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"Mmm, that feels nice," Amber sighed.

With renewed vigor, I dug into the soft skin of her shoulders with my thumbs. I knew that she'd been really tense lately. Both of us have been. I was hoping that the Christmas break would do our relationship some good.

I went all out on trying to make it as special as I could. Late last night, I even went out and bought a real tree. A real one. Fraser fir, with soft needles. I put it up and decorated it all by myself, with gold and white ornaments. Amber's hazelnut eyes lit up like a child's when she came home from work and saw it.

In the spirit of effort, both of us got dressed up, too, even though it'd be just the two of us. Amber wore this wonderful red, tight dress that really accentuated her curves and blonde hair. I wore the blue pinstripe suit she bought me for my birthday. 

We sat on the couch, opened a bottle of wine, and she told me about her stressful last day in the office. It was just like the old days. A flashback to our honeymoon in Colorado. 

I wanted to do the right thing, even though it was hard. So I sat there and just listened while doing my best not to ogle her wonderful D-cup tits. It would have been the easiest thing in the world to just say, "Let's take it to the bedroom," but that was only a short-term solution.

No, I just wanted to spend the entire evening talking. Reconnect. When she mentioned that her neck was sore, I offered a massage.

"And Miles seriously wanted to dump Sharon's load on the rest of us," Amber continued. "He said if we managed to finish it all before Christmas Eve, we'd get our full Christmas bonus. Of course I was the idiot that wanted to go home and spend the evening with my husband and everyone else acted like it was my fault we're not getting a bonus."

"I'm sorry, hun."

"It's okay. I mean in the end, we all agreed to go home, and if he cuts us, we're gonna complain to HR. But seriously, I'm so damn tired of putting up with his bullshit. I wish I could just quit."

"Why don't you?" I asked. It wasn't like we were in financial dire straits. She made good money at her consulting job but so did I as programmer. "We could both take a year off and sail in a yacht around Europe."

"Oh, you're sweet," giggled Amber. She looked up at me and smiled. That dazzling smile I fell in love with. She had these wonderful, full lips that were like heaven to kiss. They were a bright red now, in her "lustful lady" lipstick. That was a good sign for later.

"I'm serious. We could do it."

"Yeah, sure. We could both just hang out on the waves, naked, baking in the sun, with not a soul for miles."

"See? Now you're getting in the spirit."

"It sounds nice. I wish we could."

We always dreamed of traveling before we got married. Of course, we'd both been younger then. We met when she was twenty-three and I was twenty-four, fresh out of college. Got married two years later and never thought we'd end up like this.

I didn't even know exactly what was wrong. We hadn't had sex in two weeks. She came home at the end of the day, completely exhausted. I had to sleep early because I had to be in the office at six in the morning. It just felt like we were living two separate lives, sometimes.

There were other things, too. Amber's thirtieth birthday was coming up. I knew that one weighed heavily on her, even though she didn't let on. It was a time when she was considering all the things in life that she just somehow hadn't found the time to do.

But this Christmas was the time to reconnect with her. Both of had off until the 28th. 

"You want more wine, hun?"

"Oh not yet, Derek, thank you. Just keep—ohhhh, yeah, just like that."

As she sighed, her toes curled up. The cute, burgundy-colored sign that she was definitely enjoying thing. It felt like such a relief. Lately I've felt very un-sexy but if I could still make her toes curl, everything was right in the world.

But then the doorbell rang. At seven on Christmas Eve. The damn bell that changed my life forever.

"Who could that be? You expecting anyone?" I wondered, pausing my massage.

"No. Are you?" she asked quizzically.

"Nope. Maybe we should just ignore it. Pretend we didn't hear it."

"Sounds like a plan," Amber laughed.

The doorbell rang again. I cursed silently. Who the fuck would show up at unannounced on Christmas fucking Eve? Unless it was the cops, I was prepared the send them straight to hell.

The doorbell rang a third time. 

Amber sighed and moved to get up. "Just stay right here. I'll see who it is."

"Just look through the window and don't even answer unless it's the police."

Amber flitted out of the living room and the light in the hallway turned on. I sighed and extricated myself from the comfortable haven. My bladder started to fill up anyway.

I relieved myself in the downstairs bathroom. While washing my hands, I heard voices outside in the hallway. Amber's and a man's. 

The guy who stood in the entrance way of our house was tall. At least half a foot taller than me. He wore a plain business suit and tie as if he had just come from the office. He looked familiar from somewhere; one of Amber's work parties, probably.

He had a bouquet of flowers in his hand. Half a dozen red roses. 

"Look who dropped by, honey. You remember Adam from work?"

"I think we met once? At the picnic this year?" I postulated and offered my hand. He shook it. firmly. His hands were surprisingly big and rough.

"Yeah, I think so. Dexter was it?"

"Derek," I corrected him.

"Ah, right. Merry Christmas."

"Oh, he was being such a nice guy, hon. Go on, tell him why you stopped by."

At least Adam had the grace to look a bit embarrassed. Judging by his reaction, he hadn't exactly expected me to be here. In my own house. On Christmas. With my wife. I didn't know what it was but something about him just pissed me off. It was probably the flowers. Who the fuck brings roses on Christmas?

"I thought you said that you'd be spending Christmas home alone and I just wanted to drop by and see if you're alright."

"See?" Amber beamed at me. "Isn't he sweet?"

"I guess," I mumbled, not really feeling it.

"Don't worry, now that I know you're well taken care of, I'll be out of your hair," Adam said quickly. I sighed in relief. Thank God for small favors.

"Oh no, please. You've come out here all the way for nothing, I want to at least offer you a small drink or something."

"It was nothing, honestly."

"Come on, I insist. Take off your shoes," Amber commanded and dragged him by the arm into the kitchen.

My wonderful wife always loved playing the host. As long as I've known her, she was always the one that made sure everyone had something to eat and drink.

"You want coffee? Eggnog? Wine?" Amber asked.

"Coffee would be great. Wow, nice tree," Adam commented.

The Christmas tree was framed by the open double doors leading to the living room. That's also where I saw the couch. The one where I wanted to spend a relaxing evening with my wife. I wished I could just tell this stranger to fuck off but not after Amber invited him. "Thanks. I set it up," I said.

"Haley usually does ours," Adam replied.

"Your wife?" I asked, hopeful. 

"Nah, ex. She has custody of our son this year."

A guy like that being divorced with a kid? Well, I wasn't at all shocked. Adam practically oozed smarmy charm. 

"Come on, to the living room. Leave the flowers here, I'll find a vase later," Amber breezed between us, carrying a steaming mug of instant coffee.

Adam sat down on the creme three seater. Amber and I settled back in on the loveseat. She set the mug down on the coffee table and nudged the plate of cookies closer to him, telling him to help himself.

I put my arm around Amber and hugged her close. There was something in Adam's attitude I definitely didn't like. Something predatory. I wondered if I should call the cops, just in case. You always heard stories about how the really dangerous psychopaths were the people you already knew and invited into your home. 

"Did Miles say anything after I left?" Amber asked. She pulled her legs up on the couch and snuggled closer. 

"Oh, he was furious," chuckled Adam. "He just stood there by your cubicle, fuming. We all thought he was going to either blow up or pass out. And then one by one, the rest of us stood up and started packing. He went white as a sheet."

"Oh my god," Amber laughed.

"Once he realized what was happening, he started pleading. Apparently it's his ass on the line, not ours. He never mentioned that part when he lectured us about responsibility to the company. Well, once he let that slip, he knew it was over. Didn't say another word."

"Jesus, now I feel a little bad."

"Don't. That jerk deserved it. You remember that time he asked us to stay late and deal with the Thompson account? Guess why he did that."

"Ugh, that was a pain in the ass. Why?"

"Come on, guess."

I groaned internally and looked at the clock on the wall, counting the seconds until he left. Amber guessed a few things but it didn't take long before he launched into a story about how this Miles person managed to ruin a folder of paperwork by dripping salad dressing all over it. 

Adam was a good storyteller, I had to give him that. If it had been at any other occasion, I would have laughed right alongside Amber at his story the lengths Miles had gone to not to have to tell anyone he managed to ruin the original signature on a contract they'd been working on for weeks. Millions of dollars.

But it wasn't any other occasion. It was Christmas Eve and no matter how funny Adam might have been, it was taking up precious time I wanted to spend alone with my wife.

"You haven't tried any of the buttercream cookies yet. They're really good," Amber offered, after a lull in the laughter.

"Right. Is there anywhere I can wash my hands?"

"Yeah. First door on the right next to the entrance."

Adam stood up and walked to the hallway. I seized the opportunity. "What is he doing here?" I hissed.

"He's just stopping by to say hello."

"He's been here for fifteen minutes," I countered.

"Really? Oh, you're right. But he hasn't even eaten anything. Surely you don't mind a short visit on Christmas of all holidays? Season of giving ring any bell?"

I rolled my eyes, which I immediately regretted as she cocked her head. "I just want to spend the evening with you," I said, switching gears.

"But we will! We'll have the entire rest of the evening, and tomorrow, and the day after tomorrow. That's a lot of hours. Surely you can spare a few minutes for one of my co-workers?"

"Okay, fine," I sighed.

"I love you," she said quickly and gave me a peck on the lips. That alone was worth a little inconvenience with Adam.

What was I afraid of? She was my wife. My wife! Married for years. We had an incredibly tight bond that was just a little frayed but it was a long time away from breaking.

Still, it would have been nice to send Adam packing. 

"Ah, now which one of these fine delicacies would you recommend?" Adam asked upon his return. He seemed taller, somehow, like my brain already tried to erase him from history in his brief absence. It would have been nice if he were at least ugly, but he had that square jaw with five o'clock shadow that somehow made guys looked rugged. 

"The pink ones," Amber said right away. 

Adam picked up one of the bright pink cookies and made an elaborate show of shoving it into his stupid mouth. "Mmm, thish ish really mgood," he praised.

Amber looked at me and beamed as if I had at any point disagreed. It took a lot of strength not to roll my eyes again. 

Adam leaned back, smacked his lips, and put his arms up on the back of the couch. Then he looked at me. "How are you guys doing tonight? You haven't said much."

"He was giving me a really nice massage when you rang. Derek is good at that," Amber forestalled my much gruffer response.

"Ah, no doubt. Did you know what I worked part-time as a masseur to put myself through college?" Adam asked.

"Really? No, I did not know. You must be pretty good at massages, then."

"Yup and I have the certification to prove it."

"I've had this kink in my neck for a few days now, do you know how to get rid of it?"

"I don't know, I'd have to check, but I probably could."

Amber shrugged off my arm and stood up. I couldn't believe it. It felt like a small betrayal. I should have held on to her. Wrapped my arm around her waist and held her tight. Except I was so stunned by Adam's brazen behavior, I couldn't seem to react.

She sat down next to him, with her back facing him, and brushed her long hair away from her neck. Adam raised his hand to her neck, checking several different areas with a light tough.

"Wow, you're really tight, I can feel the knot," he elaborated and stared at me as if it had been my fault.

"Can you do something about it?"

"Of course. My magic hands can do anything. It'll only take a few minutes. I can do it right now if you don't mind."

I did mind but apparently nobody was asking me. Amber immediately squealed a delighted, "Oh yes, please," and I knew that she had her heart set on it. I was not that cruel to take that away from her. 

Just a few minutes. I could bear to wait that long.

Goosebumps rose on my arm. I hated seeing Adam's fingers glide over the soft skin of my wife. It felt like a transgression, even if he remained entirely professional. He sat up straight and kneaded this thumbs into her with the steadfastness of a craftsman. 

"How's that?" Adam asked.

"Oh, that's wonderful," Amber gurgled. "Derek, you should feel how good he is. Wow!"

"I'm sure your husband is good at it, too. I just have years of experience," Adam assuaged me. It felt incredibly patronizing. An offhanded slap.

"I can take over from here if you want, I see his technique."

"Oh no, please don't. It's so good right now," Amber blurted out.

Adam turned to me and flashed me a quick grin. I wanted to punch him. I wanted to tear my own hair out. It was so incredibly frustrating watching him give her a massage. My hands were itching.

"Can you get the knot that's a little lower?" Amber crooned.

"Certainly," Adam replied.

The sound of a zipper opening is normally a wonderful noise. A world of possibilities opening. But now it felt like the worst cacophony in the world. Adam didn't even ask. He just gripped the small latch between thumb and forefinger and pulled the zipper halfway down her back.

The red fabric wilted away from her body. The one small blessing was that she sat with her back to him. He couldn't see that her magnificent, full breasts were partially exposed to the warm air of our small living room. He could definitely see that she wasn't wearing a bra, though. Not that he reacted. He just dug in right away.

I couldn't take it any longer and stood up. "Amber?" I prompted in my stern, no-nonsense voice. She looked up, brows furrowed. "Can I talk to you for a second?"

"Of course," she said. "Excuse us for a second, Adam. Help yourself to anything you want," she said, gesturing at the plate with cookies and the still-untouched coffee.

Amber had to hold her arm pressed to her chest so that her dress wouldn't fall down. I pulled her into the hallway and closed the door.

"What are you doing with that guy?" I asked sternly.

"He's just giving me a massage."

"Yeah but he just unzipped you."

"Duh, so he can reach the lower parts of my back. That's how you give massages."

"Can you please send him away?"

"What? Why?"

"I don't like the way he touches you." There. I said it. She looked at me curiously.

"What does that even mean?"

"He's just feeling you up in front of me."

"Oh please, don't talk this nonsense. Adam is a co-worker. I've known him for over a year. Are you really this jealous?"

"I'm not jealous," I lied. "I just don't like the way he is touching my wife."

"'Your wife'? I'm not your property, Derek."

"That's not what I meant!" I said, frustrated. Why did she have to be so stubborn now of all times? Couldn't she see what he was doing?

"What did you mean, then? Is your wife not allowed to talk to strangers? Do you want me to wear a hijab so that other look at your wife anymore?"

"No, absolutely not! I'm not saying you can't get a massage, I just don't want you to get one from some random guy who showed up on Christmas Eve uninvited."

Amber sighed and deflated. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to be so combative."

"I'm sorry, too. I didn't mean to be so jealous."

"It's a really good massage, Derek. I really need one and he's a professional. Is it okay if we just finish it this one time?"

I sighed. I felt bad about having an argument. It wasn't at all what I wanted. For her sake, I could live with a few more minutes of awkwardness. Besides, it wasn't like I wasn't in the room with her. "Okay. One massage but then you send him packing."

"Deal," Amber grinned. "I love you." She stood on the tips of her toes and kissed me.

"I love you, too," I replied and we headed back inside.

"Everything alright?" Adam asked, looking up.

"Everything's fine," Amber said. "You wanna continue where we left off?"

He did want to. I settled back into the loveseat, glowering at the proceedings. 

Fortunately, he remained professional. I watched his fingers with the eyes of an eagle for any transgression of our silent understanding. I also stared a hole into the clock on the wall.

A minute passed. Two minutes. Amber was getting more vocal, letting out sighs here and there, between the words of encouragement. "You're so good at this, Adam." "You could make a living out of this."

It happened when Adam had his hands on her waist, using the leverage to dig his thumbs into her lower back. Amber let out a little sigh, quivered, and must have let go of her garment.

The red dress fell to the side, exposing her top. It was like someone had emptied a bucket of ice cold water on my head. I had a perfectly good side view of her fabulous assets. Adam did not but there was no way he could have missed it.

I cleared my throat. Amber looked over at me and just waved her hand, preemptively calming me down. "It's okay, Derek." Adam looked over, too, and I swear to God, the prick had a smirk on his face.

My pulse started to race. My own topless wife sat not six feet away from me, getting touched by a stranger. But it was just a massage. She had said that. As soon as he was done, she'd tell him to leave. Her rosy nipples bounced slightly. They were hard enough to cut the ribbons on the presents under the tree.

Adam made it look like he was just doing something he always did. A practiced, smooth motion, without wavering. He reached around her ribcage and cupped one of my wife's breasts with his large hand. Squeezed it.

That was too much. He had gone too far. "Amber!" I objected loudly.

She didn't even look at me. Her eyes were closed. "Oh, not now, Derek," she said, waving me off.

I couldn't believe it. Why was she letting this guy fondle her? That wasn't part of any massage. "I think you need to leave, Adam," I said firmly.

"No, no, honey. Not right now, it feels so good," Amber crooned.

Adam rolled her stiff nipple between his thumb and forefinger. She let out a moan. All pretense of him giving a massage were forgotten. He scooted closer and looked over her shoulder, gazing at my wife's tits lecherously.

With his free hand, he reached down the front of her dress. All the way down. Amber let out a little gasp. A high pitched squeak that I was intimately familiar with. The one she let out when something entered her. 

This God damn asshole had his finger in my wife's pussy.

I shot to my feet. I was so angry I could hardly breathe. My fists were balled. "You need to leave. Now," I hissed through clenched teeth.

Adam looked at me and there was a sadistic glint in his eyes. "Now, now, you heard the lady." 

From my new vantage point, I saw that he didn't have just one finger in her. He had two, his middle and ring finger, two knuckles deep. They glistened with the juices of her arousal.

I took a menacing step forward but Adam seemed supremely unconcerned with my presence. "You have magnificent breasts, Amber," he complimented.

"Ohh, thank you," she cooed. "It's nice to hear that."

"I tell you that all the time," I insisted.

It felt like I was fighting a battle for my wife. And I was losing.

"Yeah, but you know what I mean. You're my husband, you have to say things like that. It's refreshing to hear it from someone else."

"But—" I tried and failed to come up with a logical argument. Nothing was logical anymore. It was pure insanity.

"No wonder you're so stressed out if you're constantly fighting," Adam chipped in. "I can practically feel you tense up whenever you two shout at each other. Here, let me take care of that for you."

"We're not shouting," I said, raising my voice, feeling like an idiot. As if I were proving him right. What the fuck was I supposed to do? Punch him?

Adam ignored me. He pressed his hand up against her pubic area and began gyrating it. Quickly. 

The effects were immediate. "Ohh yes, that feels good," Amber moaned and bit her bottom lip.

The noise originating between her legs sounded like someone repeatedly jumping into a puddle. In all the tumult, I noticed for the first time that she had shaved for me. Her bare lips sung with joy given to her by another man.

I wanted to die of humiliation; to fall into a coma on the spot and never wake up. But I didn't. All I could do was watch helplessly.

"Ohhhhh, fuck, that's good," Amber moaned again. Her breathing was getting shallower. Her toes curled up.

Amber's entire body bristled with her orgasm. She burrowed herself into Adam, writhing with pleasure. He didn't let up his savage assault. If anything, he attacked harder. My wife was making noises I hadn't heard since our honeymoon. Our private language shared by no one else in the world.

Except for this asshole.

Amber opened her eyes and I've never seen her happier. She had actually drooled a little, a small dribble of spit hung off of her lips. 

"You have to stop this," I pleaded with her.

"Honey, you have no idea how skilled he is with his fingers," Amber gurgled as if she hadn't even heard me.

"That was just the first step," Adam said.

"There's more?" Amber gasped with childlike enthusiasm.

"There's more?" I asked with outrage.

"Of course," Adam answered both of us. "Honestly, Dexter, I can't believe you've been neglecting your wife for this long. It's unseemly."

"My name's Derek," I insisted, trying to fight back tears. 

What the fuck did he know of our relationship? The guy was divorced. A failure. He had absolutely no idea how real marriages worked. There were ups and downs. It would go back up eventually.

And yet, none of that seemed to matter.

He unzipped Amber's dress all the way. Inserted his hands at the side and lifted her up, shrugging the dress off. He actually lifted her up in the air as if she was as light as a feather. I couldn't do that.

Like a beautiful butterfly emerging out of its chrysalis, Amber sat on the creme couch bare naked. Even now, she was still the most gorgeously beautiful creatures I've ever seen. Milky white skin with barely a blemish on it. Wide-set hips that always reminded me of motherhood. Her face was flushed with excitement, turning her dimples a rosy red.

Everything happened so fast. Adam suddenly stood there, pushing his pants down. I couldn't believe my eyes when I saw his cock. It had to be at least eight inches, thicker than my wrist. I felt clammy just thinking about it. 

It wasn't that I was particularly underendowed. I had a healthy five and a quarter inch long penis. It was above average. Amber never complained about it. 

But it wasn't that. The behemoth of flesh and blood that jutted out of Adam's groin. He sat back down with his baby blue dress shirt still on.

In slow motion, my wife climbed up on his hairy legs. She was about to straddle his cock when he stopped her and made her turn around so she could face me; taunt me.

The massive, bulbous head of his cut cock pressed between the rippling labia. Amber's eyes rolled into the back of her head and she let out an unearthly tone.

My knees gave out. While Amber plunged down on the rigid shaft, I dropped to the ground. My knees slammed into the hardwood floor, but I barely registered it.

Adam's fat cock thrust into my wife's pussy. Over, and over, and over. Everytime Amber let out a little, high-pitched moan, it was like a stab in my back.

"Please stop," I begged one last time but I might as well not even have existed for all the good it did.

Adam wrapped his large hands around her thigh and pried her legs apart, opening her up for me. The thick vein that ran along his massive shaft bumped against my Amber's peach.

"Oh my god, it's so big," Amber screamed enthusiastically.

Bitter tears ran down my cheek. Even in my darkest desperation, I loved the sight of my wife's pussy. Her orgasmic screams were like a choir to my ears.

My own penis was hard as a rock. It was so hard, it hurt as it stretched against my pants. Worse than the stabbing in my heart.

"Oh yes, fuck me, Adam, oh yes, ohhhh yes!"

I didn't remember doing it, but one moment I realized my cock was in my hands. I watched Amber cum. Her whole body shook with a powerful orgasm.

I came, too. A hot rush and I blew three thick, creamy ropes of cum on the hardwood floor. I hated myself for how good it felt. I told myself that it was just like watching a porn. It was a natural reaction to get excited at the sight of two people having sex. It wasn't any different than going to Pornhub. 

But it wasn't the same. It was my wife. My wife!

"Keep going, Adam. You're so big!"

I closed my eyes, willing for the entire ordeal to be over. Unfortunately I couldn't shut my ears. I couldn't overhear the slap of her thighs on his. I couldn't overhear the wet squelching noise of his cock savaging Amber's sex. I couldn't overhear her yells of encouragement.

"Yes, yes, oh god, yes!"

It just kept going. And going. And going. She came twice.

My cock grew hard again. A painful throbbing. I didn't want to but I jerked off again, unable to tear my eyes away from Amber. She was just so damn beautiful. I imagined that it was me giving her that much pleasure. That it was my phenomenal cock she was crushing on.

I watched another stream of cum fly through the air, joining the others. It was like my manhood shooting out of me.

Finally, after an eternity, even Adam had enough. His thick shaft constricted as it pumped its load into Amber. Once. Twice.

Adam pulled out. More semen erupted out of him, coating the rubbed raw peach and her thigh. A trickle of white goo flowed out her pink interior, dripping on to the creme couch.

"That. Was. Fucking. Inc. Cre. Dible," Amber panted, her forehead beaded with drops of sweat. She rolled off of him, her body slack.

Adam looked down at me. He saw my cock, the pool of cum on the ground, and he just chuckled. "You have a beautiful wife, Dexter."

"Derek," I croaked, my voice hoarse.

"Right. Derek. You really should take better care of her. You're lucky I stopped by tonight and noticed, otherwise she might have gone the entire holidays wound tight."

But I had noticed! I wanted to scream and tell him that if he hadn't shown up, I would have done all yet, but I couldn't. Not while he still had his enormous cock out, glistening with my wife's juices.

"Mmhmhm, it was so good," Amber murmured. She laid on her stomach with both of her hands between her legs, rubbing her clit. With each pass, a little bit of cum squirted out of her, rolling over her fingers.

"See how happy it makes her? Anyway, I promised Haley that I'd check in on her and Chase, so I gotta get going. I wouldn't want to overstay my welcome since you did want me to leave after the massage." He clapped himself on the thigh and stood up. "I'll see myself out," he said, putting on his pants.

I watched him leave the living room and felt the great weight lift off of my shoulders. Amber writhed in the height of another, this time self-induced, orgasm. I watched it with sadness. Pain and misery shrouded my brain.

The front door slammed shut. I took the first breath in what felt like hours.

"Amber?" I asked. The sound that came out of my mouth was the voice of a defeated man.

"Hmm, yeah?" she asked, perking up and looking at me. 

"What the hell just happened?"

"What happened is you just gave me the best Christmas present anyone could ever ask for! Oh, I had no idea how good it would feel. I don't think I've ever had sex this good! I'm still buzzing with all this energy."

"But you had sex with another man!" I yelled.

"Oh come on, babe. It wasn't anything personal. He was just doing his best to loosen all the knots in my body, that was it. It's not like we made love or anything. That's just between you and me."

"But—"

"And you said it was okay. That's the most wonderful thing you've ever done for me. You're man enough to know exactly what I needed. You're such an amazing husband."

"I didn't—"

"Come on, babe, let's make love. Just you and me," she gushed.

Amber grabbed my wrist and pulled me closer. She flipped to her back and spread her legs. Her entire nether-region was covered in a coat of Adam's seed. The evidence of her matrimonial betrayal.

"Don't you want to clean up?" I pleaded.

She answered by pulling me in for a kiss. Her warm, reassuring lips met me with the same love that had always been there in the past. For just a brief second, I forgot about everything that had happened and just kissed my amazing wife.

Then she wrapped her legs around my butt and pulled me in. My cock dragged along her thigh, scooping up Adam's seed. She guided it inside of her. Her pussy was wetter than usual. I felt the sticky seed of the other man with every thrust.

"Oh yes, you're the best husband a wife could ask for," Amber crooned. "I love you."

"I love you, too," I sighed. Tears rolled down my cheek.

"Do you like how happy you've made me?"

"I like seeing you happy, yes."

"Oh, that's wonderful!" Amber exclaimed. She pulled me closer and started talking softly into my ear. "I'm so glad you enjoyed it, too. There are so many more people I want to do this with. There's Adam, of course. I'll see him at the office every day. And there's Liam in accounting. We eat lunch together a lot, he's gonna be excited when I tell him. And of course there's Pete from the gym. And Luke, Pete's friend. And Mark. What do you think, Derek? You're okay with this, right?"

Okay with? OKAY WITH IT? I was furious. I couldn't believe my wife had a list of names of guys she wanted to fuck. That she was going to fuck. All of those, pumping their seed into my wife.

The thought was so terrifying but I came nonetheless. I added my weak load to Adam's, mixing inside of her.

"What about us?" I pleaded.

"It's going to be perfect! Every day will be just like it is now. We'll lie in each others' arms and make love. We can finally do all those things we've wanted to, now that we don't have to worry about any tension." 

"What if I don't want you sleeping with other men?"

"You don't want me happy?"

"Of course I want you happy. I want us to be happy."

"Then it's settled." Amber flitted out from underneath me and stood up. Her naked body shone under the light of the Christmas tree, still the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. 

I couldn't imagine her fucking half the city. Dozens of guys with their hands on those perfect breasts. Writhing in ecstasy on the cocks of other men.

It made me want to cry but just thinking about it made my cock hard.

"I'm gonna go take a bath. You should join me. We can have a lazy evening and finish that bottle of wine. What do you say?"

It seemed like a bad reflection of the rest of the day, but she didn't wait for an answer. She turned about and headed for the stairs. I watched her plump ass bounce with every step. 

I desperately wished that damn doorbell never rang. My life would never be the same. 

Summoning all the strength I had left, I pulled myself to my feet and followed her. Like a good husband would.




The night had been weird. I barely managed to sleep, lying next to my wife. Amber slept like a log. 

By the dawn's light, the last of my hope that everything had been a nightmare faded away. A shower failed to make me feel even remotely clean. Amber walked into the kitchen in her rose bathrobe and we ate breakfast together. 

Then, at nine o'clock, the doorbell rang again.

It was Adam, this time in more casual clothing. I didn't even have the strength to shut the door in his face. "Morning, Dexter. Oh right, Derek. I'll learn it eventually, don't worry. Anyway, I just wanted to check up on Amber, see how she's doing," he said with a malevolent grin.

"Who is it?" called Amber from the kitchen.

"It's Adam," I called back.

"Oh, just in time! I think I must have slept in the wrong position because my body is all sore. I could really do with another massage."

Adam grinned at me.

"Won't you please invite him in?" Amber called out.

I closed my eyes and sighed. "Come on in," I told the tall man and opened the door for the man who was about to fuck my wife. Again.

He brushed past me, nudging me against the wall. He took off his shoes and clapped me on the shoulder. "Don't worry, I'll work the soreness out of her in no time."

This was my life now.
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