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  Cuckolded By My Boss


   


  The alarm on my phone went off, kick starting the morning routine. I knew that as soon as I reached over and switched it off, we’d have to get up. I hadn’t slept much: yet again, I’d lain awake wondering why we didn’t have sex anymore.


  So I let the damn thing beep and vibrate its way across the shelf until it fell with a dull thump onto the floor. Kristina groaned and got up, taking the covers with her. That didn’t leave me with a lot of choice, so I hit the shower.


  When I came through to the lounge, hair still wet, I stopped in the doorway as if I’d hit an invisible wall. In front of me, bathed in warm sunlight, was a vision that made me forget my problems for a moment.


  Kristina was in her Warrior Pose, down on one knee with the other leg stretched behind her. Her long, golden hair was tied back in a ponytail, her full lips pursed in concentration as she followed the yoga video she had running on her laptop. She’d thrown on a dark green Lycra top with a built-in bra: it didn’t do much to hide the swell of her breasts, a hint of nipple just about visible when the light hit it right. Her tight black leggings clung to the firm peach of her ass like a second skin. Her eyes flicked to me for a second and, despite everything, she gave me a little smile that made me swell with pride. Her Swedish mother – who hated me – had gifted her with cheekbones you could slice cheese on. She could have modeled – had even tried it, briefly, in her teens - and yet this gorgeous, knockout of a woman loved me!


  Then reality crept back in. She loved me…but she didn’t seem all that interested in me anymore.


  I’m not dumb. I get that after seven years, things calm down a little. But we hadn’t had sex in a month, now, and it was worrying me. I’d married Kristina only months after she left college and I was starting to wonder if she regretted settling down so soon.


  I stewed on it as Kristina drove us to the office. Working at the same place had many advantages. We only needed to run one car. Our commute time was time together, instead of time apart. We only had one set of work parties and work friends to organize (although I couldn’t remember the last time Hammerstein Pharmaceuticals decided to spring for anything as frivolous as a company picnic). But it meant that any changes at the company hit both of us: and that’s just what happened that day.


  We’d parked, and were almost to the entrance when the doors crashed open and Lenny stormed out, clutching a cardboard carton with the contents of his desk in it. His normally open, chubby face was set like stone, his brows low with anger. This was bad. Lenny had been with the company longer than either of us.


  “What the hell?” I asked, putting out a hand to stop him. “What happened? They fired you?”


  “I quit,” he told us. “The new CEO is here. He just bumped me down a grade, man: back to where I was five years ago. All so they can save money.”


  “He’s here?” I exchanged a worried look with Kristina. The new CEO hadn’t been due to start until next week. It was particularly worrying for her: she’d been the personal assistant to the old CEO and would be transferring to him.


  Lenny gave me a sour look. “He wanted to catch us all napping.” He sighed. “Least you two still got each other.” Lenny’s wife had divorced him just a few months ago. Not great timing.


  “I need to get up there,” Kristina told me, panic in her eyes.


  I kissed her and she fled for the doors. I turned to Lenny. “You going to be okay?”


  He shrugged. “Job’s a job. Can’t say I really care anymore, since I split with Alice.” He looked at me, more serious than I’d ever seen him. “You’ve got a good woman, there, pal. You hang onto her. No matter what it takes.”


  I slapped him on the back and told him I’d hook up with him for beers. Then I was running after Kristina.


   


  ***


   


  Inside, the place was in a quiet, restrained form of total panic. Everyone was tidying, organizing and trying to look essential to the company.


  The CEO’s office was up on the top floor. I worked one floor down from that – which makes me sound more senior than I really was. It was actually a pretty crappy little office buried in the middle of the building, near the elevator shafts. I was only there because my immediate boss liked to have me on hand.


  I caught up with Kristina just as she got in the elevator, and rode up with her to the top floor. I didn’t really do it consciously: I guess I just wanted to give her some support. When the doors opened and we stepped out, the old CEO and the new one were right in front of us.


  It was a study in contrasts.


  Geoff Hammerstein was...silver. The suit he wore was pale gray, in a slightly outdated style. His mop of curling, unkempt hair looked like coarse wire wool. Even his skin had faded from white to a fragile gray pallor. When he saw Kristina, though, his face lit up. There’d always been jokes about him and Kristina, but he’d never been anything but respectful and strictly hands-off. I think he thought of her as a favorite daughter.


  The new CEO was…black. Skin like smooth, polished leather; his eyes such a dark brown it was difficult to see where the irises ended and the pupils began. His suit was sharply cut and jet black, with the thinnest of thin pinstripes and a shirt that seemed to glow, it was such a bright white. Where Geoff was shorter than I was, and spindly to boot, this guy was built like a linebacker. He was wide, and I don’t mean that as code for fat. He was like a walking wall of muscle: his thighs seemed as thick around as my waist. Being a head taller than me made him even more intimidating. And when he looked at Kristina, it sure as hell wasn’t as a favorite daughter. I watched his eyes almost lick over her, from her blonde hair, now neatly pinned up on her head, down over her conservative white blouse and the lush curves of her breasts. Down past her trim, nipped in waist and over the swell of her ass and thighs. Kristina kept her skirts modestly long for the office, and this one finished just above the knee, but it was still easy to see how shapely her legs were.


  I didn’t like this. Not one bit.


  “Kristina!” Geoff said with a smile. “Paul! Come and meet Deon.”


  We both smiled on autopilot and stepped forward to shake hands. Deon Ross. He couldn’t have been all that much older than me – just a couple of years, so maybe ten years older than Kristina. But he’d already managed to make a name for himself as some sort of corporate troubleshooter, parachuting in to run companies in the short term while something more permanent was worked out. In our case, while Geoff got chemo and the board looked for a permanent replacement. No one expected Geoff back, even if the treatment was successful: he was pushing seventy.


  “Paul is Kristina’s husband,” Geoff told Deon.


  “Interesting,” Deon said as he shook my hand. His voice was so low it seemed to shake the building. He wasn’t one of those guys who try to crush your hand in their grip, but his shake was more than just solid. It was like you were trapped – the only way you were getting out of it was if he let you. He finally let it drop and turned to Kristina.


  She was smiling nervously. More nervously than she should have been, I thought. I mean, sure, Deon showing up a week early had thrown us both off, but it wasn’t our fault. Yet she seemed skittish and flighty as she looked up into his eyes….


  Deon very solemnly shook her hand. “I’m sure we’ll work very well together,” he told her.


  “Likewise,” she told him. “I mean, yes. Mr. Ross.”


  “Deon,” he smiled.


  “Deon.”


  As I walked back to the elevator, I saw something in the reflection of the metal doors. Deon slipped his arm around my wife’s waist to direct her into his office. A tiny thing, nowhere close to stepping over the line. So why did it bother me so much?


   


  ***


   


  Downstairs I watched my co-workers tidying up their desks and rethinking their elaborate expenses claims. The new sheriff was in town and everyone was cleaning up their acts. I was pretty relaxed, though. My job was steady: we’d always need advertising. What I was less relaxed about was Deon and Kristina. I kept glancing up at the ceiling, imagining what might be going on one floor above me. Was he stealing looks at her ass when her back was turned? Was he asking her about her home life – about me? Getting a little too friendly?


  It was weird. I mean, Kristina’s stunning: I’m used to guys looking at her in the street. I take it as a compliment. So why was Deon looking at her any different? I’m sure Geoff had secretly drooled over her, even if he’d hidden it better. Was it because Deon was a black guy? I was sure I wasn’t a racist...was there something else?


  The phone rang. Deon wanted to see me.


   


  ***


   


  The CEO’s office is really two offices: an outer one, where Kristina sits, and the actual inner sanctum. It has, naturally, the best view in the building. It even has its own little restroom so the CEO doesn’t have to sully himself by mixing with his underlings. When I walked into the outer office, Kristina sat back from her PC. “What’s going on?” she asked, worried. I shrugged and knocked on the inner door.


  “Enter!” Not Come in. Enter. Like he was a king and we were his subjects.


  He was sitting behind his desk. It’s a huge, mahogany thing, a good eight feet across. It always looked silly when Geoff worked there – it dwarfed him. It didn’t dwarf Deon. If anything, he dwarfed it. There was an aura of pumped-up, alpha male confidence about him: he reminded me of the football team in high school and the jocks in college, and it was more than just his size.


  He indicated that I should shut the door behind me.


  “I’m going to let you go,” he told me. He didn’t give me time to brace myself, no I have bad news. He didn’t sugar-coat it, either: it wasn’t I’m going to have to let you go, as if it was against his will. He just told it to me straight. That should have helped. It didn’t.


  “I—What?” I managed. I’d like to say I took it stoically, but my legs suddenly didn’t have any strength in them. I had to grab onto the back of a chair to keep from falling. “What?”


  “We’re outsourcing advertising: we should have done it a long time ago. We’ll still need a director to run things, but we don’t need a deputy.” He looked at me steadily. “I’m sorry,” he said, and it sounded like he actually was, in a loose, abstract kind of a way, like you feel sorry for starving kids in Africa. “I know you’ve worked here a long time.”


  Ten years! I thought. I’ve worked here ten years!


  “You’ll get a good reference, of course. The standard severance package. Is there anything you want to ask?”


  “I—” My throat was closing up and a sort of numb shock was spreading through me, like I was being filled up with concrete. “No.”


  “Kristina working here won’t be a problem, I take it? She’s very valuable to the company.” He sat back and I waited for him to follow that up with and so were you, of course. But he didn’t. He just sat there, staring at me.


  Taunting me.


  I snapped. I pushed the chair aside and stepped closer, the front of his desk hard against my legs. “You can’t do this, you piece of shit! I helped put this company where it is!”


  He scowled at me. “Careful, Paul. I’ll forgive that, because you’re emotional. But don’t test me.”


  “I slaved for this company for a decade and you come in here and—”


  “No, according to our records you coasted here for a decade. Oh, sure, you get your job done: just about. It’s not like you spend all day on Facebook like some of the guys down on the fourth floor. But you don’t push. You don’t introduce new business and innovate. You just do as you’re told, like a good little boy. Well, that’s not enough here, any more. I need to raise profits, and I don’t have time to babysit.”


  My jaw dropped. My face was suddenly burning: I hadn’t been so humiliated in years – maybe never.


  “Get out,” Deon told me. “Get your stuff as you leave: I don’t want you hanging around and disrupting other people. Leave your pass with security. And send your wife in as you leave.”


  I walked out in a daze. I didn’t even slam the door on my way out. When Kristina asked me what was wrong, I just shook my head, and I was vaguely aware of her rushing into Deon’s office.


  I cleared my desk. It’s strange how little stuff ten years amounts to. A couple of company-branded squishy stress toys. A framed photo of Kristina. Some fancy coffee in the shared refrigerator, that I’d bought when I was feeling more flush. I put it all in a carton and carried it downstairs. Just like Lenny: only Lenny had had the balls to quit. I’d let Deon hand me my balls on a plate.


  All the way down in the elevator, I was blaming myself. I guess I had been coasting, especially the last few years. The company didn’t have much of a bonus scheme: there was no incentive to do more than you needed to. Now all that had caught up with me and suddenly, it was my fault I’d lost my job.


  I sat outside in the car, wondering what to do. I could drive home, but I’d have to come back later to pick Kristina up, since we only had one car. Eventually, I called Lenny.


  “The new guy’s a prick,” he told me. “Way I look at it, you’re well outta there. You’re okay for money, right? You got Kristina’s job.” Then,“Shit!” As if he’d thought of something.


  “What?”


  Lenny sighed. “I heard somethin’ ‘bout Deon, before he came here. Some sort of harassment suit. It was dropped, but word is, he likes the ladies. He’s only ever at a company for a coupla’ months, right? So he can have his fun and move on. I dunno. If I was you, I wouldn’t want Kristina working with him. ‘Specially now you’re not there.”


  I could feel the fire ignite inside me. Was that why Deon had axed me? Because he wanted to try to seduce Kristina and he didn’t want her husband around? Was that why I’d felt so uneasy, seeing the two of them together, because I could sense he had designs on her?


  And then something deep inside me, something I didn’t know existed, kicked into life. It took what Lenny had told me and it twisted it around: shaped it into something new.


  If Deon’s lust was the cause of my problems…maybe it could be the solution.


   


  ***


   


  I spent the afternoon thinking and planning. When I picked up Kristina and brought her home, I made her wait until we were sitting in the lounge with a bottle of wine before I’d talk about it.


  She’d phoned me during the day to check I was okay. We’d already done the normal conversation: the reassurance, the You’ll find something else, something better. But I had something else I wanted to talk about.


  “I know how we can get back at Deon,” I told her. “And pay off our debts. And set us up for the next few years.”


  Her mouth opened, but no words came out. At last, she said, “Get back at him? I mean—”


  I frowned. “You don’t think he was right to let me go, do you?”


  “Of course not, honey! But…get back at him? I mean, it’s horrible, but it’s just…you know. Business.”


  Was she defending him? Why would she do that? “You’re on my side, right?”


  “Of course I am! It’s just…I have to work with him afterwards.”


  I shook my head determinedly. “No, you won’t.”


  She looked wary. “Paul, I can’t quit out of solidarity. It’s going to be tough enough on one salary.”


  I held up my hand. She sighed and let me continue.


  I knew I had to be very careful. This was going to spook her, however I did it. The trick was to make her see it was our only option.


  “He likes you,” I told her.


  She nodded carefully. “Yeah. He seems okay.”


  “No,” I said slowly. “I mean…he likes you.”


  She blinked and then blushed. At the time, I assumed she was embarrassed at the idea of a man lusting after her. She shook her head.


  “He does. And the two of you work alone together a lot….”


  She frowned. “Is that what this is all about? You’re worried I’ll have an affair with him?!”


  “Of course not.” I knew she’d never cheat on me.


  She relaxed a little.


  I took a deep breath. “But…what if something happened?”


  Her eyes narrowed.


  “Deon had a sexual harassment suit brought against him—”


  Her jaw dropped open. “NO!” she cut in.


  “Just hear me out—”


  “NO! Jesus, you want me to—”


  “You wouldn’t have to do anything. He’s already after you. You’d just have to let him do something inappropriate – kiss you, maybe. Just once.”


  “And then what?”


  “We threaten to sue him.”


  “You want me stand up at a tribunal and lie, ruin this guy’s reputation—”


  “It won’t be a lie. He’ll have done exactly what you say. All we’re doing is giving him the opportunity—”


  “All we’re doing is displaying me like bait!” she almost screamed.


  I tried to stay calm. “There won’t be any tribunal. We tell the board. They agree a big, fat settlement with us and you leave quietly and get another job. And Deon gets kicked out, or at least down a few rungs.”


  She looked at the floor – fuming, but listening.


  “You won’t be in any danger. I’ll be right there with you, hiding somewhere.” I told her.


  Her head snapped up at that. I’d assumed it would reassure her, but she actually looked more panicked. “I’ll film the whole thing – it won’t be your word against his: all we’ll have to do is show the tape to the board.”


  Kristina was shaking her head again. Time to play my trump card.


  “Look, this isn’t just about revenge,” Yes, it is, I thought. “Deon is this sort of guy. We’re not lying. If I’m right about him, he really is going to come onto you at some point – do you want that?”


  She flushed again and refused to meet my eyes. Like a fool, I thought it was his feelings that were embarrassing her. “Of course not,” she told me. “But—”


  “Think of it this way: it’s a test. We give him the opportunity, and if he doesn’t take the bait then you were right and I was wrong: you carry on working for him and I get another job. But if I’m right…isn’t it better that we find out now? You don’t want to be working for someone who’s trying to get into your panties…right?”


  She sighed. I was delighted with myself – there was no way she could argue with that.


   


  ***


   


  The next day, I dropped Kristina off at work so I could keep the car. She sent me text messages during the day to update me, confirming it was all still on.


  Mid-morning, she showed Deon a huge stack of paperwork that Geoff had been putting off, and demonstrated how go-getting and forward-thinking she was by suggesting they try to clear the backlog that day. As I’d suspected, Deon loved the idea, like any workaholic alpha male would.


  In the afternoon, Kristina unfastened a button on her blouse and spent an hour standing behind Deon, bending over him as he sat at his desk, guiding him through the intricacies of how Geoff’s outdated system for procurement worked. He only had to glance to the side to have a great view of her breasts, in the white lacy bra I’d convinced her to wear.


  By six, Kristina made it clear that they weren’t going to finish by the end of the day because she’d “just found” another drawer full of paperwork that Geoff had “hidden away”. Their ambitious plan was ruined…unless of course Deon wanted to stay late. If he did, then of course she’d stay with him.


  As I’d predicted, Deon had just eaten it up. He’d even ordered takeout for both of them.


  At 8pm, I was waiting at the rear doors. Kristina, on a restroom break, sneaked down and let me in. I rode up in the elevator with her.


  “I’m not sure about this,” she told me, shaking her head. She was breathing faster than normal, her eyes a little wider. Scared of what she had to do, I presumed.


  “It’ll be fine,” I told her, putting a comforting hand on her back. I could feel the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric. “It’ll be over in seconds. Just let him make the first move. He kisses you: you let him for a second and then slap his face or something. I get it all on tape; sexual harassment suit; Deon’s kicked out.”


  Kristina was staring fixedly at the doors. “He doesn’t seem like such a bad guy.”


  My jaw dropped. After what he’d done to me? But just then, we reached my floor – one floor below the top. I took the stairs the rest of the way: less chance of Deon seeing me.


  It helped that the top floor was mostly in darkness (another of Deon’s cost-cutting measures: he’d turned off all the lights after everyone else had left for the day and only left his office lit). I crouched low and crept between desks like a cat burglar. I had a video camera with me: all I needed was a place where I could see into Deon’s office.


  Kristina had carefully left both the inner and outer office doors wide open, and I could see her in the inner office, standing beside Deon as they both looked at something on his PC. I crouched behind a desk that was almost opposite the door, a good distance away. I put the video camera carefully on top and turned it on, then zoomed in until the inner doorway filled the screen. The camera had a flip-out screen, and with it angled downwards, I was able to sit completely hidden behind the desk and still have a perfect view of what was going on. Unless they saw the tiny camera – unlikely, in the gloom – they’d never know I was there.


  Kristina looked nervous. She was stiff-backed and hesitant, keeping her distance from Deon. She kept casting little glances out into the darkness. I felt a stab of guilt: she must be scared as hell. And in turn, that made a little chill creep over me: what was I doing, forcing my wife to kiss someone else? Kristina had always been a little shy: she wasn’t the type to flirt, or get touchy with some guy at an office party. It might only be a kiss, but it was still going to be horribly uncomfortable for her.


  I almost stopped the whole thing, there and then. Looking back, that’s the moment I wish I could go back in time to: if only I’d stood up and waved: signaled to Kristina that I wanted to call the whole thing off.


  But I didn’t. As I watched Deon, sitting there in his CEO throne, I wanted my revenge: needed it. So I stayed where I was and let my wife go right into the lion’s den.


  Gradually, Kristina started to loosen up. I watched as she casually rested a hand on Deon’s shoulder, pointing at something on the screen. He said something and she laughed, one hand going up to her neck to stroke it.


  Deon suddenly patted the corner of his desk. I couldn’t hear what he was saying from this distance, but I imagined he was telling her to take a break and sit down. She perched on the edge of his desk, side-on to me. And then she crossed her legs, her skirt rising a few inches up her thighs. That was good: she was getting into her act. I was almost worried that she might go too far: it had to be clear that this was an uninvited advance by Deon.


  Deon pushed back from his desk and turned to look at her, putting his hands behind his head. He said something that seemed to shock her: I saw her eyes go wide, and she glanced towards the doorway. Was she thinking of me? Had Deon said something about me? I bristled in anger. He’d get what was coming to him. We’d see how arrogant he’d be when a lawsuit landed in his lap.


  I hit ‘record’. It felt like we were getting close. A couple more minutes, a kiss, a slap and we’d be home free. I was ready to wade in if Deon turned nasty, but I didn’t think he would.


  I watched, as Deon got up, towering over Kristina. She had to look up to meet his eyes, and I saw her gulp uncertainly. She licked her full, sensuous lips. Deon gazed steadily down at her, like a snake hypnotizing prey. I hadn’t really noticed before, but I grudgingly admitted that the guy was pretty good looking, in a brutish kind of way. He had a heavy jaw and a kind of brooding expression – the sort women think is all dark and dangerous.


  And then he kissed her.


  Not a slow kiss that you gradually slip into. He snaked one arm around her waist and pulled her close: I saw her breasts mash against his chest. Her mouth opened with a little “Oh!” of surprise. Even as she said it, his lips were pressing onto hers, muffling any cry of protest. A second later I saw the dark skin of his cheeks hollow and shift. His tongue was in her mouth.


  She tried to pull away, but he had her pinned tightly to him. His other hand came up to her shoulder and clasped it, his huge hand almost engulfing it. She twisted against him, trying to free herself, but she could barely move.


  I realized I was breathing hard. That was it! We had it. It was clearly an unwanted advance: this tape would solve all our problems. Now she just had to slap him and run.


  I waited for her to break away, but instead of growing stronger and more frantic, her struggles seemed to be dying down. And then I saw a change, her cheeks giving it away just as his had.


  She was kissing him back.


  I sat there dumbstruck as I watched his hand working at the front of her blouse, fumbling for the buttons without looking. When he couldn’t find them, he just yanked the front apart: a button went flying. Then he eased up on the arm that pinned her to him, and when a space opened up between them, one hand dived into her blouse, cupping her breast.


  I drew in my breath. This was farther than I thought it would go, and I was shaken by what I was seeing. Why wasn’t she fighting him? Was she doing this for the camera, hoping to get more incriminating footage?


  I watched, as the hand that had been on her waist slid down to the firm cheek of her ass…and then squeezed. They were side-on to the camera, presenting me with a perfect view. The footage was great: but it was my wife he was fondling! My brain told me to stand up, to storm over there and haul him off her, but my legs seemed to have frozen. Deon’s hand lifted out of her blouse and I breathed a sigh of relief. Then he grabbed the front of her blouse and just pulled. Two or three more buttons tore off and it flopped loosely open, Kristina’s soft breasts clearly visible, nestled in their lacy bra. I had to stop myself gasping out loud. Kristina sure as hell wasn’t into playing rough: she’d be scared: outraged. I waited for her to pull away and crack her hand across that brooding face.


  But she didn’t. She writhed a little in his grip, but it was more a wriggle of desire than of protest. Deon was still kissing her hard, bending her backwards now, and his hand pushed up under her bra, lifting it off her breasts and awkwardly up her chest. I watched, horrified, as her naked breasts were revealed, full and ripe, so pale next to his dark hand. He quickly mauled them, his thumb rubbing at a nipple. When she twisted under his caresses, I could see the pink nub outlined against his hand. Kristina has nipples like pencil erasers, and I could see they were going hard.


  That’s just a reaction, I told myself. That’s natural. She’s just going along with it. It doesn’t mean---


  Deon lifted his mouth off hers at last, and she gasped for air. I waited for her to say something: to break away: maybe to scream. But all she did was swallow and pant, her eyes fluttering open but staring blankly, like she was drunk.


  He turned her, as she sat on his desk, so that her back was to me. I gasped as my view of her breasts was cut off. He ripped her blouse the rest of the way open at the front and rammed it down over her shoulders. She gave a little yelp, loud enough for me to hear even from across the office, but it sounded more like surprise and shock than fear. It even sounded like it had a note of approval in it.


  No! I told myself. That’s crazy! Kristina wouldn’t…. My wife was an avowed feminist: her mother hailed from a country where half the parliament is female, for pity’s sake. She was into equal rights and downright venomous about men who abused positions of power. She wasn’t going to let some man...dominate her. But that’s exactly what I was seeing.


  Her back was naked now, her arms held awkwardly behind her by her blouse. He reached around and unhooked her bra, pushing the cups out of the way. I couldn’t see anything, but I knew he was getting a full view of her breasts.


  And then he grabbed hold of her waist and lowered his face to her chest, and she let out a long, keening moan of lust. He was licking her. The bastard had his tongue all over my wife’s breasts!


  I seemed to be disconnected from the reality of it, somehow. I think it was because, even though I was only twenty feet from them, I was seeing it all on the video camera’s screen. If I’d just leaned to the right a little, or stood up, I’d have been able to see them live, but I stayed where I was, sitting on the floor. I think it was self-preservation: I think my brain couldn’t have coped with it, if I’d seen them in the flesh.


  Kristina was arching her back, her face tilted up to the ceiling, her moans getting higher and higher as Deon licked and sucked. Then I saw him lean even closer, wrap an arm like a tree trunk around her waist and lift her. The other hand was doing something at her legs…between her legs.


  I didn’t understand until he set her back down, and the hand came into view grasping a scrap of cloth. He’d stripped off her panties. And then I saw her knees appear on either side of her body: he’d pushed her legs open wide. He stepped closer, not raising her skirt, just thrusting one hand up under it. God, he was going to—If I didn’t stop him, he was going to—


  Kristina gave out a sudden cry. “Ahh!”


  He had his fingers inside her. Maybe one. Maybe more. Feeling the tight, silken sides of my wife’s pussy.


  I’d been sitting: now I staggered backwards, falling onto my hands in horror. As I moved, I felt my cock, swollen and hard as a rock, straining at my thigh. What the hell? Why am I hard?!


  I didn’t think I made any noise, but on the tiny screen I was watching, Deon’s head jerked up, looking over my wife’s shoulder. He seemed to scan the room, and then his eyes locked straight onto the camera.


  Oh shit!


  I saw him step back from Kristina and then crouch down, saying something to her. I saw her nod, dazedly, and she started trying to fasten her ruined blouse. Deon walked around the desk and out of the inner office, closing the door behind him. He came out of the outer office, closing that door too. He was heading straight for me.


  How can he see? He can’t possibly see the camera! The only real light had been from Deon’s office: with the door closed, we were thrown into gloom, the whole office in inky pools of shadow. But Deon was stalking straight towards me, growing larger and larger on the camera’s screen. Suddenly he was there, snatching up the camera in one massive hand and scowling down at me.


  “Oh, I get it.” His voice was low – far too low for Kristina to hear. “Send your wife in to whore herself to me, then get it all on tape? Make me look like the bad guy?”


  You are the bad guy! I thought. I tried to get up, but I couldn’t seem to get my legs under me.


  “You couldn’t take it like a man, could you, Paul?” He was almost shaking with rage, every muscle in his body tight. My own anger had gone, replaced with sick fear. I watched as he popped the memory card out of the camera and put it away in a pocket, then threw the camera at me. I barely caught it before it hit me in the face. On the front of it, I saw the traitorous red LED that had come on when I’d started recording. That’s how he’d seen me.


  “You want me to fuck your wife?” he asked. “That was your plan? Well I’ll give you what you want. I’ll give you more than you want. I’ll make you regret the fucking day. I’m going to fuck your wife. She’ll do everything I want, willingly, and beg me for more. And you’re going to watch!” He leaned close and almost growled at me. “Now get the fuck out of here!”


  Stumbling on legs that would barely hold me, I made it to the elevators and headed down. As the doors closed, I saw Deon go back inside his office…where Kristina was waiting for him.


  As I sat in the car outside, my mind was churning, trying to process everything. Our plan was blown. We had no proof: even if we did have the recording, it wouldn’t hold up in court. Kristina looked like she was enjoying herself…she had been enjoying herself, however much my mind rebelled against the idea. She’d kissed him back. She’d let him spread her legs and—


  I looked back to the darkened windows of our office building. What was going on up there now? Was Deon fucking her? It seemed inconceivable that I could sit there with that possibility rattling around in my head, that I wouldn’t race up there and burst in on them. But a lot had changed, in just a few minutes. My wife, my beautiful, faithful wife, had let another man all but fuck her.


  Or had she? Had she just been putting on a show, and it had gone a little farther than she’d expected? She’d looked and sounded like she was enjoying it, but for all I knew, she’d been terrified. This had been my idea in the first place: I couldn’t condemn her for going along with it.


  I jumped as the car door opened and Kristina got in. It had only been a few minutes since I got downstairs myself. Not time for them to—


  “What happened?” Kristina asked breathlessly. “Did you get it? Did you see what—what happened?”


  I opened my mouth to speak. To ask her what was going on: how she felt about Deon. But…I couldn’t. What if she had enjoyed it? Was I ready for that?


  I realized there was another way out of this. One that would let us put the whole, awful night behind us. And so I made my second big mistake.


  “No,” I told her. “No, I didn’t see anything. I tried to get close, but there was a desk blocking my view: I couldn’t see inside. And Deon kept looking up, so I couldn’t risk getting any closer. When I realized I wasn’t going to get anything, I snuck downstairs. What happened?”


  She sighed in relief. “Nothing,” she told me. “I tried everything you told me. I leaned over him, and brushed up against him, and I even unbuttoned another button, but he didn’t try anything.” Her face was red, but it was a pretty good performance. If I hadn’t seen what happened with my own eyes, I would have believed her story. “I guess that harassment case was bogus,” she said, almost accusingly.


  She was flat-out lying to my face: the question was why. To protect me, the way I was protecting her, so we could put this whole thing behind us? Had she been acting: had hated the whole thing and now was scared of my reaction when I learned how far it had gone? Or…doubts started to creep into my mind. What if she hadn’t been acting?


  “Let’s just forget the whole thing,” I told her, my voice hollow. “I’ll start looking for another job.”


  She hugged me. “As long as we’re together, we’ll be fine,” she told me. But as I started the car, I knew we had another problem to deal with. What did Deon plan to do? Was he really going to try to seduce her again, as some sort of revenge? Or had he just been raging, and once he’d calmed down he’d see sense? Did I trust him? Did I trust her?


  When we got home, there was a message on the answer phone from him. Only now his voice wasn’t angry: it was almost syrupy with kindness.


  “Paul: I’ve been looking at our staff needs and I have some good news. It looks like we may have a position for you after all. Please come into the office tomorrow with Kristina, and we can talk about it.”


  Kristina practically danced around the room on hearing the message. And why shouldn’t she? As far as she was concerned, Deon was a hero, giving me a job when I needed one. And he’d had another effect on her, as well.


  When we got to the bedroom, she practically pulled me down on the bed. She was hornier than I’d ever seen her. She’d already stripped off her blouse in the bathroom, and I guessed she’d put it straight in the trash so I wouldn’t see the damage.


  She started kissing me – hard and urgent, like she’d kissed him. At first it was a turn on…but then, as I started kissing her neck, I smelt something. Not perfume. Deon’s cologne.


  His scent was all over her.


  I froze up, but she barely noticed. She was under me on the bed, arching her back, her breasts pushing up against me, her legs inching apart. She looked up at me beseechingly, her eyes wide. She was all but begging me to fuck her.


  We hadn’t had sex in weeks, and that had been quick and perfunctory. I didn’t need telling twice. Desire pushed aside any doubts I had. I hauled her skirt up over her hips, Kristina wriggling her ass to help me. I yanked her panties down her thighs and off. Just like he did, a traitorous part of my mind reminded me.


  I ignored it.


  I cupped her pussy, feeling the soft, pouting lips nestle up against my fingers. She was moist – no, she was wet.


  But who’s she wet for? That voice in my head again. I pushed two fingers into her, and she gasped. She was slippery-smooth, tight around me. Wetter than I’d ever felt. And despite my unease, I was harder than I’d been in a long time. Images kept flashing up in my mind: the two of them together, at his desk, Deon ripping her blouse open…


  “Condom,” Kristina reminded me, as she saw me open my pants and free myself. She’d stopped taking the pill a few years ago, worried about the long-term effects. We knew we didn’t want kids for a while, so: condoms. I rolled one on.


  She was gasping and almost moaning as I pushed into her. My cock isn’t big – a little below average, I guess. But Kristina’s tight: I could feel her gripping me like a glove. She stared up at me, her mouth open, cheeks pink with lust. But looking down at her, I saw her eyes were glazed. She was looking at me…but was it me she was seeing?


  “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”


  This wasn’t like her. She wasn’t into dirty talk or aggressive sex: that was why we went so well together. Sex between us was gentle…almost spiritual, and with respect. I started to move in her. God, it was good – she was tight and hot and wet around me and as I started to thrust she began to buck her hips back against me. She didn’t normally do that, either.


  “Yes,” she moaned. “Yes, yes…” And she took hold of my hands and guided them upwards. She stretched her arms up above her head and pushed my hands down onto her wrists. As if I was holding her down. “Yes,” she said, squirming under me. “Yes, like that—”


  I pinned her to the bed as she wanted, but my grip was loose and half-hearted: I didn’t want to hurt her, didn’t know what was going on. What had gotten into her? She was being passive – no, more than that. Submissive. I had no idea how to handle it. My hips kept pumping at her, though, and I used one hand to push her bra up, as Deon had done, revealing her breasts. I gazed down at them. Were they different: swollen with her arousal? There were no marks, but I knew that only an hour before, another man’s mouth had been there, her nipples under his tongue.


  I wasn’t sure I liked this – what she wanted me to do to her. She was into her role – the twisting, helpless woman. But I couldn’t be what she wanted me to be. I couldn’t…dominate her: it just wasn’t in my nature. Something was turning me on, but it wasn’t what we were doing. It was the thought of a huge, hulking body looming over her pale, fragile one. Thick black fingers pushing between those soft, pink lips—


  Ahhhhh!


  As I came, and as Kristina groaned in frustration at me finishing so soon, I had a horrible moment of clarity. I was turned on by the idea of Deon fucking her. That scared the hell out of me.


  She was asleep in minutes and I lay awake, staring at the ceiling.


  I’d seen another side of her. Something new…or something that had always been there, but hidden from me? I tried to get my head around the idea of my wife wanting to be…fucked, as opposed to made love to. I just couldn’t square it. Kristina was sniffy as hell about anything that put men and women on an unequal footing. I’d always thought that was why she’d married me, because I wasn’t a walking tank of testosterone. I was quieter and…softer, maybe, than other guys. That had always worked for us…until that night.


  What if Deon had awoken something in her – something that she liked so much, she wanted more and more of it?


  What would happen, if I couldn’t give her that myself?


  


   


  ***


   


  In the car the next morning, we didn’t talk about it: not Deon and not the sex afterwards. We trooped upstairs in silence and Kristina sat down at her desk. I sat in a chair waiting for Deon to arrive.


  When he got there, he was carrying a cup of gourmet take-out coffee – and one for Kristina. Kristina blushed when he beamed at her, not meeting his eyes. I bristled with rage. He was acting as if I didn’t know: he’d assumed, correctly, that I hadn’t told her what I’d seen – or what he’d said afterwards. “Step into my office, Paul,” he told me.


  With the door closed, his mood changed. “Sit,” he told me, pointing to a chair. I sat: I didn’t feel like I had any choice.


  Deon sat back from his desk. “I’m going to give you a job,” he told me. “Do you know why?”


  I started to say something and then shook my head.


  “You could have really fucked things up for me, with your little video. That’s not the sort of thing I accept. So I’m going to teach you a lesson: I’m going to take that sweet little wife of yours, right in front of you. And to make sure you’re here to see it, you’re going to be my new junior assistant.”


  I wasn’t sure I’d heard right. “Junior—”


  “That’s right. Junior assistant. You’ll be making a lot less than you were, of course. And technically, you’ll be answering to your wife.”


  I felt my face coloring with rage. He was going to make me his secretary – no, worse, my wife’s secretary. “And if I say no?”


  He shrugged. “Then nothing. Then Kristina keeps working here…” he leaned forward over the desk. “And I get to tap that sweet white ass every day, while you sit at home and job hunt and think about what’s going on in this office. Of course, maybe that’ll work out for you. Maybe you’ll land yourself some high-powered job, and you can afford for Kristina to quit her job here – if you can convince her to – and you can have her all to yourself again. How long do you figure that’ll take you, Paul? I think I can have her legs spread in a week. Think you’ll rescue her from me before that?”


  I shook my head. “Kristina wouldn’t cheat on me. Last night was a onetime thing: she was acting!”


  Deon grinned at me. “Oh really?”


  I thought about that sound of approval she’d made, when he pinned her arms behind her back. We stared at each other, and I knew he could see my uncertainty.


  I was trembling, I realized. With anger, with frustration, with cold, sick fear. This is really happening, I thought. “And if I take the job and stay here?”


  “Then maybe you being here will keep your wife in line. Or maybe it won’t, and you’ll be forced to watch.”


  It was an impossible decision. “What if I just tell her I know?”


  “That you know what? That she’s hot for me? She’ll deny it. She’ll be angry and defensive. You might even destroy your marriage. Your choice.”


  He had me in a goddamn Gordian knot. There was nothing I could do.


  “I take it you’ll take the job?” he asked sweetly.


  I glared at him and then nodded. He pressed a button on his phone and summoned Kristina. She listened open-mouthed as Deon told her how, since she was so over-worked, and he felt so bad about having to let me go, that he’d re-hired me as her assistant.


  “Of course, I’d love to give Paul the pay check he used to have,” Deon told her, “But I checked with the board, and they wouldn’t let me. We can’t have someone subordinate to you on more pay than you. Sorry.” He was the picture of sincerity, and I could see Kristina’s heart melting, right in front of me.


  It’s a trick! I wanted to scream at her. Don’t listen to him! But I couldn’t say anything. I couldn’t tell her that her boss…our boss, now, was planning to seduce her. Deon was right about that: she’d be guilty and angry, after the way she’d responded to him the night before - I’d push her right into his hands.


  Kristina looked like she wanted to hug me in delight. And Deon. Especially Deon. “Thank you!” she told him. “Thank you, thank you, thank you! I’ll make you glad you did this!”


  “I’m sure you will,” he told her, his smile like a shark’s. “We need to talk about a few things. Now that we have two of you, we need to better define your roles. Paul, since you’re the junior, you’ll be doing everything that doesn’t require Kristina’s expertise. You know – the little things. If she needs a pad of paper, you get it. If the printer’s out of ink, you fix it. Okay?”


  I saw Kristina give a surprised smile – but there was a tiny smirk in there, too. The idea of having her husband as a minion obviously appealed.


  “Okay,” I agreed, a little hesitantly.


  “Good. Now, Kristina: your title’s always been ‘Personal Assistant’, but Geoff treated you like a secretary. I know you can be more than that. I want you organizing my day for me. Planning my trips, scheduling meetings, being pro-active. You’ll need to work a lot closer with me, okay?”


  Closer! I knew exactly what he meant by that.


  But Kristina was oblivious. “Sure!” she said, delightedly. “I’d love that!”


  “I think you should consider rethinking your wardrobe a little,” Deon told her, his voice gentle “Of course, I certainly can’t tell you what to wear. That would be wrong – and inappropriate.”


  “No, no!” Kristina said. She was desperate to please him. “Please, just tell me what you’re thinking!”


  “Well,” Deon said grudgingly. “As I said, it’s your decision. But you do tend to dress more like a secretary. Personal assistants these days – I mean, high-fliers, the sort who might move with a CEO to a different company, maybe wind up in a Fortune 500 company – they tend to dress a little more high-fashion, you know?”


  Kristina was nodding frantically. She didn’t want to be seen as someone stuck in the past. “You mean, like, higher heels?”


  “Well, yeah,” Deon said lazily. “That’s part of it.”


  Kristina looked down at her skirt. “And shorter skirts?”


  This was crazy: Kristina wasn’t the kind of woman to wear short skirts at work – in fact, she was pretty disparaging about the sort of women who did. I think that if he’d flat-out asked her to make the changes, she would have gotten angry. But he was manipulating her: making her talk herself into it.


  Deon nodded. “Yeah, I think you could afford to…flatter yourself a little more. If you wanted to.”


  Kristina nodded and stood. “Absolutely, Mr. Ross,” she told him. “I’ll get right on it.”


  “Deon.” he told her.


  “Deon.” And she was backing out of the door, smiling at him like he’d given her a pay rise, instead of somehow talked her into dressing sexier. The man had a tongue on him that could lure a priest into a brothel. What else was he going to talk her into?


   


  ***


   


  Kristina returned after a lengthy lunch break: she’d been shopping. We couldn’t afford new clothes but, as she pointed out, they were necessary for her job.


  When she returned from the restroom wearing her new outfit, I almost did a double take.


  Her normal low heels had been replaced with three-inch black, shining heels. Her legs, normally bare, were now slickly shining in black hold-ups, a seam running straight up the back. The knee-length skirt was gone, and in its place was one that stopped just below mid thigh. It was tight, black, and made of figure-hugging Lycra and cotton. A sort of ruffle effect ran around it, making it look fashionable. Without that detail, it would have been plain slutty.


  Kristina had swapped her old, conservative blouse for a tight, fitted one: it really showed off her curves. It was lower cut than her usual ones, too, with a mouth-watering valley of cleavage on display. If she’d worn it at home, I would have loved it. But here, in the office?


  It didn’t take long for me to start hearing comments. Little emails from friends, first asking what was going on with the sudden redundancy and re-hiring, and then, when they saw Kristina around the office, saying things like: ‘Kristina sure looks good today!’ There was always a jokey tone to it: they added a smiley face to let me know that hey, they were just kidding around. Some of these guys had known me for over ten years: they didn’t want me to think they were drooling over my wife.


  But I knew that was exactly what they were doing. Twice I walked in on conversations in the men’s room, smiles abruptly wiped off faces as I entered. I heard whispers and snippets of ‘legs’ and ‘tits’ and ‘ass’ and I knew they were talking about my wife. The woman they’d invited round to their houses, the one their wives gossiped to at barbeques. They were imagining her under them, or riding them, or bent over a desk.


  And coupled with that was the incredulous response when I told them about the new working arrangement. “You’re her assistant?” one friend asked me. It wasn’t that she was eight years younger than me, or even that she was a woman. It was that she was my wife.


  Deon had turned Kristina into a sex object and me into a laughing stock.


  A few days went past. I was on edge the whole time, waiting for Deon to make his move, but he was taking his time. I had no way of knowing if he and Kristina had talked about what had happened the night I’d tried to film them. Had she told him it was all a mistake: that she didn’t feel that way about him? Or had they just agreed to be discreet?


  As I watched them together, I could see the subtle ways he wielded his power over her: the way he’d order her into his office at a moment’s notice, or chide her for some paperwork she hadn’t done quite the way he wanted it. And instead of getting annoyed about her difficult boss, Kristina seemed to get more and more eager. She wanted his approval. More than that: she needed it. When she looked at him, it was like a teenage girl looking at the school stud: nervous and horny at the same time. And every time he looked at her, his gaze was like a caress down her ripe, perfect body.


  Towards the end of the first week of my new job, almost at the end of the day, Deon sent Kristina off on some errand, taking our car. When he called me into his office, I had a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach.


  “I’m going to call Kristina in here when she gets back,” Deon told me. “Do you want to go, or watch?”


  My eyes narrowed. “You son of a bitch,” I said quietly. “What are you going to do to her?”


  “Nothing she doesn’t want,” he told me, smirking.


  I wanted to rip his face off…but he was a head taller than me and maybe twice my weight. My hands clenched into useless fists. I still didn’t know how much Kristina had been acting, that night, and how much had been real. I knew she found him attractive, but thinking someone’s hot isn’t the same as cheating on your husband. I still didn’t think she’d do anything, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to leave him alone with her. “Watch,” I told him at last.


  He opened the door of his private restroom. “Then get inside.”


  I glared at him as I stalked into the small room. He left the light off, and started to close the door. I told him suddenly, “My wife won’t cheat on me!”


  He grinned. “Then you have nothing to worry about.” He left the door about an inch ajar. I had a great view out into his office, but no one out there would be able to see me in the shadows.


  Kristina returned just a few minutes later and came straight through to the inner office, confused as to why I wasn’t at my desk.


  “I sent him home in a cab,” Deon told her. “Close the door.” She did. I realized the building was pretty much deserted now. No-one was going to disturb them.


  He gazed at Kristina and she gazed back at him. I saw her bite her lower lip. “Deon…” she said hesitantly. “Deon, we can’t—”


  Attagirl! I thought, my heart soaring. I knew she wouldn’t cheat on me. The night before had been an aberration: she’d just been following my instructions. Okay, maybe she’d lost herself in the moment a little, but she wasn’t going to do it again, behind my back.


  Deon stepped towards her and I tensed. If he got rough with her, I planned to leap in. But he stopped when he was a foot from her and slowly traced the line of her arm with his finger. She gasped and caught her breath as he touched her. The finger traced up, along her shoulder. Over the collar of her blouse, and now he was touching the bare skin of her neck, his finger so dark against her pale flesh. She swallowed. “Deon—” she started, but she cut herself off. The finger rose higher. Up to her chin. Over her cheek. To her lips. He touched her there, on those soft, pouting lips, and she stared at him, eyes wide with…fear? Desire?


  And then she opened her mouth and allowed the tip of that dark, hard flesh between her lips.


  In the restroom I was seething, shaking. What was she doing? What kind of spell had he put her under? She’d never said anything about finding black guys attractive. Certainly not so attractive that she’d go off the deep end like this. She barely knew the guy!


  “This is wrong,” I heard her whisper as he slid his finger out for a second. “I have a husband.”


  “He isn’t here,” he told her, his voice a rumble you almost felt rather than heard.


  He leaned forward, his massive frame dwarfing her, and suddenly he was kissing her, her head tilted up to meet him as his tongue devoured her mouth. This time there was no doubt: this wasn’t for show. This was all her own doing. Like before, I could see her kissing him back: urgent and needy, actually pushing up to follow him when he drew his head back a little. She wanted this as much as he did!


  He broke the kiss. Him, not her. And then, staring deep into her eyes, he told her, “Strip for me.”


  Her jaw dropped open. “What? N-no—”


  I could see her cheeks flushing and felt a rush of victory. Now he’d gone too far. She was a married woman: not some hooker. She wasn’t going to give him a show. I waited to see how he’d react.


  Deon just sat down on the edge of his desk and said it again. “Strip for me.”


  Kristina stared at him, something between a glare and a look of raw lust. And then I felt something break inside me as she lifted her hands to her blouse and started unfastening the buttons, one by one.


  I saw Deon smirk at this. He didn’t dare glance over at the restroom, in case she noticed, but I could tell he wanted to. I watched as Kristina stripped off her blouse, revealing her lithe, pale body and the white lacy bra she wore. It wasn’t enough that he was going to seduce her. He was making her parade herself for him – show herself off like a cheap whore. How much of this was for my benefit? How much of this was about debasing her, and how much about humiliating me?


  She was unfastening her skirt now, jerking down the zip and letting it fall around her feet. She stood in simple white panties and bra, and I could see how heavy her breathing was from the way her breasts rose and fell. Her hold-ups were trimmed with black lace. The white bra and panties didn’t match them: they reminded me that she wasn’t some underwear model, not some pin-up fantasy dressed all in black. She was a woman who’d been ordered to strip by her boss. Her underwear wasn’t meant to be seen, wasn’t designed for seduction: that’s what made it so disturbing. And made it even more of a turn-on for Deon, no doubt.


  And for me. The sight of my wife’s body, the way her breasts bobbed and swayed in their bra, her long legs shining in the stockings…it was giving me a hard-on that was almost painful. Why couldn’t we do this at home? Why would she only do this here, in secret, for a man she’d only just met? It didn’t make any sense.


  “Take off your panties,” Deon told her.


  She looked like she was in a trance. She was staring at him, but her eyes were glazed – like they’d been when we had sex. Her breathing was low and heavy, and I could see beads of sweat breaking out on the upper valleys of her breasts.


  Kristina had pretty clear feelings about strippers and prostitutes. Back in Sweden, they had strong laws against it. She’d always spoken savagely about such women, declaring them sluts. Yet now, she was stripping off in just the same way they would – for a stranger. Was this part of the same thing I’d seen before – her need to be dominated? My stomach lurched. God, did she want to be humiliated, on some level?


  Her thumbs hooked into the sides of her panties, stretching the fabric away from her hips an inch or so. She toyed with it for a second, hesitating. Then she pushed it down, displaying the small, soft strip of golden hair she kept there, her lips themselves waxed smooth and bare. She bent, pushing the panties down until they dropped down her calves and she could kick them away. Her naked lips were clearly visible, even from where I was standing. Deon must have had a great view.


  “Open your legs a little,” he told her. I saw her bite her lip…and then she stepped her legs apart, and her outer lips flowered open.


  “Now play with yourself,” he said. “Two fingers in you. And answer my questions.”


  Kristina slowly slid a hand down her body and over her lips. I watched as she eased the tips of two fingers into herself. She started to slide them back and forth.


  “Do you love your husband?” Deon asked.


  I had to stop myself gasping.


  Kristina swallowed. “Yes,” she told him. She was clearly uncomfortable with the questioning. There was something she didn’t want to admit to.


  “Then why aren’t you at home, fucking him?”


  She swallowed. “Because…you needed me here.” She didn’t stop moving her fingers.


  “No. Try again.”


  “Because…you want me.”


  “I do want you…but that’s not enough for you to be here, is it, Kristina?”


  I had an awful feeling I knew what was coming. I silently braced my hand against the wall.


  “Because…” Her fingers were moving faster, now. “Because I want you,” she almost whispered.


  My stomach lurched. Please let me have misheard!


  “What was that, Kristina?” Deon asked.


  She closed her eyes for a second, her fingers still moving.


  “Look at me when I’m speaking to you!” he ordered.


  Her eyes snapped open. “Because I want you,” she said, and it was almost a groan.


  That was what she’d been scared of, I realized. That he’d make her admit what was going on inside her, the darkness he’d awoken in her. He knew her better than I knew her – better even than she knew herself.


  A smile spread across his face. “Stop playing with yourself,” he told her. She stopped immediately, and moved her hand away. Her outer lips were open, and between them, I could see the evidence of her arousal, the inner flesh glistening like jewels.


  “Take off your bra, now, Kristina. And unpin your hair.”


  She reached back and undid the clasp, and her breasts swung free. The night before, she’d been facing away from me. Now, I had almost as good a view as Deon. Perfectly shaped, just the right amount of weight and ripe softness, topped with nipples that were so delicately rosy pink, I’d always been gentle with them. I glanced at Deon. He wouldn’t be gentle with them. He wouldn’t be gentle at all.


  Kristina slowly unpinned her hair and shook it out – golden waves falling like liquid over her shoulders. I’d always loved her hair: it feels like silk against your skin. I liked to run the tips of my fingers through it, watching the sunlight light up each strand.


  Deon slid his hand into Kristina’s hair and used a thick handful to draw her to him, mashing her lips against his. I bristled at the rough treatment. Why wasn’t she complaining? Why didn’t she stop him? But the only thing that escaped her lips, as they broke their kiss for a second, was a soft groan of pleasure. She was loving it: she wanted him to be in control – to be a little rough with her, even. I gritted my teeth. She wanted him to do all the things I couldn’t.


  The next shock was when Deon gripped my wife around the waist – his hands were so big they almost seemed to encircle it – and lifted her easily onto his desk. They were side-on to me, so I could see everything that unfolded. I wanted to screw my eyes shut…and yet I could feel my cock was hard. It was happening again: I didn’t want my wife to cheat on me…but the sight of it happening was turning me on.


  Deon set her on the very edge of the desk and then sank to his knees. It took a second for it to register: he was going to go down on her. The thought of another man’s lips there drove me insane: I put my hand on the doorknob to yank the door wide…but then I stood there, my arm frozen. If I opened it, if I caught my wife in the act, I was going to have to confront her. Face up to the fact she was cheating.


  I couldn’t do it.


  Deon glanced towards the bathroom, a smirk on his lips. Then he stared straight at Kristina’s exposed sex, just inches from his face, breathing in the scent of her. I could feel myself trembling with rage, as angry at myself for my own inaction as I was at him. I watched as he used his elbows to spread my wife’s knees lewdly apart, and her mouth opened into a dark ‘O’ as she prepared herself for what he was about to do. I could see her breasts rising and falling as she struggled for breath. She was more aroused than I’d ever seen her. She was never like this with me.


  Then Deon pushed his face between her legs and she arched her back, crying out. I was close enough that I could see Deon’s tongue, heavy and thick, lashing over her clit and then tracing down her folds.


  Kristina rocked her hips forward to meet him, her head going back. “God!”


  He started to lap at her, her soft lips shining in the harsh office lights. She was breathing faster, and I was almost mimicking her, the air burning in my chest at the sight before me. My wife: my innocent, beautiful wife, stripped down to a hooker’s outfit of stockings and heels – worse than naked, somehow – sitting on a desk with her legs spread. Her boss, still fully dressed, kneeling in front of her, his tongue probing her most secret, guarded spot. My knuckles were white on the doorknob. How had we come to this?


  The sensations were getting too much for her – I could tell. I recognized it from our own sex: she’d reach the point where it was just too much, and I’d have to back off. I could see her thighs squeezing together, forcing him away.


  But instead of moving back, he put one huge hand on each of her pale thighs and pushed hard, spreading her brutally wide, wide enough that she gave a shocked little “Oh!”. He resumed his licking and she twisted and gasped in response. I saw her hands reach for him once, twice, on the very verge of pushing him away…but her hands formed fists and then sank to the desk as she gave herself up to the pleasure.


  He’d changed his approach now: was circling his tongue on her clit in a steady, insistent rhythm, his whole head moving as she jerked in response. I saw her eyes screw shut and then, to my dismay, she reached down and grabbed the back of his head with both hands, pulling him harder to her.


  “Yes!” I heard her hiss. “Yes! Like that!”


  My teeth hurt, and I realized I’d been clenching my jaw.


  Then Kristina took a huge gasp of air, her spine snapping straight, and she shuddered. The moan she gave was a cry of utter release – as if she’d had it bottled up for days. Months? Years? I saw the pink flush blossom across her chest: there was no doubting that I’d just watched her orgasm with another man.


  As she sat there panting, Deon stood up. Kristina leant forward, unable to support herself, and rested her forehead on his chest. Her eyes were closed: she couldn’t see what he was doing.


  He was unzipping his pants and drawing his cock out.


  Suddenly everything changed. There was a line here: if he actually penetrated her…the thought of another man’s cock inside my wife was unthinkable. I opened the door, disgusted at myself for the rock-hard erection I felt straining against my thigh.


  The door moved silently, but Deon must have caught it out of the very corner of his eye, because he looked round. He smiled at me – a crocodile’s smile.


  I was standing exposed in the doorway now. If Kristina opened her eyes, she’d see me immediately. I hovered on the threshold, about to call her name.


  Then I thought of how she’d react. The tears and guilt. Then the anger – at me, for not being man enough to satisfy her at home, for driving her to this. It was me who’d pressured her to kiss him in the first place: I’d set this whole thing in motion. It was my fault.


  If I confronted her, I’d have to face up to it all. Knowing she was cheating was tearing me apart. But her knowing that I knew, having to have that conversation…that was unthinkable.


  Deon grinned at me and hefted his erection. I looked down at it, and almost gasped out loud.


  His cock was maybe half the length again of mine, and much thicker. It’s not like I’m small – only a little below average – but it made mine look like a toy. There was no way Kristina could take him: she was tight even for me. He’d hurt her…ruin her. I looked into Deon’s eyes, panicked, and frantically shook my head.


  He just smirked, and waved me back into the restroom.


  I couldn’t let him fuck her. But I couldn’t stop him, either.


  Face burning with shame, I closed the door until it was open just a crack again. I saw his look of triumph before he turned back to Kristina and pushed her gently back off his shoulder. She opened her eyes, still unaware I was there.


  Deon stepped in between her spread thighs and positioned himself. My wife glanced down, and her mouth opened wide as she saw the size of him.


  “It’s…” I saw her swallow. “Wait, it’s…I’m not sure…”


  “Bigger than your husband’s?” Deon smiled.


  “…Yes.”


  I was expecting it, but that didn’t make it any easier to hear. A hot blast of humiliation swept through me. I watched as he moved the swollen, purple-grey head to her slickened opening.


  “Wait,” she said. “Wait—”


  He paused. He wasn’t going to force himself on her, I realized. He wanted her to want it. He’d make her beg, if he could. In the bathroom, I’d crossed my arms to try to stop me from wrenching the door open. Was she having second thoughts? Was the reality of it, of another man inside her, making her remember our marriage? It all hung on this. If she resisted him and walked away, this whole thing would be over.


  I saw Kristina bite her lip. I willed her to say, “This is wrong. I’m married.”


  “…go slow,” she said at last.


  A slow grin broke across Deon’s face. He put his hands on her naked hips and prepared to push into her. That’s when I realized he wasn’t going to put a condom on.


  Time seemed to stop.


  He couldn’t fuck her without a condom! She wasn’t on the pill! I waited for her to say something, to stop him. But she was so turned on she hadn’t noticed…or didn’t care. I wanted to yell, to scream at them, but I didn’t dare open my mouth. My fingers dug so hard into my folded arms that the next day, I had bruises.


  She looked down as he entered her: we watched together as the thick, naked head parted her outer lips, then slid in past the inner ones. I could see her moisture shining wetly: the evidence of the climax he’d already given her. She gasped at the invasion, his thickness beginning to stretch her. But he pushed steadily forward, her own wetness sealing her fate. Her hands grabbed his shoulders, clenching and relaxing, kneading the muscles there as her tightness made him slow down. She was biting her lip. He was hurting her, or on the verge of it, and I gave a low hiss of anger.


  “So big,” she almost chanted, “God, so big…”


  But she didn’t tell him to stop. He kept moving, and I watched the black shaft sink slowly between her thighs. She was drum-tight around him, her breath coming in high little gasps.


  She can’t take all of him, I thought desperately. But he kept going, until only three inches or so remained outside her. And then he began to move.


  He started slow: he had to, she was so tight. Long, smooth strokes, going no deeper at first, letting her body adjust to him. I could see her eyes widen every time he plunged into her – the shock at his size, at the fact she was taking him. His hands slid further under her hips, under the firm cheeks of her ass, and he lifted her slightly, tilting her up to him, allowing him to take her even deeper.


  On the next stroke he slowed at the end and…pushed. I saw my wife’s eyes go wide at the sensation: at feeling the head right up inside her, stretching her. She looked horribly small and delicate next to his huge, hulking body, and I almost stepped forward to stop it.


  But though her hands tightened on his shoulders, she didn’t protest. On the next stroke he went a little deeper still, and her eyes squeezed shut, biting her lip. And then on the next, at last, he shoved himself right up inside her, and I saw her body jerk as the head nudged against her back wall. He held her there for a second, her body rigid against his, pressing close to her so that her breasts pillowed against his chest.


  “Does he feel like that?” he asked her.


  She shook her head wildly, as if words were beyond her.


  “Do you want it?” he asked, his voice like silk.


  There was a second’s hesitation. Then she nodded.


  And he began to thrust.


  He wasn’t slow now. He let her upper body lean back and gripped her ass hard as he started to slam into her, all the way in each time. Her tightness had them both gasping: I could only imagine how good her satin wetness felt. My vision seemed to shrink down to that dark rod of flesh, shining now with her juices, plunging between her stretched, pink lips. My own cock was harder than I’d ever known it, and it was all I could do to resist stroking myself. I knew that if I did, I’d come right there and then.


  That triggered an unpleasant thought. Deon wasn’t wearing a condom. She had to tell him to pull out before…. I looked at her face; eyes closed and mouth panting. Would she remember? Did she even realize?


  Deon was grunting now, and he wrapped one arm around my wife’s slender waist to keep her in position while he reached for her breasts with the other. I watched him maul the full, soft flesh, her nipples already hard, low moans escaping her as he rubbed. His thrusts sped up. They were both getting close: she had to tell him, she had to—


  I could see her mouth working: she was trying to form words. “Y-you…” she told him. “You have to—have to—”


  “Oh, I’ll fuck you, baby. Don’t worry,” he told her.


  She shook her head weakly. “N-no…you have to…have to pull out—”


  He ignored her, starting to grunt now – low, animal noises that unsettled me. He wasn’t seducing her now. He wasn’t even fucking her. He was taking what he wanted.


  “D-Deon,” she told him, gasping. “Pull out…I’m not on the pill.” She was having trouble speaking: I could tell she was close to the edge.


  He kept pumping her, and his strokes were getting faster, more erratic. “Call me Mr. Ross,” he told her.


  She swallowed. I saw her face flush, and the humiliation made her hesitate, just for a second. “Please pull out…M-Mr. Ross,” she managed.


  “Too late,” he gasped, and pushed all the way inside her one last time. She let out a cry as he hit the very limit of her, and then I saw his hips jerk and she let out a louder, anguished shriek. He was coming inside her, and I knew his cock was right up against the opening to her womb. Deon’s pants were around his thighs and I could see his shining black ass clenching as jet after hot jet blasted into my wife. And even as she felt it and her eyes widened in horror, I could see the sensation tip her over the edge. She hadn’t felt a man come inside her in years. Her legs came up and wrapped around Deon’s thighs, pulling him to her, and she pressed her breasts to his chest. I saw her knuckles whiten on his shoulders as her body twitched and shook.


  It had happened. Another man had shot his load inside her. She was his. Worse, because she always made me use a condom…she was his more than she was mine.


  Deon slowly got his breathing back under control, and then leaned in and kissed her hard. “You’re a great fuck,” he told her. And then he said something that made my blood run cold. “We’re going to have a lot of fun. Paul never needs to know.”


  This wasn’t a one-time thing. He was planning on taking her again – carrying on an affair right under my nose. I was to be, as far as Kristina knew, the naïve, oblivious husband. Only it was worse than that: Deon was going to make sure I saw it all.


  When he stepped away from her, I saw for an instant the slow drip of creamy white cum trickling from between the puffy lips of her sex. Then she was closing her thighs and standing on shaky legs, bending to pick up her clothes. My cock was painfully hard in my pants. What was wrong with me, that I found the sight of him fucking her a turn-on, even as it humiliated me?


  Deon kissed her goodbye, and asked her to drop a suit off at the all-night dry cleaners before he sent her on her way. To give me time to get home before her, I realized. He was dialing the cab company even as he motioned me out of the bathroom.


  “Did you enjoy that, Paul?” he asked me lazily. His eyes were half-lidded, basking in the post-orgasmic high. From fucking my wife, I thought.


  “You bastard,” I told him. “I’ll get even with you. If it’s the last thing I ever—”


  He held up his hand for silence as he spoke to the cab company. Like an idiot, I obeyed.


  When he put the phone away, he sighed. “You started this, Paul,” he told me. “You tried to wreck my career.”


  I glared at him, but I knew he was right. Or would he have tried to fuck Kristina anyway? If she hadn’t been leading him on, the night before, would he have made a move? Had I caused the affair, or just sped it up? I’d never know.


  “Go home,” he told me. “Kiss your wife and go to bed. I’ll see you bright and early tomorrow.” And he laughed.


  I closed my eyes for a second, trying to get a grip on my anger. Getting mad with him wasn’t working: I had nothing to threaten him with. “Please,” I said at last. “Please: okay, I messed up. I’m sorry. Please stop this, now.”


  He looked at me uncomprehendingly. “But I’m having a good time. And your wife’s having a good time. Aren’t you having a good time, Paul?”


  I glared at him. “No!”


  He looked down at the obvious bulge at my groin. “You sure?”


  I barged past him and out of the office. His laughter followed me down the hall.


   


  ***


   


  I made it home ten minutes before Kristina. When she arrived, I was pacing the lounge, trying to work out what to say to her. She immediately kissed me, more affectionate than I’d expected. But then as far as she was concerned, we hadn’t seen each other in hours.


  “Everything okay?” I asked. I was hoping she’d tell me the truth. If she did, maybe we could salvage this thing. Maybe she could tell Deon she’d had second thoughts, quit the job and we could go back to a normal life – or something like it.


  “Great,” she told me. “Tired. Deon wanted to get all the paperwork finished.”


  I stared at her, aghast. How was she doing this? How could she lie so blatantly to my face? I could spot the evidence of their coupling. The scent of his cologne on her. Her hair, pinned back up but slightly mussed. One her stockings was laddered on the calf, where she’d wrapped her legs around him. If I hadn’t known, would I have noticed any of that, or would I have been oblivious?


  Had she done this before?


  Kristina said she was tired, and that she just wanted a shower before bed. I stood outside the bathroom, listening to the hiss and slosh of the water. Washing him off you…and out of you, I thought bitterly.


  She was asleep almost immediately after crawling into bed. She wore just panties, and looking at her almost nude body, stretched out innocently next to me, I couldn’t reconcile it with the woman I’d seen Deon fuck. How could she sleep so soundly, knowing what she’d done?


  I lay there fuming for almost an hour, running over and over it in my mind, watching that black cock plough between her soft pink lips, my own cock hard as rock. Eventually, I tore back the sheets, stormed into the bathroom and started jerking myself off. I couldn’t believe what I was doing: was I really whacking off to the image of another man fucking my wife? But I’d never felt a need like it: it felt like I’d explode if I didn’t do something.


  I thought of him getting her to strip. Spreading her thighs apart. His big cock driving into her. Stretching her—


  With a groan, I shot my load…and then I stood there panting. What the hell was going on? What was wrong with me? My wife was fucking another man – behind my back, as far as she knew. Even if it all stopped tomorrow, I was going to have to live with what she’d done. If it went on, I knew our marriage was at risk. And there was a real danger that Kristina could get pregnant: might even be pregnant already. And yet, humiliated and angry as I was, seeing them together had turned me on in a way I’d never felt before.


   


  ***


   


  I was hoping that the cold light of a new day would snap Kristina back to reality and make her realize what she’d done. But she didn’t seem guilty: just distracted. I caught her smiling to herself a few times, and I knew what she was remembering.


  When we got to work, I made an excuse to see Deon and went into the inner office, closing the door behind me. He looked like he’d been expecting me.


  I leaned in over his desk and spoke quietly. “Look,” I said, “Please, okay? Please stop this now.”


  He shrugged. “I already told you: no. Didn’t you enjoy last night?”


  I stared at him, dumbfounded.


  “Did she let you fuck her, afterwards?” He must have read my face, because he smirked. “Oh, that’s too bad. Did you whack off, then?” He leaned forwards in his seat. “Did you think about me fucking your wife?”


  “Shut up,” I said quietly.


  “Did you think about my big, black cock sliding into that tight little pussy?” He licked his lips. “She is tight, Paul, I’ll give you that. They breed ‘em that way, in Sweden?”


  I cringed. Which only made him push harder.


  “You wife’s cunt,” he told me, very slowly and clearly, “felt like a goddamn glove. Course, it won’t be that tight for you anymore. Now she’s used to me, I doubt she’ll even feel you.”


  I bunched my fists, without even being conscious of it. He noticed, though.


  “Oh, is that making you mad? How hot she is for me? Because she does want it, Paul. And now I’ve had her once, she’ll come runnin’ back again and again, any time I ask.”


  I shook my head. “She’s not….”


  “She’s not what? She’s not like that? How the fuck do you know what your wife’s like, when you only fuck her once a month?”


  My face was red with humiliation. “She’s not—She won’t run to you. Last night was…was….”


  “An exception? Is that what you think? You think butter wouldn’t melt in her cute little mouth? Let me tell you about Kristina, Paul. There’s been a slut inside her just waiting to get out for years. I knew it as soon as I saw her in those god-awful clothes she used to wear. You’ve been kissing her feet, Paul, but what she needs is to be on her knees—”


  I shook my head violently. “No! Not Kristina—”


  “Yes, Paul. You want me to show you? Let’s have a little demonstration. Go to the men’s room, right now. Get in a stall.”


  What? Why did he want me to go to the men’s room? Did he mean to fuck her here, while I waited?


  “Go!” His expression told me he wasn’t kidding.


  “Wait,” I said. “Kristina’s not on the pill!”


  He just laughed. Clearly he’d already figured that out from her desperate pleading the night before. “Yeah. Maybe I’ll get her knocked up for you, Paul. How would that be?”


  I stared at him, horrified. “No!”


  “Oh yeah. I’ll make sure to shoot right on target. How about a nice big black baby to explain to all your neighbors? Doesn’t bother me – I’ll be at some other company long before she ever even begins to show. But you’ll be there for it, Paul. You’ll watch that tight little tummy of hers swell up like a balloon. Those ripe titties that hang down just the right amount? Oh, they’re going to be big, Paul; they’re going to be swollen with milk for junior. Everywhere you go, people are going to be congratulating you on that big bump under her dress, but you’ll know it’s mine. And when she squeezes out that black baby, everybody else is going to know it, too. They’re going to know you weren’t man enough to stop your wife straying.”


  He smirked up at me, waiting for my reaction. I knew I’d gone pale. I felt like I was going to throw up. Without a word, I turned and marched from his office, and then straight through the outer one, past a worried-looking Kristina.


  Like everything else in the company, the men’s room hadn’t had much money spent on it. It was clean enough, but everything looked…cheap. Cracked tiles that should have been replaced. Dripping faucets. The doors on the stalls were lightweight and flimsy, and probably hadn’t fit well into their frames even when they were new.


  The place was empty. I stepped into a stall, closing the door but not locking it. What was happening, back in the office? Had he already ordered her to his desk? Was he taking her clothes off right now? My hands knotted in my hair as I ran through the possibilities. On the desk again? Over the desk? Why wasn’t he making me watch, this time?


  I heard someone enter the room. No, two people. But there was something weird: only one of them had the heavy footsteps of a man. The other was….


  “We can’t!” Kristina said in a low hiss. “Deon, please!”


  He shushed her. “In here.”


  I heard them go into the stall next to mine. Nausea rose inside me. I thought of the Kristina I knew, the gentle, shy woman who baked mint choc-chip cookies for fundraisers, who campaigned on women’s issues, who had a goddamn degree, for pity’s sake! And he was going to fuck her in the men’s room: as if that’s all she was worth! Worse, he was deliberately risking getting caught. If they were seen or heard, the whole office would know Deon was fucking my wife.


  I could hear Kristina weakly protesting, but he silenced her with another kiss. I recognized the low growl in her throat as she melted under his lips, and then the sound of buttons opening. He was unbuttoning her blouse. Then I heard the elastic rasp of her bra being unfastened.


  “On your knees, Kristina,” he told her. She must have hesitated, because he repeated it. He wasn’t bothering to whisper: he wanted me to hear. I heard his zipper open. He was going to make her blow him: on her knees, in the men’s room. He was treating her like a whore.


  Kristina had never much liked giving head. She’d do it for me, very occasionally. But she’d never been enthusiastic about it. Now, though, I could hear her licking him, and I could swear there was a low moan in her throat, as if she was getting as much pleasure from it as he was. The wall of the stall shook briefly, and I realized Deon had braced his hands either side of him.


  My hand had inched the door of my stall open before I was really aware of doing it. I leaned out of my stall and around to theirs. The stall doors had a good-sized gap between frame and door. With my face pressed up against the door, it was easy to see through the crack.


  My wife was on her knees, stockinged legs kicked back behind her. She was topless, her blouse and bra in a pile on the floor. I had a three-quarters view of her as she sucked on the head of Deon’s cock. They both had their eyes closed, and Kristina was reaching up to stroke his cock with one hand in time with her sucking.


  As I watched, Deon snaked one arm down and rested a huge hand on the back of Kristina’s head. He didn’t push with it: he just left it there and gently moved his hips forward to force more of his cock into her. Kristina instinctively moved back: she didn’t like it deep – she’d never taken more than the head of even my small cock in her mouth. But then the soft bundle of pinned hair on the back of her head pressed against his palm, preventing any further retreat.


  I watched as another inch of stiff black cock slid into her mouth, her soft, luscious lips stretched around his girth. She made a little noise of protest in her throat, but it was a weak one. She didn’t stop her sucking, and her hand kept stroking at his length. I could see her cheeks hollow prettily as she started to suck in earnest, the movements as her tongue lashed over him. Deon gave a grunt of approval. And then he pushed forward another inch.


  Her eyes flew open now, and she tried to move back again. But his hand still trapped her, and she had to accept him, her mouth now full to capacity. And a good half of his length remained. I had an awful feeling that I knew what he was going to do.


  He reached down with his other hand and put one finger under her chin, the contrast between his dark skin and her paleness striking. He lifted her head, so that she was looking up at him. And then I saw him smile down at her. A wicked smile, a smile that spoke of awful things to come.


  He was going to make her deep throat him.


  Kristina realized it at the same time I did. She stopped stroking him. I saw her try to shake her head, and she gave a muffled “Mfffnnooo.”


  He smirked.


  I clenched my fists. She didn’t want to do it, and he was going to make her anyway! I took a deep breath, about to hammer on the door.


  But then he took his hand away from her head, leaving her free to move. It sunk in that he wanted her to do it despite her reluctance.


  And she did.


  As he moved slowly forwards, his cock reached the back of her throat and she gagged, her whole body jerking, her naked breasts bouncing on her chest. He stopped for an instant. Moved back and pushed forward again, and she gagged again. She looked imploringly up at him, eyes huge. Don’t make me do this, she seemed to be saying. But he wasn’t holding her: she could move away any time she liked. She was staying put – I felt the rage building inside – to please him.


  He moved back and thrust forward again…and this time he kept going. Her eyes snapped wide and her hands rose as if to stop him…but she stopped just short of touching him. I knew from her panicked reaction that he’d pushed into her throat.


  She huffed air through her nostrils for a few seconds, the thick, spongy head almost filling her tight passage. He gave her just a second to get used to it, and then he pushed further, the dark length disappearing between her lips, the head of him pushing down her throat. She gagged and trembled, her eyes beseeching him to stop, but she did nothing to resist. And then, with a final rush of flesh, he pressed all the way into her, her lips a taut band of red around the base of him, her pale throat filled with his length.


  “Play with yourself, Kristina,” he told her, and she was as surprised as I was by the order. Shakily, she put one hand between her thighs, reaching up under her skirt. I saw her stiffen as she touched herself. Deon made no move to draw back from her throat, and as she rubbed herself she had to breathe around him, sucking in air in tight little gasps. Her hand was hidden, but I could see from the movements of her arm that she was increasing her pace – much quicker than normal. It was his cock, I realized with a stab of pain. Having him in her mouth and throat, or kneeling like this before him, or being in the men’s room – or all three. It was all conspiring to send her into a frenzy, and now that he’d freed her to, she was going to bring herself off, thinking about it.


  Deon was right. On some level, she liked this treatment. She liked it nasty, and sordid, and even rough. I thought back to her coaxing my hands onto her wrists. I’d missed this need in her, all these years. Even now that I knew, there was nothing I could do about it. I couldn’t treat her that way: I just wasn’t that sort of guy.


  As she rubbed herself faster and faster, something began to happen. Her head began to make little movements, back and forth on his cock. I could see her cheeks moving as her tongue licked and swirled around his shaft.


  I watched as his cock started to emerge from between her lips, shining wetly now. She moved back until it was halfway out and then pushed back in again. Soon, she was bobbing her head on his cock, and although she was still gagging occasionally as he went into her throat, she looked like….


  A professional, I thought bitterly. Half-naked, on her knees, sucking the cock of a man in a suit. Anyone who caught them now would take her for a call girl. My wife!


  Deon grinned as she worked at him. He bent down and cupped her breasts, squeezing and fondling them. She moaned around his cock and he growled at the vibrations. And now he started to move himself, his hips pumping back and forth, his length poling in and out of her hot, sucking throat as she knelt passively before him. Her hand was frantic now between her thighs: they were both rushing towards their climaxes. Was he going to come in her mouth? Better there than—


  He suddenly pulled out of her, and she choked just a little. The size of it made me silently gasp as I saw it emerge: inch after inch of shining dark flesh. All that had been down her throat!


  Without words, he hooked his hands under her arms and pulled, drawing her to her feet. She stopped rubbing herself, a look of frustration on her face. But he was already sitting down on the toilet, his cock standing erect. Offering her something better.


  She unfastened her skirt and dropped it to the ground, then slipped off her panties. She stepped forward, preparing to straddle him—


  The door to the restroom banged open as someone came in.


  My heart in my mouth, I jumped back inside my stall and silently closed the door. I didn’t dare shoot the bolt across: Kristina would hear. I stood there with my hand on the knob, praying the newcomer didn’t try the door.


  I heard them walk over to the urinal. A few seconds later, the sound of liquid hitting porcelain. I breathed a little easier: but what was going on next door? Had they stopped? Was he fucking her? What if one of them made a noise? My mind shredded as I thought of my wife being discovered, naked except for stockings and heels, in a toilet stall with the boss. Long after he’d moved on to another job, she’d still be known as the office slut. And I’d be the butt of a thousand jokes.


  The newcomer moved to the sinks, washed his hands and left. Almost before the door had closed, I was out of my stall and leaning around to the one next to me, peering through the slit to see….


  My wife was standing with her back to me, straddling Deon, the pale globes of her ass gleaming in the harsh, fluorescent light. She had one hand down between her legs and had been slowly, silently rubbing herself. I got there just in time to see her take her hand away, her fingers shining with her juices.


  She bent her knees, lowering herself onto Deon’s cock. My stomach lurched as I saw the erect flesh was still naked. Surely after last time she’d stop – tell him to put a condom on? But she didn’t even hesitate as the head pressed between her lips and then plunged slowly into her. Her head went back as he stretched her wide, and this time I had a better view than in the office. I could see his cock framed between her thighs, sinking slowly into her. She went slowly, his size making her gasp. But she didn’t stop until he was all the way inside her, the heels of her gleaming black shoes tapping on the floor as she shifted position.


  “Fuck me,” he told her, his voice making me jump after so long in silence. She took a deep breath and started to move, her firm ass clenching as she rose up and then parting as she slid down. Once again, he’d only bothered to lower his pants to his thighs – he was still virtually dressed, and she was almost naked. I couldn’t help myself: I slid one hand down to my pants and started rubbing my aching cock through the cloth.


  What am I doing? I should be stopping them!


  She leant forward as she rode him, her breasts in his face. He sat back, letting her do all the work, and opened his mouth wide to take one breast in his mouth. She groaned as he started to suck on it, his hands cupping her ripe ass cheeks at the same time. She closed her eyes again, her hips moving faster, faster as her peak approached. Deon let the breast slip from his mouth, the flesh glistening wetly…and the sight of it, of that gleaming, slick flesh, tipped me over the edge. I realized too late that I was about to shoot and grabbed myself hard through my pants: but the warm, sticky fluid was already erupting.


  Shit!


  As I watched the stain spread across the front of my pants, Deon leaned back from my wife. “I’m going to come,” he grunted, his voice tight. “I’m going to come inside you, Kristina.”


  Stop him! I silently begged. The reality of the situation sluiced through me like ice water. Stop him before—


  But she didn’t. She didn’t protest, or try to rise off him. Her gorgeous, pale ass kept rising and falling, her tight, clinging sex stroking him faster and faster until—


  “Ah!” Deon’s hips suddenly stabbed up—


  No!


  His hands gripped Kristina’s flanks to hold her in place, fingers cruel in her soft flesh. But there was no need: she was already bucking atop him, in the grip of her own climax. She was tight against him, his cock all the way up inside her, and there was almost no movement as he came: just quick little shudders of his groin as he fired stream after stream into her. But I knew only too well what was happening…and what the consequences could be. My mind raced: when was her last period? About two weeks ago. She was right in the middle of her cycle!


  And just then, as it sank in that my wife might very well have just been impregnated, Deon looked up and stared straight into my eyes. Maybe he could see the shadow of me through the slit – more likely he just knew I’d be watching. He gave me a sneer, and I knew he wasn’t going to stop this game until my wife was pregnant…or until I called a stop to it.


  I slunk back into my stall and held the door closed as they dressed. I heard them kissing again. Then:


  “What if Paul finds out?” Kristina’s voice. Edgy and breathless from her climax.


  “He won’t. Trust me, Paul has no idea what’s going on. Or what you need.” They kissed again, and she let out a soft sigh, as if she was ready for him to take her again, right there and then.


  When they’d gone, I cleaned myself up as best I could with paper towels. There was still an obvious stain on my pants: I’d have to go home and change.


  Using a file to cover the front of my pants, I marched through the outer office. I heard Kristina catch her breath as I walked in, and I looked across at her. There was panic in her eyes, just for a second. She was wondering if I knew.


  “Everything okay?” she asked. I saw her throat bob as she nervously swallowed.


  I hesitated. I had to tell her…but this wasn’t the right time. Not while I was standing there sticky with cum, with Deon in the next room. I had to get her alone, at home. “Great,” I said at last. “Had to go down to the fourth floor.”


  I saw her relax, a smile breaking across her face. And was there something else: just a hint of…superiority? Stupid Paul, doesn’t suspect a thing.


  I went into the inner office, closing the door behind me. Deon beamed.


  “Enjoy yourself, Paul?” he asked.


  “No! Of course not!”


  He sneered. “I beg to differ. Move the file.”


  He already knew what I was hiding. I slowly moved the file away and he guffawed at the stain. “Oh, man: you couldn’t even get it out of your pants? What was it that did it for you, Paul? My big black cock or seeing your wife as a whore?”


  “Shut up!” Despite her deception, I wasn’t going to let him talk about her like that.


  “Oh, but she was, Paul. She really was. When I had my cock all the way down that sweet white throat of hers, all tight and hot? Mmm-hmm. Damn, we should turn that girl pro and make some money!”


  I flew at him, bringing my fist round in an arc, screaming as I did it. I didn’t care who heard. I didn’t care about consequences anymore.


  Deon raised one huge hand and caught my fist, as immovable as a wall. His face went sour as he stared at me. Then he pushed, and I went sprawling backwards onto the floor.


  Kristina raced in as I landed. “What happened?” She looked genuinely concerned.


  Deon was rising from his seat, faking his own worried look. “Paul tripped. You okay, buddy?”


  I wasn’t hurt, but I’d lost my grip on the file. When I got up, Kristina would see the stain on my pants. “Sure.”


  “Let me help you,” said Kristina, coming closer and taking my hand.


  “I’m fine!” I told her, snatching it away. Kristina looked shocked, then annoyed. But I couldn’t let her see the front of my pants. I stalked out of the room, keeping my back to her. I walked straight out to the parking lot, drove home and changed.


   


  ***


   


  When I got back to the office, I told Kristina I’d spilled a cup of coffee over myself. I sat there the rest of the day, stewing. Every time Kristina went into Deon’s office and closed the door, I wondered if they were kissing – or more. Was Deon going to make me watch every time? Or was he fucking her when I wasn’t there? I couldn’t decide which was worse.


  Kristina was silent in the car on the way home. She didn’t seem annoyed: I’d already apologized about five times for blowing up at her when I ‘fell’. It was more like her mind was elsewhere. Like I was just some guy she shared a house with, now, and she had a whole other life to think about.


  After dinner, as she sat on the couch, I leaned over and kissed her. She let me for a second and then pulled away. “I’m not in the mood,” she told me.


  I could feel the rage building inside me. You were in the mood when you were down on your knees in a goddamn toilet stall!


  “What?” she asked, blinking. She could see how annoyed I was. There was no panic in her eyes now: she wasn’t even entertaining the notion that I might know about the affair.


  “Nothing,” I told her at last, and went to bed alone. When she joined me an hour later, I pretended to be asleep. At first, she lay still: then I heard her move one hand down her body and under her panties. She started rubbing herself: first slowly, then faster and faster. I forced myself to breathe slowly and deeply, even as anger welled up inside me. Her body went rigid and she gasped and trembled. She was thinking about him. Even in our own bed, when we were alone, he was still controlling us.


  I had to fix this. I had to stop it before things went any further, or my marriage was over. If I told her, she’d tell Deon. And in turn, Deon would tell her the truth: that I enjoyed seeing them together, that I even whacked off to it. What would that do to Kristina? Bad enough that she was cheating on me: if she thought I enjoyed it, she’d either keep right on doing it…or realize I was some sort of pervert and leave me.


  I didn’t sleep for a long, long time.


   


  ***


   


  Three days went by. Nothing seemed to happen between Deon and Kristina: I should have been glad, but it sent me steadily insane. Every time they went into his office, I was convinced they were fucking, but they’d always re-emerge far too soon for it to have happened. At the time, I suspected Deon was deliberately holding off, just to drive me crazy. With hindsight, he was doing it to frustrate Kristina, so that when he finally suggested something, she’d jump at the chance of doing it…however perverse and dangerous it was.


  When he finally told her about his plan, I knew. She came out of his office with not a hair out of place: I could tell she hadn’t been fucked. But she looked…keyed up. Flighty. Like she was excited and scared at the same time.


  We worked silently for about ten minutes, as if she was making sure there was no connection in my mind between her coming out of Deon’s office and what she was about to say. Then, as if she’d just remembered, she announced, “Oh: I’m going into the city tonight with some of the girls. I’ll be back late.”


  Cold dread gripped my heart: this was something new. Deon hadn’t told me he was going to see her that night. Did he plan to, or was he taking things to the next level and seeing her behind my back?


  I got the chance to find out later on, when they sent me out for coffee. That was one of my new jobs, now that I was the most junior person: going out to get Kristina’s skinny latte and Deon’s tall Americano. When I set Deon’s coffee down on his desk, I stood there expectantly for a moment.


  Eventually he deigned to look up at me. “Was there something, Paul?”


  The heat rose in my face. Yes, are you planning on fucking my wife tonight, you bastard?


  “Anything I should know?” I asked, trying not to sound angry. Confronting him wouldn’t do any good: he’d just lie. Better that I had the element of surprise. If he wanted to keep me oblivious, I’d pretend to be oblivious.


  Deon shrugged and leaned back, his hands behind his head as he stretched. “Nothing that concerns you,” he told me.


  I stalked back to my desk. There was no way I was going to let him see Kristina without me. I called Lenny, and asked to borrow his car.


   


  ***


   


  That night, I told Kristina I was going out for a drink with the guys, and that I’d take a cab so she could use the car. When I kissed her goodbye, she gave no hint she was planning to cheat on me. Maybe I was wrong: maybe she really was going out with her friends.


  I took a cab to Lenny’s house and picked up his car. Then I drove back to my house and parked a few doors down, so I could see when Kristina left.


  When she walked to our car, she was wearing a black dress and low heels – classy, and not what I’d imagine her wearing for a date with Deon, given how he liked her to dress in the office. She had a couple of store bags with her too. She’d disappeared for a few hours that afternoon – had Deon sent her shopping again?


  I followed her as she drove into town, nearly losing her twice: following a car is a hell of a lot harder than it looks in the movies. She didn’t seem to be heading for the sort of uptown district she’d go with her friends: in fact, the neighborhoods were getting worse and worse.


  Eventually she pulled into a Burger King, parked up and went in. Now I was completely confused: it was a pretty bad area and Kristina never ate fast food. Through the windows, I saw her head straight for the restroom.


  Five minutes later, a woman walked out – but it was only when she headed for Kristina’s car that I realized it was her. She was in towering, open-toed heels – they must have been five inches tall. Her blood-red PVC skirt was scarcely longer than a belt, leaving her bare thighs exposed – if she so much as bent over, you’d see her panties. On top, she was wearing a white, gauzy crop top that showed off the shape of her breasts – even from where I was sitting, I could see the outline of her nipples: it was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra. A tiny black bolero jacket was around her shoulders, doing nothing to cover her up – in fact, the open front almost seemed to draw attention to her breasts. Big, gold hoop earrings swung from her ears and she’d completely changed her make-up: her lips were now painted bright scarlet and wetly glossed, and her eyes were darkly painted, making them look even bigger. Her long, blonde hair hung loose and straight down her back.


  She looked like…a prostitute. And not a high class call girl: a cheap hooker. This was Deon’s doing: treating her how she supposedly wanted to be treated. But surely she didn’t want this?!


  I assumed she was going to get in the car and drive the rest of the way to meet Deon. But she just threw the bags in the backseat, locked it and walked off. I waited for her to pass and then got out and followed on foot. What the hell was going on?


  It was dark by then, and I could see how nervous she was as she walked. She wasn’t used to the heels and she kept stumbling. She attracted a lot of attention: the few women who were out glared and tutted. But I was much more concerned about the men. A couple of Hispanic guys on the other side of the street called out to her, and I saw her flush and duck her head. For a second, I thought they were going to follow her, but they just laughed and watched her ass, the towering heels making it sway seductively.


  She kept walking, and the area got worse and worse. This was a part of the city I’d never really been to, though I’d certainly heard of it. It was notorious for drugs, gang problems…and prostitution. And I knew with an awful certainty that that wasn’t a coincidence.


  We started passing other streetwalkers. A lot of them were dressed similarly to Kristina, but all of them carried at least ten years’ hard grind and abuse on their faces. Even the ones who were about the same age looked haggard, with cold eyes. None of them were as pretty as my wife: or as fresh-faced and innocent looking.


  She finally stopped on an empty stretch of street, not far from an alley. Most of the streetlights were broken, but she’d found one that worked and stood bathed in its pale glow, her hair gleaming, her body lithe and perfect. My stomach lurched. It was like watching a deer, tethered as food for the lions.


  I tried to come to terms with what was going on. Deon had obviously told her to dress as a hooker, sending her out that afternoon to buy the outfit. He must have arranged to meet her here…but in the meantime, she was at real risk of being arrested. Or raped.


  Now that she’d stopped walking, I was getting dangerously close to her. There was an alley across the street so I hid there, hunkered down behind an overflowing dumpster. My heart was thumping so hard in my chest, I swore I could hear it: this wasn’t the fear of her cheating on me, anymore. I was terrified she was going to get hurt.


  She was still standing under the streetlamp, like a soloist standing in a spotlight. She was visible the whole length of the street. Why didn’t she hide in the alley until Deon arrived? And then I realized: playing the role, being out on the street where anyone might proposition her…that was all part of the game. Deon wanted her to get approached.


  It didn’t take long. A black sedan with scratched paintwork pulled up next to her, and a man leaned out. Kristina looked nervous as hell, but she quickly walked over, the heels making her legs hypnotizing to watch. She bent low over the car so she could talk through the window.


  They talked for too long for it to be a simple dismissal; an I’m not working yet. Jesus, was she actually negotiating? How far had Deon told her to go?


  The car roared off and Kristina stepped back. What did that mean? That she’d deliberately charged too high a price, or that the guy had demanded something beyond what she’d been prepared to do? Had Deon actually talked her into selling herself, just to degrade her more?


  I realized that almost every car that came down the street was moving slowly – they were all customers, checking out the girls. And they all went extra slow as they approached Kristina. She stood out a mile as the new girl on the block. Fresh meat, I thought, my insides churning. What if the police came by? I tried to imagine the consequences if she was arrested for soliciting.


  Then, something that really scared me. A pimped-up car cruised down the street with four – no, five guys in it. Hispanic again, and gang members, from the look of it. The car slowed down next to Kristina and one of them asked her something. She held up her hands and shook her head. There was laughter, and the car stopped. When I saw her swallow nervously I stood up, my pulse racing, ready to run over there. Another question from the guys in the car. She was really scared now, and shook her head again.


  The guy talking to her yelled something angrily, and she flinched. The car roared off and I realized I’d been holding my breath. That could have ended very, very badly.


  Another two cars pulled up: first a white guy, then a black guy. Kristina managed to send them on their way, but I could tell she was getting antsy, wondering the same thing I was. Where the hell was Deon?


  And then I saw the Hispanic gang car cruising back towards her and my blood ran cold. They hadn’t left. They’d just driven around and worked out what they were going to do to the pretty blonde puta. As they pulled up in front of her and got out, I saw her eyes go wide. She backed away from the street, looking around for help, but the other hookers had quietly moved away. I could see it about to happen: she’d be dragged into the car, taken somewhere deserted…


  I stepped towards the end of the alley, heart hammering. There were five of them, and for all I knew they were packing knives – maybe even guns. But I wasn’t going to let anything happen to her.


  At that moment, a black BMW roared up, stopping right behind the gang car. Deon climbed out, and the gang members turned their attention on him. I hesitated. What was he going to do: fight them?


  There was a discussion: heated, from the gang members, cool and calm from Deon. He was a good head taller than the leader of the group, which helped. Eventually, he gave some folded bills to the gang. I realized he was pretending to be Kristina’s pimp, giving them a sweetener for being on their turf. There was some grumbling, but the gang seemed to accept the apology and got back into their car. When they roared away, I saw Deon motion Kristina into his car.


  I was a ragged bag of emotions. I’d seriously feared for her life, been ready to dive in and try to save her: and now Deon had swept in and played the hero. I couldn’t work out if I was angry or grateful. And if he drove off with her now, I had no way of following them – Lenny’s car was back at the Burger King.


  But Deon only pulled into the alley on Kristina’s side of the street, stopping not far inside it. They were still visible, but cloaked in shadow unless you got close. I hurried across the street and crept down the alley towards them, hiding in doorways.


  Deon led Kristina around to the front of the car. She was panting, her breasts straining against her tight white top. He turned her around so that she faced the car, and then pushed her roughly up against the hood.


  I crouched behind a dumpster, the stink of garbage in my nose as hot rage bloomed inside me. He’d played the pimp: now he was going to play the customer. He was going to take her here, in a filthy alley, in sight of the street.


  There was no kissing. He was treating her exactly as a businessman would treat a cheap whore. I saw him put his hand on her back and push, until she bent over the hood with her ass towards him. He jerked up her skirt, the twin globes of her perfect ass shining in the dull gleam of the streetlights. He grabbed and pulled, and she let out a little shriek of pain and shock. He was holding something black in his hand: I realized he’d just ripped her panties off.


  I heard him mutter something and then his huge hand cracked across her ass: she cried out and quickly spread her stockinged legs. I could see him free himself from his pants, his cock already thickly erect. And then he rammed himself into her.


  He wasn’t gentle: didn’t care at all about her pleasure as he drove deep into her. She let out a long, low groan of need: she loved this, even though it was degrading. Maybe because it was degrading. I tried to process that: that she’d obeyed all his instructions, come to this god-awful place dressed like a hooker, put herself at risk, not just because he’d told her to…but because she found it a turn on. Had she been excited, when each guy had pulled up and asked to buy her mouth, her pussy, her ass? Had there been a tremble of excitement, alongside the fear?


  Deon gave a growl and hilted himself in her: and then he began to pump. Her upper body was flat on the hood, now, her breasts squashed against the warm metal. She had her head turned to one side, her breath coming in pants in time with his thrusts.


  I glanced at the street. Anyone driving past could see the car, the hooker and her customer. They might not be able to see the detail, but there was no doubt what was going on. I saw car after car slow down: potential customers ogling for a look. Watching a demonstration, before they purchased themselves.


  And then, as I turned back to them, I saw it. Deon was looking right at me. I wasn’t all that well hidden behind the dumpster, but I was still shocked that he’d seen me.


  And then I realized. Unlike Kristina, he’d been looking for me.


  He’d planned this whole thing. The next step after forcing me to watch wasn’t seeing Kristina behind my back: it was making me watch voluntarily. He’d known that I’d follow her.


  I felt my hands bunch into fists. He’d put her in danger just to fuck with my mind. And now he was going to fuck her like a cheap hooker as I watched – and I only had myself to blame.


  An image went through my mind: Kristina on our wedding day, her white veil lit up by the sunlight streaming through the stained-glass windows, beautiful as any angel. And thanks to me, she was bent over the hood of a car in a filthy alley.


  Deon increased his pace. His groin was slapping against her ass, his cock like a weapon as it thrust between her spread thighs. I saw Kristina reach out and grab the edges of the hood, her knuckles white. She was close. They both were. And unlike any real customer, Deon wasn’t wearing a condom. My wife was about to take yet another load of his cum.


  It was clear that she loved this sort of treatment: something I didn’t have any way of giving her. And worse, as I watched them, I could feel my cock growing harder and harder. I wasn’t going to make the mistake of trying to rub it here and now, but I knew that when I got home I was going to be jerking off to this image. My wife being used.


  Deon shoved one hand under Kristina’s body and roughly massaged her breasts, pinching one nipple between thumb and forefinger. She let out a long groan that turned into a high pitched wail, and I saw her hips strain and press against the hood as she came. With a final grunt, Deon shoved deep inside her and I could see the satisfaction on his face as he shot stream after stream of cum right up against the opening of her cervix. Three times, in just a few days, right at her most fertile time. It wasn’t a question of if it was going to happen now – just when.


  This time when they drove off, they sped off along the street. Back to the Burger King, I hoped, to let Kristina change and head home. I had a terrifying walk back the way I’d come, but managed to make it back to the Burger King without anyone mugging me. Kristina’s car was already gone, and I gasped in relief: Deon hadn’t taken her anywhere else for more games, then.


  By the time I’d returned Lenny’s car and got a cab home, another hour had gone by. Kristina was already in bed when I crept in – showered and changed, the prostitute clothes no doubt hidden at the bottom of a drawer for next time. Would there be a next time? Would Deon demand something even more sordid next time? How long before having her play a hooker was no longer enough?


  I went to the bathroom and, just as I’d known I would, jerked off to the memory of him fucking her. Then I lay there next to Kristina trying to figure everything out. She was having an affair – as far as she knew, behind my back. Deon has already taken things to the next level, seeing her in secret and forcing me to chase after them if I wanted to know what was going on. As well as humiliating me, he was keeping me on a knife edge of tension. I was paranoid that if I let Kristina out of my sight, he’d fuck her without me there. Maybe it had already happened!


  I wasn’t sure if Deon was even doing it out of revenge anymore: I might be irrelevant to him, now, and all he wanted was her. If so, this could go on and on, long after any anger had been spent: it would continue until he got her pregnant.


  Kristina rolled over in her sleep and flopped an arm across my chest.


  I still loved her: I knew that. I didn’t know if she still loved me. But I knew that if I didn’t act soon, I was going to lose her forever. I could feel her losing respect for me, the secrecy eating away at our relationship. You can’t respect someone you’re lying to every day. But if I confronted her and pulled her away from Deon, would she choose him over me? And even if I got her back, would she be happy once it was just the two of us? Clearly Deon was giving her something I wasn’t – something I couldn’t.


  What the hell was I going to do?


   


  ***


   


  The next day, I sat at my desk casting glances at my wife while I tried to work out how to tell her. I’d nearly done it three times in the car, but every time I’d chickened out.


  I’d thought that Deon might tell me about what had happened the night before – maybe taunt me about it. But he was quiet all morning. That wasn’t good. It meant he was planning something.


  In the afternoon, he sent Kristina off around our floor collecting reports – exactly the sort of menial job they usually made me do, which is how I knew it was just an excuse to get her out of the way. He didn’t call me into his office, though. For once, he came out and spoke to me.


  “I have a present for you, Paul. There’s a new bookmark in your browser. Deon’s Office. Go to it.”


  Reluctantly, I fired up my browser and went to the bookmark. I saw a photo of his office, taken from a camera in one corner of the room. No, wait: not a photo. There was a pot plant, and the leaves were moving in the breeze from the air con. It was video: a live feed.


  “See, I was worried you might get too tempted, if I let you watch from the bathroom again. You might get some crazy idea about interfering. Now, when I’m fucking your wife, you can watch from out here. You can even jerk off, as long as no-one catches you.”


  I stared at the screen. I didn’t dare look at Deon: I knew I’d try to break his neck. And I already knew how that would end for me.


  “Matter of fact,” he told me mildly, “I thought I might give Kristina a little session right now. She’s gets so antsy if she doesn’t get fucked, you know? Almost rubs herself against the furniture. Don’t worry, though, Paul. I’ll take care of her.”


  I realized he was gazing out of the office door, into the main, open-plan part of the office. I followed his eye line. Kristina was there, out of earshot, talking to a guy at his desk.


  “Yeah,” he continued, watching her. “Your wife is a straight ten out of ten slut, Paul. You wouldn’t believe some of the shit I’ve had her doing.”


  I fumed, knowing he was talking about the night before.


  “Now, though…” He was still watching her. “Now, though, I’m in the mood for something…new.”


  Kristina had bent over as she talked to the guy at his desk. Her long, stocking-clad legs gleamed.


  “Do you have any idea what I’m going to do to her, Paul? Can you guess?”


  I looked at Kristina, still bent over: her pert, ripe ass thrust into the air. My blood ran cold. Oh God. We’d never done that, even though I’d wanted to. She’d never let me so much as explore…there.


  “No!” I said quickly. “Deon, no!”


  He grinned. “She has a tight little pussy, Paul. I bet this’ll be even better.”


  “No!” I felt like I was going to cry. God, he couldn’t. He’d tear her apart. “You-you’re too big!”


  He patted me on the shoulder. “Oh, don’t worry: I’ll make it fit, Paul. I wouldn’t want Kristina to miss out. ‘Course, I can’t promise it’ll be comfortable for her…”


  “You bastard!” My voice was tight with emotion. “She won’t let you!”


  He just looked at me, and his eyes were as cold and dead as a shark’s. “Thing is, Paul: I thought I’d try some of the kinky shit all the women are reading about now.” He moved around behind me, his eyes still on my wife. “Kristina’s not going to be in much of a position to argue. I’ll have her….” He whispered the last few words. “Tied and spread.”


  I whirled around and almost hit him, my eyes blazing. He chuckled and backed away from me, his hands up as if to placate me. “If you want to stop it, Paul, you could always tell her. Be sure not to leave out the part where it turns you on so much you come in your pants.”


  He didn’t go back into his office. He leant in the doorway, watching me while we waited for Kristina to return. When she did, he told her, “Kristina: could you come into my office for a moment?”


  She blinked and then smiled, completely unaware of her fate. Just as she was about to step through the door, Deon put a hand on her arm. “Unless…Paul, we’ll be a while. Was there anything you wanted to say to your wife, first?” He grinned at me, his eyes glittering with triumph.


  This was it. All I had to do was tell her that I knew about the affair. That I’d watched them. That I’d enjoyed it…had even come, as he’d fucked her. And then wait to see if I lost her completely to him, or just set us up for the long, painful death of our marriage as she realized I couldn’t give her what she needed.


  I stared into her eyes. I couldn’t do it. I had to keep at least some sort of normalcy. I had to just shut it out of my mind and pretend it wasn’t happening.


  “No,” I told Deon. “No, nothing.”


  His smile looked like it was going to split his head in two. He guided Kristina through the door, his hand already on her ass. With a last smirk over her shoulder, he shut the door.


  Thousands of men get cheated on, I thought. I just had to pretend I was oblivious, and life could go on.


  Except I knew: I couldn’t get away from that. I knew exactly what he was going to do to her in there. Was I really going to let him do it, just to avoid more humiliation?


  The browser was still open. I could see them kissing as he unfastened her blouse. He pushed her bra up, in too much of a hurry to take it off properly. His mouth found her breasts, slathering them, her nipples puckered and hard.


  I can’t, my mind screamed.


  He led her around to his side of his desk, and then pushed her up against it. There was no sound on the camera, but he must have told her to spread her legs, because she opened them. He spoke again and she parted them wider, until they stretched out towards the edges of the desk.


  He’d brought something with him, in his briefcase. Two thick, black leather belts. He cinched them around her stockinged ankles, knotting them firmly. Then he used his massive strength to lift the desk and trapped the free ends of the belts under its corners, so she was spread wide and held. I saw her try to move, her mouth opening in a gasp as she discovered how tightly she was held.


  Then he pulled her hands behind her back. Another belt went around her wrists, cinching them together. By lifting her bound hands, he forced her to bend forward at the waist. He kept going until her upper body was pressed against the desktop. She was tied and spread, just as he’d promised.


  I have to stop this. But I thought of her smile, each morning. The way she looked when she did her yoga in the lounge. The way she always wound up with flour in her hair, when she baked. If I stopped it, I’d lose her. But if I let it keep going, he was going to hurt her.


  Deon yanked up her tight, grey skirt, revealing black panties. He didn’t rip them off, this time. He drew them elaborately away from her hips until the elastic was stretched thin, and then he plucked a pair of scissors from a desk tidy. He snip-snipped the scissors in the air – for my benefit, I knew. Then he snipped through the stretched waistband and pulled them free. I saw Kristina’s mouth move, and I knew she was groaning as she felt the cold air on her naked pussy. I saw her smile. She was probably already wet for him. She thought she knew what was coming.


  She’ll scream, I reassured myself. She’ll scream and then he’ll stop. We were in an office, after all. The rooms weren’t soundproofed.


  Then I saw him shove her panties in her mouth. I saw her eyes widen momentarily in surprise, but she must have accepted it as part of game they were playing.


  I saw him roll a condom on, which only confirmed what he was about to do. The shining, drum-tight rubber made his huge cock look artificial, like some obscene sex shop toy. Then he pulled something else from his briefcase. A squeeze bottle – lube, I guessed.


  He put it down between the firm curves of Kristina’s ass and squeezed, and suddenly her head came up off the desk, her eyes wide in panic. I could see her cheeks move as she tried to say something.


  He ignored it.


  I watched as he stepped in between her spread thighs. She tried to rise, her upper body coming up off the desk. He slammed her back down again. Her legs were jerking and straining against the belts, now, her lovely face contorted with fear. I saw him position himself for entry....


  And suddenly I was bursting through the door. “Stop!” I yelled, and slammed it closed behind me.


  Everything stopped.


  Deon froze behind her, the head of his cock nestled between her ass cheeks. Kristina’s eyes were locked on mine, her face twisted in fear and shame. I stood there, just inside the door, and we all just stared at each other.


  I took a few steps forward and yanked the panties from Kristina’s mouth. I couldn’t bear to look at her like that any longer.


  “I know,” I told her simply. “I know: I’ve known all along. He’s been making me watch.” I swallowed. “But I couldn’t let him do this to you.”


  Kristina just stared at me and panted. She was still bound uncomfortably tight. “Why didn’t you say?!” she managed at last. She straightened up, and Deon let her.


  I stared back at her. “I love you. I didn’t want to lose you.”


  She blinked, and suddenly her eyes were shining with tears. “I love you too. I’m sorry.”


  We kissed. First tentatively, and then with all the passion we’d been missing since this whole thing had started. We finished gasping and red-faced, panting into each other’s mouths. I waited for Deon to speak, but he seemed to be letting us have our moment.


  “You should have said,” she told me.


  I shook my head. “I can’t do this. I can’t be like....” I glared at Deon. “Him. The things he’s had you do...in the toilets. Being a hooker.”


  She caught her breath at that, shame turning her face scarlet. “You saw that?”


  I nodded. Deon grinned.


  Kristina closed her eyes. “Jesus. You must be disgusted with me.”


  I leant close, running a hand through her silken hair. “No! I just—I never knew that you liked...that sort of thing. I don’t mind, but...Kristina, I can’t do it. I can’t treat you like that.”


  She bit her lip. Pulled against her ankles and tied hands, hating that she had to have this conversation while she was tied. “It—It’s okay. We were fine before all this. We can go back to—”


  I shook my head. “No. You say that now, but in six months, you’ll need it again. I don’t want you to be...frustrated, your whole life.”


  Deon looked at me. “Tell her the truth, Paul.” And for once, his voice wasn’t taunting or cruel.


  “What does he mean?” Kristina asked. “Have you been...God, have you been seeing someone as well? Out of revenge?”


  “No,” I said quickly. “It—” I knew my face was bright red, but I didn’t care anymore. “It turns me on. Seeing him take you. Use you. I couldn’t do it to you myself but...I like watching him do it.” I finished in a rush, and it was like a twenty ton weight had been lifted from my shoulders.


  Kristina blinked at me, her eyes huge. “Are you—Are you saying....”


  I stared at Deon. “I think you should keep seeing each other. But there need to be rules. I always get to watch.”


  Kristina looked like she was going to cry, the relief breaking over her face. “You—you still want me?” she said in a gasp.


  “Of course I still want you.” And I kissed her again. Then I glanced down at the panties in my hand, still damp from her mouth. “But I want you to have some sort of safe word, so that nothing like this happens again. I don’t want him to hurt you.”


  At that, Kristina’s cheeks flushed again, and she lowered her eyes.


  “She has to tap three times,” Deon told me. He looked at her bound hands. “Hand or foot.”


  Shock washed over me. “All that thrashing and...” I swallowed. “You wanted him to?”


  Kristina wouldn’t meet my eyes. “Sometimes I like to...protest.”


  I looked at Deon. “But why did you make me think...if you’d just told me, I never would have come in here!”


  Deon stared back at me, and I understood. He’d wanted this, all along. He’d wanted me to tell her. He’d wanted me to come to this solution on my own.


  I took a staggering step backwards, my brain overloaded.


  She still loved me: we could keep our marriage. Deon would continue to use her, and I’d get to watch.


  Kristina spoke at last. “Okay?” she asked.


  I finally nodded. “Okay.”


  “You have to do your part, though, Paul,” Deon told me. “What I say fucking goes. Kristina can stop things. You can’t.”


  I nodded slowly.


  “No,” Deon said. “If we’re going to do this, we’ll do it properly. Say “Yes, Mr. Ross.”


  My stomach lurched. I’d assumed that now it was all out in the open, my humiliation would be over. But that wasn’t the case at all.


  I glanced at Kristina. She nodded at me.


  “Yes, Mr. Ross,” I said at last, grating it out.


  Deon lifted Kristina’s bound wrists, bending her over the desk again with a sharp cry of pain. Her breasts pillowed against the wood.


  “Now shove those panties back in your wife’s mouth.”


  My heart was thumping in my chest now. “Wait, I’m—Do we really need that?”


  Kristina looked up at me, her eyes big and scared. “No,” she said quickly. But her chest was heaving with arousal.


  “Yes,” Deon told me.


  It was a test.


  I looked down at my wife’s panting face, and then I shoved the damp ball of fabric between her soft lips, poking it inside with two fingers. She let out a mewl of horror as I co-operated. But she didn’t tap with her heels.


  Deon grinned victoriously and positioned himself again, the thick head of his cock nestled up against her anus. Her tight opening glistened with thick, transparent lube.


  “Mmffnnoo!” Kristina called through her gag.


  “Be gentle,” I pleaded, hating how weak my voice sounded.


  Deon looked at me, an eyebrow raised in surprise. “Oh Paul. She never let you do it, did she? Not even once.” He turned to Kristina and then cracked his hand across one firm ass cheek, making her jump. “Is that right, Kristina? No-one’s ever taken you here?”


  She nodded in shame. That was the worst part of it: that Deon was going to be the first to experience it: she was letting him, when she’d never let me.


  “Oh, wow,” Deon told her, mockingly. “I guess you’ll be really tight, then.” He looked at me. “Damn. I hope I don’t hurt, her Paul.”


  Sick fear clutched my chest. I’d thought it would be different, now, and it was: it was worse. “Stop!” I told him. He ignored me and pushed his hips minutely forward, the blunt tip of his cock just starting to push against that tight, puckered opening. “Wait! I’ve changed my mind!” I looked at Kristina for help. I couldn’t stop this...but she could.


  Deon saw me looking at my wife and snickered. “What you gotta understand, Paul, is that Kristina wasn’t completely honest with you, either. Seeing her get fucked turns you on. But you being powerless, being the helpless husband? Well, that really turns her on.”


  I gaped at Kristina. She was panting in shame, but deep in her eyes there was a spark of something else. That same hint of superiority I’d seen when she’d lied to me about what had happened in the toilets. She liked Deon being in control of her...but she liked being in control of me. She wasn’t going to stop this. Not unless she wanted to.


  “Now let me show you, Paul, how sluts like to be treated.” And Deon started to push forward. Instantly, Kristina’s head snapped up off the desk. I was almost forgotten – all that mattered to her was the sensation of that thick, hard cock pushing at her tiny opening. “MFFF!” she cried in panic.


  He moved in a fraction, then pulled out. Then pushed slowly in again. With each inward movement, her eyes would go wide, and she’d thrash against her bonds. And then on the third time, he kept going.


  “MMMMFFFF!” Her hips were pressed hard against the edge of the desk as she tried to get away from him, but she couldn’t stop him as the head slowly sank in. Then with a sudden gasp from both of them, the widest part was inside her.


  “Oh, she is good and tight, Paul. When I rent her out, her ass is going to fetch a great price.”


  I barely registered his words at the time. I was transfixed by the sight of the thick, rubber-coated black length, stretching her obscenely wide. “Please,” I begged. “S—stop there. She can’t take you.”


  Deon just made a disparaging noise. “Can’t take me? Haven’t you heard, Paul?” And he pushed into her another few inches, making her groan. “This bitch sucks off her boss in the men’s room.” He pushed another inch and she gave a high little cry. “She stands on street corners and fucks for money in alleys.” Another tight inch – a moan from Kristina. “She can sure as hell take a cock up the ass.”


  And he started to move. Slowly at first, and then in a gradually building rhythm. Kristina gasped and panted around the panties in her mouth, thrashing beneath him. When he filled her completely, her head rose up off the desk, her eyes locked on me. Disbelief, that she’d managed to take him. And a look of raw, hungry lust like I’d never seen.


  Her eyes flicked down to my groin. I realized I was stroking my cock through my pants. When had I started? When he’d been forcing his way inside her? When he’d described all the things she’d done?


  Deon gave a kind of growl and sped up. Kristina groaned in response. His thick black shaft was pumping into her now, all the way in on each thrust. Her pale, perfect ass cheeks were cushioning him as his body slapped against her. She was still struggling against the belts that held her, but it was the twisting and thrashing of passion, now.


  I was stroking myself faster, too, getting close. Then Deon rammed a hand under my wife’s groin and I heard her cry out as he rubbed at her clit, her whole body shaking as he took her instantly over the edge.


  I thought he was going to come inside her, but just as his thrusts reached a frenzy he withdrew and pulled off the condom. I saw him position himself lower, between the waiting, wet folds of her pussy.


  “Wait!” I almost screamed. “Wait, we haven’t talked about—You can’t! You’ll get her pregnant!”


  I should have known he’d just ignore me. He plunged into her waiting depths and she moaned in pleasure. Immediately, he began to thrust: short, quick strokes that I knew meant he was about to shoot.


  “Kristina! Please! Stop him!” I begged. “You’ll—You’ll”


  She looked up at me, her face clouded with lust. Did one heel lift off the ground, ready to tap out? We’ll never know, because at that instant. Deon groaned, his hands sliding up to her naked shoulders, his cock buried in her as he spurted stream after stream of hot, thick cum right up against her womb.


  I knew. Don’t ask me how, but I knew: I could feel it. I knew that was the time it happened.


  When he finally pulled out, just the tiniest stream of white, creamy goo escaped from between her lips. It was all staying inside...right where it could do its work.


  I realized I was still stroking myself. I was close myself. I looked at Kristina.


  Deon saw and smirked. “Ask,” he told me.


  I swallowed. “Kristina, can I—”


  Deon shook his head. “No. Ask me.”


  I gaped. I had to ask his permission to fuck my own wife? But looking at her soft, pouting lips, still puffy from his ravaging, I knew I couldn’t hold back.


  “Can I—Deon—”


  “Mr. Ross,”


  I closed my eyes for a second. “Mr. Ross. Can I please fuck my wife?”


  “Of course you can, Paul. But wear this. We wouldn’t want you getting her knocked up, now, would we?”


  Burning with humiliation, I put on the condom he gave me. And then I was pushing into her, feeling the slick movement of his cum around me, the looseness of her after his size. I only lasted four or five strokes before I was coming, my own seed safely trapped inside the rubber.


   


  ***


   


  FIFTEEN MONTHS LATER


   


  The baby cried, kick-starting the morning routine. Kristina was already up, as usual, so I went fetched him. I carried him through to the kitchen with me and cradled him in one arm while I got a bottle of expressed milk from the refrigerator and warmed it.


  Kristina had given birth to Harry six months ago. It shouldn’t have been a surprise in the delivery room, when he came out black, but some part of me had still hoped against hope that it was all a cruel trick of Deon’s: that maybe he’d had a vasectomy long ago and the baby was somehow mine. To give credit to the hospital staff, there were no cruel comments – at least not to my face. I guess they assumed the baby was from a previous husband, now long gone. They didn’t know that Deon had been using Kristina’s mouth and ass, with me watching, right up until she went on maternity leave.


  We didn’t see much of him, those first six months after the birth. He seemed to have no interest in the baby – only in Kristina coming back to work. Fortunately, as assistant to the CEO she was given generous terms and we managed to keep our heads above water.


  I walked through to the lounge to find Kristina doing yoga. Running, aerobics and endless yoga sessions had trimmed and toned her back to her pre-pregnancy shape: it was difficult to think of her as a mother. Only her breasts, heavy with milk, gave it away.


  Today would be her first day back at work. We’d negotiated with Deon that I’d go part time so that I could stay home and look after the baby most days: it was the only thing that made sense, since she earned so much more than me. It meant that Kristina would be alone with Deon most of the week. I trusted her, now. But I didn’t trust him.


  As I kissed her goodbye and watched her walk to the car, I knew this was going to be the beginning of a new chapter in our lives. Deon would no doubt be hungry to get back to fucking her, and I knew she was just as hungry for him. My cock ached as I thought of the two of them together – of what would happen on Friday, when we were all in the office together.


  Kristina started the car. I waved.


  I had a nasty feeling that now, with Kristina in his clutches again, Deon would want to make up for lost time. How would he use her? What would he come up with to humiliate me? My mind kept going back to that comment he’d made when he was fucking her ass: When I rent her out, her ass is going to fetch a great price.


  He’d never do that, of course. He was joking.


  Kristina’s car roared off towards the office.


  He was just joking. Right?


   


  <<<< >>>>
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  An Extract from Cuckolded by My Boss 2


   


  I've already told you about how my black boss cuckolded me, forcing me to watch as he took my beautiful wife Kristina again and again. I thought our troubles would end when he got her pregnant and I was forced to care for his black baby...but my boss wanted more. When Kristina went back to work, he was eager to start using her again, and he wanted to make the most of her full, lactating breasts. I never dreamed, though, that he'd pimp her out to one of his clients...or that when I tried again to get my revenge, he'd set her up for even worse degradation. And he forced me to watch it all...


   


  Harry started to stir. “He’s getting hungry,” I told them stiffly. “Kristina, did you express yet?”


  “I was just about to.” And she fetched the bag containing the milk pump and started for the small bathroom off Deon’s office.


  “Wait,” said Deon, without looking up from Harry. “Paul, take Harry outside. I’m sure someone out there will watch him for a few minutes.”


  I frowned. “Why?”


  He just stared back at me, and I felt the familiar cold dread, coupled with rising heat. He had something planned.


  I took Harry quickly outside. Deon was right: there was no shortage of cooing women who would gladly watch a sleeping angel for five minutes—and gossip about how a white couple wound up with a black baby. I slunk back inside Deon’s office and closed the door.


  Kristina was looking at Deon uncertainly: like me, she didn’t quite know what was going on. “So, I’ll just…” And she headed for the bathroom again.


  “No,” Deon told her. “You can do it here.”


  She looked at him incredulously. “Here?”


  I almost mimicked her. “Here?”


  “Sure. Why not? I’ve been wanting to get a look at your tits again.”


  “I—But—” Kristina was blushing madly, and I could feel the anger swelling inside me. This was expressing, for God’s sake: milk for a child. It wasn’t supposed to be sexual! And yet, like everything else, Deon had to reduce it to its basest form—corrupt it for his own pleasure.


  “Come on, Deon, you can’t make her do that!” I told him.


  “I’m not making her do anything,” he said silkily. “Kristina can make her own decisions—right, Kristina?”


  And when I turned to her, I could see that look in her eyes. She thought it was outrageous and degrading…but there was something deeper, too. A part of her that wanted it because it felt wrong. And because he wanted it. “No,” she said, not meeting his eyes.


  Deon stepped closer to her. “But I want to see your tits. Are they all swollen with milk?” He stared at them quite openly.


  She squirmed under his gaze. When she spoke, her voice was softer. “Please, Deon—”


  “Mr. Ross,” he corrected.


  “Please, Mr. Ross—” Her voice was barely a whisper.


  “Your baby will be getting hungry,” he told her, reaching forward to brush a strand of blonde hair from her cheek. “You wouldn’t want him to be hungry. Would you?”


  She finally raised his eyes to look at him. It was a glare, mixed with a look of raw lust. A look that said I love you as much as it said I hate you. She started to unbutton her blouse.


  I couldn’t stay silent any longer. “This is wrong!”


  “If you don’t like it, Paul, you can always go and look after Harry,” Deon told me.


  Kristina’s fingers were quick at the buttons. The two halves of her blouse gaped open, and nestled in her nursing bra we could see her full, perfect breasts engorged with milk. She’d gone up a full cup size thanks to the pregnancy—just another way that Deon had changed her.


  “Oh, you’re just bursting, aren’t you?” Deon asked her. He patted his desk. “Show me.”


  She stared into his eyes and then walked over to his desk, sitting down on it so that she faced his chair. When she opened the nursing bra, her breasts were just as beautiful as they’d always been, pale and delicate with gorgeous pink nipples. But now they were heavy, almost distended with their load. The sight of it fueled my anger: her body had changed for him, for his baby.


  Deon grinned and stepped forward, raising his hands.


  Kristina shook her head weakly. “D—Mr. Ross, please…they’re really sensitive.”


  He cocked his head to one side. “Really?” And he reached forward and caressed one naked breast with his palm.


  Kristina jerked, almost standing. “Ah!”


  I stepped forward. “Stop!”


  “But she likes it,” Deon said. “Don’t you?” And he ran his hand over her other breast.


  Kristina shuddered and bit her lip. I could tell she was right on the edge between pain and pleasure. “I—”


  “See?” And he started lightly feeling her swollen, hard flesh. “You really are full, aren’t you, Kristina? Full of milk.” She trembled and shook under his touch. “Full of milk for my baby. I’ve turned you into a goddamn cow.”


  I saw her flush at the word. He saw it too. “That’s what you are now, Kristina. A big-titted breeding cow—”


  “S-stop,” she moaned.


  “—all ready for milking.” And he flicked one ripe breast with his finger. She gasped, and a few drops of warm milk escaped from her nipple.


  I stood there, fists clenched. The worst part was, I knew she could stop it with her safe signal…but she let it continue.


  “I think,” Deon told her, “you’re all ready to be milked.”


  Kristina reached gratefully for the milk pump.


  “No,” he told her. “The old fashioned way.” And he grabbed both breasts and started stroking them towards the nipples—my mind rebelled against the image—milking her with his hands.


  Kristina’s mouth fell open, but almost immediately, her head went back as the combined pleasure and super-sensitivity took her over the edge and she lost herself in an orgasm. Milk jetted and ran between Deon’s fingers, soaking his shirt, but he didn’t seem to care. “Mmm-hmm,” he told her. “Mm-hmm, that’s what she’s good for, Paul.” And he turned to look across at me. “Popping out black babies and feeding little mouths.”


  Something snapped inside me. I didn’t move, but I yelled at him. “Fuck you! You can’t do this!”


  He didn’t stop pulling on her breasts—not even for a second—but he glared at me in obvious annoyance. “You’ll pay for that,” he told me. And then he glanced at that gasping Kristina before looking back at me.


  My blood seemed to run cold. He’d make her suffer some new degradation, just to humiliate me. I staggered back, as if slapped.


  “Take off your clothes,” Deon told Kristina as she recovered from her climax. Her breasts shone with milk, rivulets of it winding their way down her stomach. Breathing hard, she stripped off her blouse and bra. Then she slipped off the desk and stood just inches away from Deon as she unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it. Trembling under his gaze, she hooked down her panties and stood there in just her heels and hold-ups. I knew from experience that he liked her to leave those on.


  “No,” he told her. “Everything off. I want you naked.”


  She slowly unfastened her shoes and stripped off her stockings. Stark naked, she stood before him. It made the whole thing feel different, somehow. Normally he liked her to look like a hooker. Now, completely nude in the middle of his office, she looked…innocent.


  “Lie down on the desk,” he told her.


  She swallowed nervously, but I could already see the lust in her eyes, her breasts rising and falling as she started to pant. She climbed onto the desk and lay down on her back. Now she really did look like an innocent: a maiden lying on the sacrificial altar.


  Deon stepped to the side of the desk, so he was looking straight up her body from her feet. “Open your legs,” he told her.


  She parted her thighs a little. Then more.


  “Lift your knees. Let me see.”


  I felt my face redden as Kristina slowly slid her feet up the desk, her knees rising into the air. The soft, pouting lips of her pussy were displayed, the outer folds already blossoming open from her pose. He was making her display herself like a piece of meat!


  Deon stared at her. “Is that how you were when you squeezed out my baby?” he asked.


  She did another of those looks, a glare that wasn’t a glare at all.


  “Has it ruined you, Kristina? Let’s find out.” And he reached forward between her legs. Not a lover’s caress. An expert, probing touch, like a farmer inspecting cattle. I heard her gasp; her body jerked. I knew he had fingers inside her. Then a higher cry as he went deeper.


  “She’s still good and tight, Paul. I mean, not tight enough for your tiny cock, but tight enough for a normal man.”


  I closed my eyes. Almost immediately, they flew open again. I didn’t want to watch, but I couldn’t stop myself, and even now, my cock was hard.


  Deon moved his hand and Kristina arched her back and gave a sharp little cry. “That’s the mark of a good brood mare, Paul. They can squeeze out babies and still be tight as a drum. But of course there’s only one way to be sure.” He pulled his hand back and Kristina gave a little moan of loss that made my stomach churn. He examined his hand, letting me see the gleam of her juices.


  Then he began to unfasten his belt.
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  Then things went horribly wrong. The head of the rig hacked my laptop and, pretending to be me, encouraged my wife to go further and further with him and his buddies. Thousands of miles away, all I could do was watch in horror as they took her again and again….


  Get it at Amazon.com or Amazon.co.uk


   


  Cuckolded - My Wife at the Renaissance Faire


  My wife dressed up as a buxom wench, plenty of mead...what could be better? I even encouraged her to flirt with some of the guys while I watched. It was just innocent fun.


   


  But then she attracted the attention of the king, and with the help of his friends and a jester costume, he convinced her that I was happy for her to go further and further. Bound and gagged, I could only watch in horror as she lived out her secret, submissive fantasies and let all of them take her again and again....


  Get it at Amazon.com or Amazon.co.uk


   


  The Cuckolded in Revenge Trilogy


  An epic series (116,000 words in total) that sees a man first falsely imprisoned and cuckolded, then feminized and eventually sissified. All three parts are now available, so you won’t be left hanging.


   


  1 - Locked Up and Cuckolded


  When I discovered someone at my company was laundering money, I went to the authorities. I didn’t know my boss was behind the whole thing…or that he’d frame me and send me to jail. But that was only the start of his revenge. He seduced my lonely wife, taking her again and again. Worse, he filmed all of it and made me watch it, helpless in my jail cell….


  Get it at Amazon.com or Amazon.co.uk


   


  2 - Feminized and Cuckolded


  I'd been framed and sent to jail by Kyle Dacosta, forced to watch from my cell as he took my wife again and again. Now, he'd agreed with the corrupt local authorities that he could "rehabilitate" me in his mansion. I'd have to live under the same roof as my worst enemy, made to watch as he took my wife, shared her with others and did his best to get her pregnant. But that wasn't enough for him. He wanted to transform me into a sexy, obedient woman and train me to service him and his friends. I was about to be feminized....


  Get it at Amazon.com or Amazon.co.uk


   


  3 - Sissified and Cuckolded


  I'd been imprisoned, feminized and forced to live with the man who was cuckolding me. But if I thought my humiliation was complete, I'd underestimated Kyle's cruelty. He wanted to complete my transformation into a sissy by having me service his party guests. Meanwhile, he lent my wife to his buddy Russ...and I was made to watch as he, too, seduced her. Kyle thought he'd broken me completely. Was he right? Or was I finally about to turn the tables?


  Get it at Amazon.com or Amazon.co.uk
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