possessed. I swallow what she's given me and stumble back, still staring at her.
 

With a lascivious smile, Serena straightens her skirt back down over her ass. She mouths the words "I love you," at me.
 

It's all so surreal with my buzz slowly wearing off. I walk into the office. It's so quiet for a moment I think that people have gone to lunch. It takes me a moment to realize everyone's still there.
 

They're staring at me. All eyes are on me as I walk to the elevator, my face burning with shame.
 

I don't know how I manage it but I don't touch myself until I get back home. Then I stroke out climax after climax the whole time thinking of Dale driving up into Serena's cunt.
 






Chapter 12

 


Serena


"Uh, Serena?"
 

I turn to see Lorie walking across the room. 
 

Everyone's left. I hid in my office all day because I... I just couldn't. I couldn't come out. I didn't know she was still here.
 

As she comes closer I study her eyes. Does she know? Does she know something's going on? Not that I care. Not that it'll make me stop.
 

"Serena," she says, smiling faintly as she walks up to where I'm standing.
 

"Hi Lorie." I can still fake a smile.
 

"Hi." Another smile. "Mr. Evenson asked that you see him before you go. I was wondering if you were still here. Is... is everything alright?"
 

My cheeks are shaking because of the fake smile but I give her a nod. "Yes. Everything's fine. Why?"
 

"Oh, it's just, I saw that your husband was here and then Mr. Evenson went into the office and... I just didn't know. I thought I'd ask if everything was alright."
 

Why does she seem like a friendly grandmother all of a sudden, wondering if everything is alright?
 

Who care? I don't have time to think about that. Dale wants to see me. Mr. Evenson wants to see me. A butterfly flutters through my stomach at the thought.
 

I follow Lorie across the office until I'm standing at his door. She opens it for me and smiles. "Well, that'll be the day for me. I hope you have a nice evening." She picks up her purse and keys and moves towards the door. "See you tomorrow!"
 

The elevator bell chimes, followed by the sound of the door sliding open, then shut after Lorie steps inside.
 

A tightness grips my throat. He's sitting behind his desk, tips of his fingers pressed together, waiting for me.
 

I don't know why I'm scared now that we're all alone. He seems more... menacing, somehow. Still, the thought of that big black cock fucking up into me is too alluring to pass up. I walk into the office and close the door.
 

"Serena," Dale says with a casual smile. "Too shy to come out of your office today?" It doesn't sound mean-spirited or anything, the way he says it but it makes me blush anyways.
 

"I... it was... " I have no idea what to say. Now that I'm in the room with him close to me again, now that I can smell his musky scent I just want to drop to my knees, crawl behind the desk and tug that fat cock out so I can suck on it.
 

"I know. It's alright. No need to explain. I wanted to ask you a question."
 

"Yes, sir?" I say quietly, blushing, I don't even know why.
 

"I have a few friends coming into town tonight. They used to work here, before your time. We get together from time to time to catch up. I told them to swing by the office before we went to the bar."
 

His eyes bore into me, asking the unspoken question and thickening the silence between us.
 

I shudder at the thought. This is really something I should talk about with Anderson. The two of us should sit down and decide this together. I've never done anything like it and I fell like... like maybe it would be too much. Maybe it would be going too far?
 

There's a knock at the door behind me that makes me jump.
 

Dale smiles as he stands up. I catch a whiff of his scent as he walks by and my pussy starts to soak. I close my eyes. 
 

If these are his friends... 
 

If these are his friends I have to excuse myself. I have to go and call Anderson, see how he's doing and if this is okay with him. I can't just...
 

"Hey, brother!" Dale's deep voice is uncharacteristically cheerful. The rough sounds of men greeting each other, tough, hard men who haven't seen each other in a long time fill the room.
 

"Hey, hey! What do we have here?"
 

"Turn around, Serena." His voice has returned to the calm, measured tone I'm used to and I do as I'm told.
 

The sight of his two friends makes me catch my breath. They're just as big and brawny as Dale is, except they look rougher. They're both wearing suits but their heads are shaved and there's a hard edge to the glint in their eye.
 

"Serena, these are my friends Jackson and Darius. I think, though, it would be best if you did the same with them as you do with me and just called them 'sir.'"
 

I swallow away the dryness in my mouth, smile faintly and nod.
 

Dale turns to his buddies. "Serena here is in charge of our marketing department. Been with the company for, what is it, three years now?"
 

I nod again. My face is flushed because my imagination is running completely wild. "Something like that," I mutter.
 

"She also can't get enough of black dick, can you Serena?" Dale asks with a smile.
 

My heart is racing, pounding against my chest as my eyes drift towards the ground and I nod. If he's going to do what I think he's going to do, if they're going to do that I... I can't. I have to tell Anderson.
 

Dale steps closer, his steps soft on the plush carpet. He walks beside me and puts his hand on my ass.
 

I freeze. I can feel Jackson and Darius eyeing me like hungry wolves even though I don't dare look up. As Dale's fingers hike my skirt up again, I put my hand on his to stop him.
 

I'm rewarded with the sharp sting of his palm on my ass cheek. Jackson and Darius burst into chuckles. I hear them coming closer. I feel trapped.
 

"You want to see what it takes to make corporate?" one low voice booms as the others fill the room with laughter again.
 

I'm terrified and my pussy is drenched but I know I can't. I just can't. This would be too much. I look up and into Dale's eyes. "Stop." The quietly spoken word definitely chills the mood.
 

Dale tilts his head, furrows his brow slightly and steps back.
 

For a moment I have no idea what he's going to do. For a moment I feel like we're in the jungle and not in an office building, and like anything could happen next.
 

"Serena?" he asks.
 

I look at Jackson and Darius. They're glancing between Dale and I, trying to sort out what's going on.
 

"I... I can't do this without Anderson. It... I just can't. It would be too much. I want to. I... " I look at Jackson and Darius again and the thought of their black cocks stuffing every hole I have fills the room with the smell of the juice dripping from between my legs.
 

But I can't. I know that now.
 

"I have to call him. I have to talk to him before... "
 

That seems to ease the tension that's built in the room. It gives Dale a way out, a way to save face in front of his friends.
 

Before you all fuck me.
 

He smiles, steps to one side, then waves me through.
 

I stagger out of the office and start breathing in deep lungfuls of air. That fucking plug is still in my ass but I've figure out how to walk with it in more or less. Not because I was scared of what he'd do if I took it out or anything, it's just so hot having it in there.
 

I mash my thumb against my phone until I'm dialing Anderson's. I press the tiny black monolith to my ear and wait.
 

The room swells with laughter again and it makes me smile.
 

Maybe this will happen after all. Maybe I'll get what I really want.
 



***

 


Anderson


The call comes in the late afternoon. It's Brian and he sounds... definitely not cheerful.
 

Somehow I kind of know what it's about. It's not just the fact I called in sick, or that I was so spaced out the day before. It's been a while now. Maybe a week, maybe more.
 

I haven't been performing and there's only so much Brian can cover for that. He's middle management and when my numbers go down, so do his.
 

At least he was nice about it. He told me I could swing by the next morning to clean out my desk and that he'd escort me in and out so that I didn't have to do the perp walk with security, which was nice.
 

I don't want to do that though. I've barely got anything in that desk and if I'd rather not everyone sit there looking sorry for me or trying not to look at me as I go in and out.
 

I thank him and make sure he knows I appreciate everything I did and I hang up.
 

Then I get drunk again.
 

I sit in the armchair staring out onto the street and wondering why Serena's taking so long. I'
 

ll admit I have a little cry. It's not just the job, it's everything.
 

Every time I think about what happened that morning I end up getting hard and stroking one out because I just don't give a fuck.
 

When Serena doesn't come home I worry a bit but think what's the worst that can happen, right? When it gets dark and she's not home yet I start to really freak out. Probably partially because I'm drunk, you know how that makes everything seem worse than it is?
 

When the phone rings in the darkness I'm nearly passed out from all the scotch I've had and the sound sends a shot of adrenaline right to my heart.
 

"Fuck!" The glass tumbles onto the carpet, nearly melted ice cubes and the last of the scotch spilling out. "Hello?"
 

"Anderson. It's me."
 

Her furtive whisper sobers me up instantly. "Serena? What's wrong?"
 

"No, nothing. Don't worry. I'm fine."
 

I sigh in relief but something still doesn't seem right. Why is she calling? Why isn't she home? "What's going on? Where are you?" I ask.
 

"I'm... " Somewhere in the distance behind her the deep sound of men's laughter rises up.
 

I put a hand on my stomach to try and undo the knot that squeezes my insides. "Serena?" I ask.
 

"Oh Andy... " I can tell she's distracted because she almost never calls me that. Not unless she's mad. 
 

I fucking hate that name.
 

"Serena, I need to know if you're alright?"
 

"I... " More laughter.
 

I can almost see her turning to look around at whoever's there. That's not what gets me, though. I'm pretty sure I know what she's up to, pretty sure I know why she's calling.
 

Pretty sure I know how I'm going to react.
 

"I had to call you because... because I knew you'd want to know. I... there's... Dale invited his friends over and... "
 

Another wave of raucous laughter rolls out of the headset. I'm on the edge of my seat. My heart is pounding. My cock is hard. "And what, Serena? What?!?"
 

"Fuck," she whispers. "Fuck! They want to, Anderson. They want to."
 

"They want to what?!?"
 

"They want to fuck me!" she mewls.
 

That sound, the sound of her saying that probably cuts deepest into me. That needing moan. I know her pussy's probably dripping already. She's not fucking calling to ask permission here. She's calling to tell me about what's going to happen.
 

I take another deep breath to calm down. "Okay. So?"
 

"So?" Serena repeats. "What do you mean 'so?'"
 

I steel my nerves. The last thing I want is to get into a fight but... fuck! Why did I have all that booze! "So... do you want to?" The words come out at the last moment, replacing what I really wanted to say.
 

Fine! You slut! See if I care!
 

There's silence on the other end.
 

I wonder if I've fucked up. Then...
 

"Oh, Anderson. Only if you're here. I want you to... I need you to see it."
 

Amazing what a simple change of tone can do. It could have all gone so wrong. All the tension inside me melts as I realize that, on some level, at least, Serena's still mine. "Where?" I whisper.
 

"At the office. Come quick. Please? I can't... I can't wait to see you. I promise I'll make them wait."
 

I'm out the door and in a cab three minutes later. I stink of booze and my cock is hard but I don't care. I can't wait to see my Serena again.
 






Chapter 13

 


Anderson


The door to the building downstairs is already locked. I fumble my phone out of my pocket and text Serena. She writes back and a few minutes later a large, dark shape emerges out of the shadows inside.
 

He unlocks the door, swings it open, then holds out his hand. "Jackson. You must be Anderson?"
 

I nod and shake his hand. "Nice to meet you," I mumble.
 

"Cool name," he says, locking the door behind me and walking next to me on the way to the elevator.
 

"Thanks."
 

That small bit of conversation makes the silence that follows an uneasy one. The brightness of the elevator lights adds tension between us.
 

"That's one hell of a wife you've got there."
 

The words rekindle a memory. Where have I heard that before? It dawns on me seconds later. It was Dale that said it first. The same sentence that got all of this started.
 

"Thanks."
 

What the fuck am I doing here?!?
 

My mind starts racing. This isn't just Dale we're talking about. This is Dale and two other guys that I have no idea who they are, that are going to fuck my wife. Am I really going to let this happen?
 

The elevator rings as the doors slide open. Jackson waves a hand in front and smiles.
 

I can't help but wonder if he means "ladies first?"
 

The whole floor is dark with only a small sliver of light coming from under Dale's door. I lead the way across the office, remembering the feeling of walking the other way with all those eyes on me. I wonder again if they knew?
 

I put a hand on the doorknob and pause. I can still turn around. Or maybe I can walk in and tell Serena we're going home? This is too much. Isn't it?
 

Except I don't. Like an addict reaching for another drink, I close my eyes and deep within myself I know I'm going to open that door.
 

Jackson's hand settles on my shoulder. "Relax man. It's gonna' be alright."
 

It's alright, and it's not, as soon as I step into the light of the office. It's not the overhead light that's on all day. It's a small reading light in the corner by the armchair. The white blinds are drawn like a picket fence keeping out the night.
 

Seeing Serena naked on the desk, legs up in the air is a pleasant punch in the gut.
 

Her head is tilted towards me and her thighs are splayed out. Dale's standing with his arms folded a few feet away from her watching as his friend, who's on his knees, eats Serena's pussy with noisy smacks.
 

Dale smiles. The man between her legs gives her a long lick, then stands up. Serena's clear juice is dripping off his chin and he wipes it away with a meaty, black paw as he stares at me.
 

"Anderson," Dale says, nodding. "This is Darius."
 

He'll be fucking your wife tonight.
 

He doesn't say it but he may as well. We all know that's what's going to happen here.
 

"That is one fine pussy," Darius says, grinning.
 

The other two start chuckling and I manage a weak smile so it doesn't look like I'm not having fun. An icy finger of jealousy trails down my back. She said she would make them wait. She was supposed to make them wait.
 

As Darius sinks to his knees again, grabbing two handfuls of Serena's ass, I push the thought aside. This is happening whether I stand there feeling sorry for myself or not.
 

Might as well make the best of it.
 

As Jackson moves closer to Dale, I shuffle off to the darkest corner of the room and try to disappear into the shadows.
 

Serena stares at me and smiles, then mouths "I love you," before being swept up in the current of pleasure rushing up from between her legs. Her eyes roll back and close as she moans her approval at what Darius is doing to her cunt.
 

Every now and again I catch glimpses of that perfect pink gash, covered in drool and leaking juice, swollen and hot.
 

Darius lifts a hand then pushes a finger into her pussy and slides it in and out. A moment later he slides down and pushes that same finger into her ass.
 

"Mm-hmm," Dale says nodding behind him. "She likes that."
 

The men share another chuckle as Darius fucks his index finger into her ass hole. Something about this gets her worked up. Her pussy starts frothing even more and her legs start to shake up in the air.
 

She grabs both sides of the desk and braces herself against the coming tide.
 

My cock jumps.
 

Serena lifts her head up and cranes her neck, staring between her legs at Darius' dark forehead bobbing above her clit. She stares at him, seemingly fixated on something.
 

I wonder if it's the same thing I'm fixated on. How black he looks next to her creamy thighs.
 

She moans. It's a a helpless, begging sound. The next one's higher. The next, higher still. She's about to lose control, I can tell even though I've never seen her like this.
 

The climax slams into her and shatters the silence in the office as she screams. Her body shakes and trembles on the desk as if she's possessed.
 

Darius diligently flicks his tongue over her clit and fingers her ass hole until she lets go of the desk and starts to push him back. Then he gives it one final suck, stretching the sensitive flesh around it and letting it go with a loud, wet smack. He pulls his finger out of her ass and stands up.
 

Walking around the table, Darius puts that same finger on her lips which she opens willingly. He feeds her the digit and what does Serena do?
 

Serena, my lovely wife, my lovely little slut, sucks that finger like her life depended on it, staring straight at Darius the whole time.
 

Fuck.
 

What have I done?
 

The sound of unbuckling belts makes me turn and look at Dale. He and Jackson have taken their shirts off and are working on their pants. My heart skips a beat and my stomach tightens up.
 

This is it, man. This is what you wanted, remember?
 

I can't believe this is about to happen right in front of me.
 

As Darius pulls his finger out of Serena's mouth, Dale steps into place beside her mouth. He's holding his cock like a fire hose, with both hands.
 

Serena turns to look at me as he lays it on her cheek, then gives her a light slap.
 

I stuff my hand into my jeans and wrap my fist around my own erection and give it a pump.
 

Dale lifts his cock then presses it against Serena's cheek again before tilting her head with his finger. He steps forward moving the head of his cock between her lips.
 

Serena takes him and I watch her jaw start to work as she sucks him off.
 

Dale stands above her holding his cock and moving it in and out of her mouth. Darius steps up between her legs, cock in hand. He's as big as Dale, maybe even a little thicker.
 

My body tenses as I imagine Serena's reaction to getting stuffed with his cock. He smears the head of it against her still dripping pussy, collecting juice.
 

Serena moans. The soft sound, muffled by Dale's meat dissipates into the thick carpet.
 

Darius steps forward and into her.
 

Her pussy provides the tiniest hint of resistance before splitting open and swallowing the bulbous head of his cock. Her back arches as Darius takes another step towards her and more of his cock slips inside her hole.
 

"Fuck," Darius mutters to no one in particular. "Girl is tight."
 

With Dale in her mouth and Darius in her cunt, I can only fantasize about what Jackson is going to do. I undo my jeans and let them fall to the ground.
 

I gape at Serena as Darius fills her with his muscle. The moment comes. Her back arches even higher, pressing her tits up towards the ceiling. She moans and I know he's at that spot, that spot where she thinks she just can't.
 

But instead of stopping, Darius puts his hands on her hips and thrusts. His stiff cock drives up into the deepest part of her.
 

Serena pulls her mouth off Dale's cock and lets out and agonized cry.
 

Neither Dale or Darius seem to notice, or if the do they don't care. Darius starts fucking her slowly, staring down and watching his cock disappear into her. Dale just tilts her head back to where it was and puts his cock back inside her mouth.
 

The fuck her like that for a while, with Dale using her face and Darius her pussy.
 

I stand there in the darkness stroking myself and staring, happy no one seems to care that I'm there.
 

"Alright," Jackson's voice breaks the silence and makes the two men look up from what they're doing. "Gimme some of that."
 

Darius unceremoniously pulls his cock out of her and steps aside, Jackson taking his place. But before he impales her with his shaft, he puts a hand on her ass and rolls her over onto her side.
 

I shuffle over a few feet because I know what's going to happen, I know what the three of them are going to do and I have to have the perfect view because I want to remember this for the rest of my life.
 

Jackson puts his hand on the hourglass shape of Serena's ass and pulls her cheek up. Stepping forward, he pushes his cock into her sloppy pussy but keeps her ass stretched.
 

Jackson steps up.
 

My whole body tightens and my nuts seize up. I have to let go of my cock to keep from coming because of what I'm about to watch.
 

With his cock in his hand, Jackson pushes against Serena's tight, winking back hole. Right before it disappears from view beneath his dick, I see the tiny ring contract.
 

"Easy baby," Jackson purrs, his dick still wet from her snatch. "Open up."
 

And she does. Her body relaxes. Jackson's ass tightens and his stiff cock moves into her ass. He's gentle at first, just an inch, then another. Then, once she gets the hang of it, he shoves a little more into her.
 

Serena groans.
 

I'm panting and there's precum dripping off the head of my cock from just watching it.
 

Her hand reaches back and flails through the air, desperate for a piece of flesh to grab. She finds Jackson's hips and her white fingers curl around until they settle on the hard muscles in his ass.
 

And then Serena pulls at him so hard he has to take another step forward.
 

The last half of Jackson's cock gets swallowed by her ass.
 

Serena goes nuts.
 

As the three of them fuck her, her head starts bobbing fast and furious over Dale's cock. She can't move too much from the other two holding her down but she does what she can. Talk about possessed. Her whole body hums in anticipation of getting their cum.
 

She screams as an orgasm tears through her but that's the only break she takes from sucking Dale off.
 

I touch myself a few times but each time I do, I worry that I'm going to blow and I have to back off. And with nothing to do but watch, my mind presents me with the darkest, most taboo fantasy that I have.
 

The thought of the three of them, or even just one, fucking her pussy full of cum has me teetering on the verge of a climax.
 

Even though I know it would be terrible if it happened, I can't help but wish for it. I want to see her sweet little lips spread just a little, her tight pussy filled to bursting with a black man's cum.
 

Serena's pleading moans, still muffled on Dale's cock, pull me back into the moment and the room.
 

The three dark bodies surrounding her are more tense, more ready and I can tell they're getting close.
 

Dale puts his hand on the back of her neck and pushes deeper into her mouth. One corner of his mouth turns up into a snarl and his abs harden.
 

The sound of Serena gagging on his cock as it starts to spurt hot seed into her mouth makes me shudder. I'm so fucking close.
 

Jackson's ass tightens up and he slams his hips against her, boring into her insides as he starts to nut.
 

Cum starts spilling from the side of her mouth because she can't keep up with swallowing Dale's load. Cum starts oozing out from between the ring of her ass hole and Jackson's black cock.
 

But all I can watch is Dale. I stare, transfixed as his cock moves in and out of her tight pussy lips. My eyes dart to his ass, his back, his arms, anything that would hint at whether he's about to come. There's nothing there.
 

Jackson groans as he dumps the last of his sticky seed into her ass, then pulls out.
 

Dale's shaking his cock out and tapping the head of it against her cheek.
 

Then I see the first convulsion, the first rougher thrust of Darius' body against Serena and I know he's on the edge.
 

He hauls his cock out of her, grabs it and starts to pump. Blast after blast of hot, white seed shoots out of it and lands in thick streaks across Serena's pussy and ass.
 

I fall over the edge and start to come. I crest the peak of my orgasm to the image of Darius rubbing out his all over my filthy wife.
 

Her body is covered with cum and it's spilling from her ass and her mouth. Everywhere but the place I dream to see it spilling from.
 

I know it's for the best. I know it is.
 

The two men stand and watch Jackson finish off onto her, then the three of them all start to laugh.
 

So I laugh, too. Because what the fuck else am I going to do?
 

They all turn and look at me and nod and look like they want to give me high fives. All until Serena sits up and tries to stand up.
 

"Wow, wow, hold on baby!" Dale says and runs over to the closet. He comes back with a towel and is about to start towelling her off when he looks over at me. He cocks his head to one side. "Maybe you should do this?" he asks, as if this, cleaning her off, is so much more intimate than anything the three of them have done. "Come on boys."
 

I wait until the three of them leave the room before I move toward the desk. Our eyes meet with nothing but love. I press my lips to her messy mouth and open it with my tongue.
 






Chapter 14

 


Serena


It's strange waking up and not knowing where I am. That hasn't happened in a long time. I think it's the smell of the place that I notice first. Then the feeling of the bed. I reach out under the covers.
 

There's something that's the same. The comforting warmth of Anderson's hand.
 

He stirs, then rolls around to face me and opens his eyes. I can barely see in the darkness but I can see enough to smile at him and see him smile back.
 

"You alright?" he asks.
 

"I'm fine," I reply. I'm not totally fine, to be honest. My pussy is sore and I feel tired even though I just got up. But there's still a glow of excitement about all this. It's so illicit and lewd and totally wrong and would get us all fired, probably.
 

The door opens sending a sliver of light into the room from outside. Then it swings wide open and Dale's dark frame is silhouetted against the light.
 

"You up, lovebirds?" he asks, not bothering to wait before walking into the room.
 

Anderson scrambles out from under the covers first as he realizes Dale is naked and his thick cock is swinging between his legs as he walks.
 

I stay down slightly embarrassed of the fact that my pussy's already leaking juice onto the sheets. I glance at Anderson to find him staring at me intently. I roll over and stroke his arm. "Is this okay?" I ask.
 

He sits next to me, frozen in terror, or disbelief, or I don't know what.
 

I hope he doesn't say "no," thought at this point I wouldn't blame him if he did, after what he saw me do last night. Still. I hope he doesn't. I can practically feel Dale's cock back inside me already and not getting it would be a huge disappointment. Besides, what else are we going to do? We're already here.
 

"Come on, Anderson," Dale says, throwing the covers off of me and climbing onto the bed. He's got his cock in hand now, rubbing it hard.
 

His voice startles Anderson to life. Glancing at me, then at Dale, he crawls out from under the covers looking a little like a deer trapped in headlights.
 

I'm not sure if this is what he really wants or not, but I'm sure he's going to be fine. He's seen so much already. I wink and smile at him as he settles into the armchair next to the bed to watch, holding his own half-stiff cock.
 

"Mmm, baby I dreamed about you last night." Dale's voice is somewhere between a purr and a growl as he crawls between my legs.
 

My body reacts automatically, my legs rising up to open my pussy for his cock. I reach up and pinch my stiff nipples. I like the pain but I want him to have something nice to look at, too.
 

"Yeah, baby. That's good. Do that again," he asks. With his hand between his legs he presses the head of his cock against my pussy and starts to rub. It's hot and hard. 
 

I pinch my nipples again and make a wish for him to hurry up. I want that cock inside me. I want to feel it stretching me out and I want to feel Dale's body heavy on top of mine.
 

His thick trunk splays my thighs and I run my hands along his hard chest. The longer he teases me, the more I want him and I look up into his eyes, pleading with him to take me hard.
 



***

 


Anderson


I don't know if I know of a more beautiful sight than watching Serena's lithe legs lift up, her calves gliding along Dale's thick, muscular thighs.
 

I love the contrast of her softly splaying legs and his hard body sinking between them. Everything that is femininity embodied in her, the masculine in him.
 

Why? Why do I fetishize this dark conqueror, this threat to me and my line? Why do I let him fill her with seed with nothing between them and with nothing to stop it from taking root?
 

I don't know if I'll every be able to answer any of these questions but right now I don't care. Right now Serena's staring lovingly into his eyes as he slathers his cock with wetness from her cunt.
 

I wrap a fist around my own stiff dick as she reaches down and wraps her tiny hands around his. She guides the head of the dark muscle to her opening; pink folds already drooling and spread to welcome him in. As she finds her hole with his cock, he sinks his weight onto her, driving himself in.
 

This moment is the one I think of most. The one where she feels him again for the first time. The one where she loses herself to the pleasure of being stretched by his girth. The moment she's not my Serena any more, but his.
 

I don't think I'll ever tire of this moment.
 

Dale groans softly as his cock glides into her slippery, hot cunt. He doesn't have to pause or press harder this time. She opens for him naturally, her body already used to his. Her insides already know his shape.
 

This time she wraps her legs around his waist and her hands glide along his back as he starts to fuck.
 

He leans close. Their lips touch.
 

I stroke myself a little harder as I wait for him to start fucking in earnest but it never comes. Instead they undulate on the bed together, their bodies finding the perfect rhythm.
 

Serena's hips roll forward each time his cock plunders deep into her pussy.
 

I can only imagine how she's squeezing him, milking him for cum.
 

I have to close my eyes and clench my teeth at the thought.
 

Milking him for cum.
 

We've been riding on the edge of danger for too long now but I can't bring myself to make her stop. The dark thrill of knowing that at any moment Dale or Jackson or Darius might decide to unload into her instead of pulling out is like a black hole my voice can't escape.
 

I keep meaning to tell her we should stop this. She should make them put a condom on or, I don't know, find some other way.
 

But I can't. All I can think of is what if it happens? What would it be like to watch them pump her full of seed?
 

Her mewl tugs at my attention and takes me out of my thoughts and plops me back into the room.
 

A terrifying thrill rushes through me as I open my eyes and see that Dale's fucking her just as slowly as he was before. They're not fucking, really. They look like they're making love.
 

One of her hands has drifted up onto the back of his neck, cradling it as he kisses her softly. The other runs up and down his muscular arm, caressing it for each gentle thrust.
 

From where I'm sitting and the way her legs are up around his torso, I can see his cock dipping into her and hear the sounds of her slickness opening to take him in.
 

Serena opens her mouth in a gasp and her fingers tense above, clawing into his neck. She breathes in softly as he keeps his rhythm, then starts to fuck back against his cock.
 

I realize she's coming. She's coming onto him, her pussy clamping down on his hard shaft as it begs for cum.
 

That only makes the hot tickle between my legs worse.
 

She shudders and shakes beneath him, her breath coming in quick, short bursts as her body reacts to his love.
 

As he leans in to kiss her one more time I don't know how I know but I do. I could say something, tell him to stop, tell her to stop. This is supposed to be just a fantasy, after all.
 

But I can't. Because this darkest part of my fantasy is the hottest part, too. I stare at his cock moving in and out of her. My eyes dart to hers.
 

She's looking up at him with wonder and... I swear that's love.
 

I should tell them to stop.
 

Dale groans.
 

It's happening.
 

My eyes wander down his body again and come to rest on the dark vein inside Serena's body. It's pulsing seed into her. Flex after flex brings more and more of his cum into her core until there's no more room for it there. It spills from between his cock and her pink lips, a hot and viscous mess of creamy white.
 

Serena's eyes and mouth are open wide. Maybe in disbelief at what's happening. Maybe in arousal, or joy, who knows?
 

All I know is that I can't fucking take it any more. I've never seen anything hotter than watching my wife get filled by another man's cum. The ultimate act of intimacy, the ultimate risk, the ultimate taboo.
 

I know how deep inside her he is and I can see how much cum he's spilling into her.
 

My mind fixates on the moment, on his cock spilling its potent load into her womb. My body seizes up. Cum shoots through my hard shaft as I pump and pump and pump.
 

As Dale stuffs the last inch of himself back into Serena's pussy, the wave of pleasure roiling in my middle comes rushing up my spine and for a few precious seconds wipes away all guilt or shame or doubt.
 

There's only me and her and him inside her spilling cum.
 






Chapter 15

 


Serena


The silence in the room feels never-ending once Dale leaves. He closes the door and I almost wonder if he's going to lock it behind him. It's strange that he doesn't want me to go to work, or doesn't care that Anderson's there with me, that he trusts us enough to leave us in the house.
 

I close my eyes and let my mind drift back over the memory of what he felt like inside me. I like how heavy he is. I like how thick his cock is but I like the weight of him on top of me, too. I want to feel that again.
 

I know I've done a terrible thing by letting him come inside me but I just couldn't stop. And it felt just as hot as I thought it was going to be, the feeling of his cock hardening over and over in my pussy as he came.
 

Anderson's probably pissed off, sitting in that chair. I don't want to look at him because I don't want to deal with that. I don't really want to deal with us right now.
 

What I really want is Dale or Jackson or Darius to come back and fuck me. I want to let another man come inside me. I want to feel like the fucking company slut, the girl who spends all day in a room just waiting for another black cock to fill her hole.
 

Even when Anderson stirs in the chair I don't look over. I still love him, I do, it's just... I don't want to deal with his ups and downs right now. It's like being drunk and having a sober friend try to have a serious conversation with you. 
 

It sucks.
 

I'm actually relieved when he crawls into bed beside me and starts touching my boob. I could have sworn he came in the chair, just as Dale was coming, but whatever. If fucking him keeps us from talking for a little while longer I'm all for that.
 

I reach down and find his cock, stiff again already. Which is impressive. Not as impressive as Dale. Dale can stay hard even after he comes.
 

I stroke Anderson a couple of times before he starts crawling in between my legs. As I spread my thighs open I feel a gush of Dale's cum rush out of my pussy.
 

Anderson gets up on his knees, his hands on my thighs and looks down to watch. His cock jumps.
 

He liked it?
 

I can't believe it. I can't believe it as he reaches down and starts jerking himself off to the sight of another man's cum leaking out of me. I can't believe and it gets me hot all over again. I touch my clit and start rubbing, flexing the muscles in my pussy to push out more cum.
 

"Wait!" Anderson whispers, leaning down over me and pressing the head of his cock against my hole. "I want to... I want to know what it feels like. Being inside you when... "
 

He doesn't have to say it.
 

When you're full of cum.
 

Anderson doesn't waste any time. I'm so full of cum and so stretched out that he slips easily inside. He sucks in a breath then lets out a shaky moan as his cock gets covered in cum.
 

He fucking loves it. He loves the feeling of sinking into another man's cum.
 

I don't know why but I love it, too. I'm not annoyed with him. Now I just want him to fuck me, I want to make this crazy thing ours again and not just mine.
 

Anderson starts to plow into me with his cock. Thrust after thrust he fucks into my leaking hole until I start to feel myself come.
 



***

 


Anderson


I'm so happy when she comes. I'm so happy even though I know it's not all me. A part of it is having Dale inside her, I'm sure of it. But I don't care. It just makes me so happy to see her face twisted in pleasure with me inside her.
 

A moment later I'm gripped by the same climax she just had.
 

Serena's eyes open wide and she stares into me, one side of her lips still curled up in a sexy snarl. Her legs are gliding along my sides the same way they were along Dale's.
 

For the first time in a long time I start to come inside my wife. It's the most intense orgasm I can remember and I roar as my cock chokes out what seed I have left.
 

But that's just it. I just blew a load out in the chair. There's not much left. And what is left is likely not the good stuff.
 

In some sick and twisted way this makes me convulse even harder on top of her. I know I'm impotent. I know there's no way that what I give her can hope to compete with what's already inside. That doesn't stop my body from trying hard.
 

My hips buck, thrusting my cock deep inside her as I try and become Dale's equal, as my whole self tries to rise to the challenge of being the one to inseminate my wife.
 

It's the hottest and most terrifying fall, off the peak of that climax. The reality of what's happened swirls up into the tail end of my orgasm and makes me shake out the last ruts of pleasure.
 

I fall off of her, completely exhausted after two orgasms.
 

Serena doesn't move. Her legs are still wide open, knees up in the air. The stench of her hot, used pussy wafts around the room. Finally, she turns her head and looks into my eyes.
 

She shakes her head and guffaws, as if she can't believe all of this is true. I don't blame her. I can't either.
 

I open my mouth to say what I know needs to be said. "We... "
 

"... have to stop. I know," Serena interrupts.
 

She sounds so reasonable, so logical again lying there still naked and spilling onto the covers between her legs. It's as if old Serena, my Serena, the woman I married, is back.
 

"It's not that I don't like it," I confess.
 

"I know," she whispers, turning and staring up at the ceiling again.
 

Fuck it's hot knowing she's lying there with some of him still inside her. It also sends a bolt of jealousy and fear spiralling into my gut. What if...
 

What if... ?
 

What if... ?
 

"Do you think he'll be mad?" I ask. I stare at the line of sweat that's beaded along her brow.
 

"Mad?" she asks, incredulous, then starts chuckling. "Would you be mad if you got to fuck this?" She waves her slender hands down her body.
 

That's one of the sexiest things that has come out of her through this whole thing. Hearing her admit she knows exactly how hot she is, is fucking hot.
 

"Would you be mad?" she adds.
 

"No. I don't think so," I say, smiling.
 

This makes her roll over on one side, close her legs and put her palm on my cheek. "Are you mad?" she whispers. "About any of this?"
 

I chuckle, too. On the one hand, I suppose I should tell her that yes, her deciding to fuck three dudes is something I'd like to be let in on in the future. On the other, she did let me in on it. She called and actually asked if it was okay.
 

Whatever. Nothing that's happened is going to mess us up in any way, I know that now. Well, there's that one thing. The thing that's still inside her.
 

"Do you still love me?"
 

The question comes out of nowhere but the answer is obvious. "Of course I do. But... "
 

Her eyes widen. "There's a but?" she asks quietly.
 

I glance down at her pussy.
 

One corner of her mouth curls into a smile. "Oh. Right. That."
 

"You're not worried?"
 

"I should probably go to the pharmacy. Just to be safe."
 

Right. There's always that. Why the fuck is some part of me disappointed about that?
 

"Still," Serena whispers, rolling onto her back again. "There's no reason you can't take care of it too?"
 

My cock jumps as I look into her eyes. I close my eyes and kiss her. "I love you," I whisper.
 

"I love you, too."
 

The smell of her juice and all the men that have been inside her burns up into the base of my brain and I smile as I slip between her thighs.
 






Epilogue

 


Anderson


Dale wasn't just not mad. He was totally the opposite. He was exceedingly generous.
 

Serena told him that things were over and that was fine. As an afterthought she mentioned that I'd been let go, wondering if because of that she could take some time.
 

Well, not only did he give her a whole week off, he offered me a job.
 

Yeah. Seriously.
 

Of course I was a little weirded out at first. Who wouldn't be, right? I let the guy and his buddies fuck my wife and that kind of thing is bound to get weird no matter how cool everyone is.
 

He pulled me in for an interview and was just so fucking cool about everything. He said we could pretend like nothing ever happened. Kept it totally professional, offered a great package and amazing benefits. The guy didn't even know how I preformed, for fuck's sake! Didn't even ask why I'd been let go at my old job!
 

What was I supposed to do? Of course I took it. I knew there'd always be a way out. If things really didn't work out then I could just find something else.
 

So a month after that Serena missed her period. She took the test and bam, she was pregnant. We were really excited and of course we knew this time that it was mine because... well, we just knew.
 

Dale was excited when we told him and took us both out to dinner, gentleman that he is.
 

I had too much wine, I'll admit that right now. By the time he offered to drive us home I was having a hard time keeping the food down, I was so lit.
 

Walked us to the front step, said goodnight and was just about to walk back to the car when Serena squeezed my hand.
 

"Dale?" she asked, her delicate voice breaking the quiet of the spring evening.
 

"Hm?" Dale replied, turning around.
 

My stomach flipped and the blood drained from my face. Somehow, I knew. And I was already hard.
 

Serena turned and flashed her most mischievous smile first at me, then at him. Then she let go of my hand, walked down the porch steps and took his.
 

Dale looked at me with one eye raised.
 

It was good knowing he cared what I thought. He was keeping the boundaries drawn and I appreciated that he wanted to make sure of that. He's a good guy. A really good guy.
 

The three of us went inside.
 

I was pretty useless. I could barely make it up the stairs and when I did, had to spend a good amount of time clinging to the toilet and trying not to puke.
 

By the time I felt like I was alright, Serena and Dale had disappeared into the bedroom.
 

All I saw staring in through the door were the sheets moving like gentle waves on a calm ocean. I thought of going inside but then... it just didn't seem like that kind of night.
 

Instead, I pulled the door shut and tiptoed to the guest bedroom. I was asleep a few minutes after.
 

In the morning, Serena came into the room and crawled into bed with me. "What happened?" she asked.
 

"I just... I was pretty tired."
 

She smiled. "And loaded?" she said, cocking her head to one side.
 

I laughed. "And loaded," I replied. "Did you have fun?"
 

The smile softened into something more genuine. "Yeah. I did. Try not to get so drunk next time."
 

I felt my expression changed at the words.
 

Next time.
 

"Uh... next time?"
 

"Relax," Serena soothed. "I was just kidding." She leaned in and kissed my cheek. "This was just a one off."
 

I looked deep into her eyes and that's when I knew that in no way was that ever going to be true.
 

My cock started to harden. I leaned into her neck and nuzzled her soft skin.
 

"Uh-huh. Yeah. Right."
 

Serena started chuckling as I rolled her onto her back.
 



END
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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!


Also by Jason Lenov


Jessie Gets a Job: A Hotwife Story


Scott chooses the wrong time to mention money problems to his spendy wife.

A drunken night alone leads to a chance discovery of how to make easy money online.

Jess' reaction to his "joke" suggestion of selling her underwear online, is unexpected.

As she plunges down the rabbit hole of online sex work, Scott's paranoia grows, along with his arousal.

Will the two ever make it out? Or is their marriage doomed to crumble?


Helping Mrs. Masters: A Hotwife Story


Sam Jones returns to his old home for a house-sitting gig.

His neighbour, Laura Masters, is just as attractive as he remembers her.

When she asks for a favour, Sam discovers a side of her that he never knew existed and something about himself, too.

His fantasy becomes and obsession. Will Sam ever be the same again?


For Better or For Worse: A Hotwife Romance


Luke Sikorski has a beautiful wife and a life he loves.

Revealing his desire to see his wife with another man upsets the balance, sending the couple on a roller coaster ride.

When Katarina's former lover reveals her lascivious past, Luke is shaken but more aroused than ever.

Will the two be able to find a new understanding and keep their vows?


Hotwife: A Novel

When he sees his wife flirting with a co-worker, Jack feels a strange desire.

Things heat up as the couple explore the boundaries of their relationship.

But after an encounter goes awry, will Jack be able to get back in the game and enjoy his hot wife?


An HEA romantic hotwife fantasy that's low on cuck and high on excitement.

Love Cage
David has the perfect life but can't leave well enough alone.

He complains to his wife about her lack of enthusiasm in the bedroom.

As Victoria tries to adjust to his needs, David finds himself getting more than he bargained for.

Will the two be able to strike a balance between the comfortable life they had and their hot new lifestyle?

Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and Keira's hidden desires. 

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife lifestyle. 

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes difficult to find. 

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?



The Sowing Song


Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?


The Summer House


When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?




Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance 

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?





A Week at the Beach : A Hotwife Romance 

When Samantha can't get pregnant, Andrew books a vacation to a sunny destination hoping it might help them relax. 

From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 

Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 

As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 

An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story.
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