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Chapter 1

 

"Can you believe it?"
 

The sound of Kate's voice cut through the gentle hum in the car.
 

"Can I believe what?"
 

"What do you mean, what,? Can you believe they're splitting up?"
 

I didn't answer for a while, just kept driving from one yellow puddle of light to the next. I couldn't believe it. That was the trouble.
 

"Yeah. I don't think so."
 

"You don't think so?"
 

"I don't think they're splitting up."
 

"Sam, they just spent all of dinner telling us they were. Who the hell does that? They couldn't have sent an email or something? They really had to take us out to dinner? It was so awkward! Don't you think it was awkward?"
 

"Yeah," I replied, "it was pretty awkward."
 

I slowed the car and turned left onto our street. The streetlights were farther apart. I snuck a glance at Kate. I loved the way the light at night made her glow. We drove in silence a while longer.
 

"Sam?" she said after a while.
 

"Yeah?"
 

"Let's...let's not do that. Let's not...be like that."
 

"Like what?"
 

"Sam," she whispered. I felt her hand on my thigh. My cock shifted at her touch. "I love you. Let's never split."
 

Her voice was warm. I knew she meant what she said. I wanted to stop the car, turn to her, look her in the eye and promise her that would never happen. I wanted to tell her I loved her more than anything and that I'd never let anything come between us. Instead, I smiled and just kept driving.
 

"We're not gonna split. You shouldn't even worry about it." I knew what it sounded like. I knew it sounded empty and hollow. I knew I'd done a terrible job of lying. I also knew, even if she suspected I was lying she'd never call me on it. 
 

We'd said our vows. We both knew we were good for our word. We were both too stubborn to let this fall apart. Even if it was tearing me up inside.
 

She didn't say anything else. When we pulled into the garage I killed the engine. I wanted to turn to her. I wanted to look into her beautiful blue eyes, the eyes I'd fallen in love with and tell her things were coming apart. I wanted to tell her again what I'd already told her so many times, that I needed more of her, that I needed her to need me more.
 

Instead I just sat there as she got out of the car. I knew the evening was going to end like every other. I followed her into the house, thinking of how I could make a move.
 

Telling her not to worry was a lie because she should have been worried about us. I was. We'd only been married three years but it had gotten to the point that almost every day I wondered if that was going to be it. I loved her still, I really did. It just felt so one-sided. Like I was the only one there.
 

It wasn't just the sex, though that was a pretty big part of it. We'd fucked like rabbits when we first met. She'd been a virgin but a few weeks after meeting we both knew this was it. She'd said she didn't care about waiting and we started having sex every day, sometimes twice. We got married three months later and the fun didn't stop for a year.
 

Even when things changed, it wasn't as if they came to a screeching halt. It was a slow decline. Barely noticeable at first. An evening or two working late here, another evening or two where we were too tired there. Before too long we were lucky to be doing it once a week. Then once every two. Then I just stopped counting.
 

I'd try almost every night, the same way I was getting to try this night. There was always some excuse.
 

"You want a cocktail or something?" I asked, standing by the bar and watching her pull her hair out of the tight bun she'd been wearing it in. Thick black locks cascaded over her shoulders as she ran a hand through it. The sweet smell of her shampoo filled the room.
 

She scrunched up her nose, the way she did when she was about to say "no" to something.
 

My hand drifted from the gin I'd been reaching for towards the scotch I would pour for myself. My heart sank a little. My stomach did, too. But it was nothing new. I was used to what was coming next. I'm pretty tired. It's been a long day. I think I wore my hair too tight. Or any of the other excuses she normally used.
 

"Sure."
 

The word surprised me enough to look up. She was looking at me. She smiled with one corner of her mouth.
 

I moved my hand back and picked up the gin. I let my heart do a little jig. Maybe tonight would be different? Ice cubes rang against the glass. I poured a healthy swig of gin over them. I felt her move towards the bar.
 

"You still thinking about it?" I asked, handing her the drink.
 

She sighed and ran a hand through her hair again then sat down on the stool. "I guess so," she muttered. Her eyes looked far away.
 

"What do you think about it?"
 

"I just don't get it, I guess. They seemed so great together. They seemed so close," she replied.
 

I gazed into her eyes, trying to find the woman I'd fallen in love with there. 
 

"Like, what goes so wrong after that many years, what was it? Almost seven years, right?" she asked, her voice still distant.
 

"Right," I replied.
 

"Right. What happens Sam? What happens that people drift apart?"
 

She meant it. She really meant it. Despite every conversation we'd had about what I needed, every plea for her to pay attention to what I was saying, she really, genuinely didn't know what could possibly push two people apart. Was I really going to start explaining it all again?
 

"Kate," I began, taking a good swig of scotch. It burned good on the way down.
 

"Hmm?" she mused, her eyes still somewhere off in the distance.
 

I opened my mouth. I was so close to saying it. She didn't even know it, she was so busy paying attention to something else, something far away. Probably thinking about Jim and Zoe and why they were splitting. Thinking about anything but me. Anything but us.
 

"Nothing." I took another swig of my drink.
 

"Hmm?" she mused, coming back from far away and like she didn't even know what the conversation had been about.
 

I felt a familiar fury bubbling inside of me. How could she be so oblivious? Even after I'd said it so many times. I finished my scotch and put the glass down on the bar, a little too hard. It startled her.
 

"Sorry. I didn't mean to slam that," I muttered, reaching for the bottle again. 
 

"I love you, Sam." Her eyes were kind and her voice was soft. Her fingers touched my arm. It calmed me down. It was the perfect opening.
 

I walked around the bar, stood behind her and put my hands on her arms. I leaned in and kissed her neck. I felt her back stiffen. I knew that reaction so well. I didn't care. The scotch was giving me courage. I kissed her neck again, lingering on one spot longer this time.
 

"How about we stop worrying about them for a while and think about us?" I whispered, trailing kisses towards her back. I heard her smile, or smirk, or whatever it was she did whenever I suggested sex.
 

I stood there, my lips at the nape of her neck, my stomach churning as I waited for another rejection. She took her time.
 

"Sure."
 

My heart jumped and my cock throbbed. Even if she'd said it with a sigh, it was a hell of a lot better than "no."
 

I pressed closer to her and felt her neck open. She smelled sweet and her skin was soft and warm. I don't think I'd touched her like that in weeks.
 

I got her on her feet and walking towards the bedroom. Every few steps I'd lean forward and kiss her again. We walked into the darkness and started to undress.
 

She slipped under the covers before I could get a peak at her. I'd asked her if we could leave the light on so often, I didn't want to sound like a broken record. Instead, I just followed her under the blankets, happy for what was coming.
 

"You're hands are cold," she whispered, pulling away as I touched her back.
 

I put my hands between my legs, rubbing them, trying to warm them up. When I touched her again they must have been warm enough because she rolled towards me again. I pressed my palm between her thighs and felt her open a bit. I worked my hand up her flesh until I felt the heat of her pussy at my fingertips.
 

I pressed closer, revelling in the wetness that was already soaking the lips of her pussy. Spreading her open a little more, I worked a finger into her.
 

She let out some sound that might have been a moan. It was hard to tell if she was excited or not but at least her pussy was wet. I brought my finger back out and ran it slowly up her slit, searching for her clit. Instead of opening her legs wider, I felt her tugging at me.
 

I knew what she wanted and it wasn't that I minded. She just wanted it over with. She was probably tired and tipsy from the gin. I did my best to push away the disappointment I was feeling. Why couldn't we just have some fun? The way we used to.
 

I got up on my knees and crawled between her thighs. She opened wider for me. Her hands went down her body, her fingers spreading the soft lips of her pussy open for my cock. I was hard from just touching her. As soon as I felt her hot wetness on my head, I slid myself inside.
 

She was wet and ready but that was about it. I looked down as I started to thrust. I wanted to see her look up again. I wanted to see the same face I'd remember staring up at me, still desperately in love. Instead, she closed her eyes. I wondered what she was thinking about.
 

Suddenly I didn't care. It was a strange moment to have an epiphany but that's when it came. I was done asking for more and always getting less. I was done trying. I was just done.
 

The strange epiphany triggered an even stranger arousal within in and suddenly I felt the first swell of my climax come from my core. My cock flexed inside her.
 

Kate opened her eyes. Maybe surprised at how fast it was happening. Maybe relieved? I groaned as I felt my cum pulse into her pussy. The climax was over almost as soon as it had begun.
 

I rolled off and over to the side, putting a hand up to my forehead.
 

"Sorry," I muttered, feeling a little embarrassed about what I'd done. 
 

"Don't be," she whispered. "It was nice."
 

I knew the best thing to do right then was to tell her exactly what was on my mind. Before what happened to Zoe and Jim happened to us.
 

"Kate? I need to tell you something." The words were out of my mouth before I'd finished thinking them.
 

My heart skipped a beat. This was it. I was going to do this right now.
 






Chapter 2

 


But I didn't. I didn't because she was sleeping. She was sleeping with a soft little smile on her face, like she'd had a good time. Maybe she had. Who knew. It was pointless to wake her. She'd be cranky and wouldn't want to hear a thing about it right then. Even if she did want to hear about it, I knew she wasn't going to listen the way I needed.
 

So we kind of went on like that for a few weeks. I tried to get together with Jim alone a few times, tried to have a chat mano-a-mano to figure out what had really happened but there was never enough time. Or he was out of town. Or I was tired.
 

We went on like that pretending that our marriage still worked and living like it did. Until the day it all changed, for me at least.
 

It was the day Kate left her diary out. It was the first day I found out she even kept a diary. It was the day I read it for the first time, too.
 

I came home early from work and thought I'd go upstairs and shower and make myself a drink before she got home. When I went into the bedroom, it was out on the nightstand on her side of the bed.
 

It had a hard, cardboard cover, and cracked open like a book. It was filled with Kate's handwriting. As soon as I looked inside my suspicion that I shouldn't be looking inside proved correct.
 

I know. I'm a terrible person. I could feel it almost as soon as I saw that little book. I'd never seen anything around the house like it and from the moment I laid eyes on it, it looked like something I shouldn't know about.
 

Dear Diary
That's how almost every page began. Except the pages where she'd felt prolific, I guess. 
 

In my defence, I did close the thing. Briefly. Then it occurred to me that I would just have to leave it on her bed stand where I'd found it, pretending like I hadn't seen it was there. If I put it anywhere else, she'd know I found it.
 

A small part of me felt a little...betrayed? I mean, I get it. Everyone gets to have their secrets. It's just that for some reason I thought Kate and I had none.
 

I sat there on the bed, cradling that little book. It was so damn tempting. I'm not a weak person but it felt like finally I held the keys to my wife's heart in my hands. All I had to do was open the page, read what she was really thinking and pretend like I'd never done it. 
 

Maybe there would be some insight there to why she was the way she was? Maybe there was some secret there that would make her more the way I wanted her to be. In the end it proved too much, to try and resist that kind of pull. In the end I opened the book with one finger and started reading the page it had opened on.
 

Dear Diary,
Anna and Maggie had mocha latte's today and I felt kind of jealous. I don't get how the hell those girls can drink something so caloric and still be in that kind of shape! Do they just go and live at the gym after work?!? And how come I can't get the...
 


A small part of my heart sank. I shouldn't have expected more. That was the way she talked, I guess I just didn't realize that was the way she thought, too. I took a deep breath and opened another page.
 

Dear Diary,
What is it with pigeons?
 


I kind of laughed. In a way it felt better. It felt better knowing that there wasn't some huge secret that she was keeping from me. It felt better knowing that that's just the way she was. She just didn't spend a lot of time sitting around thinking about...me. I chuckled and casually flipped open another page. Now I realized, even if I had to tell her I found the diary, it wasn't going to be a big deal.
 

Dear Diary,
Zoe and I went for lunch yesterday. She practically made me have a glass of white wine. I didn't want to, I hate drinking during the day. She said it made her feel like less of an alcoholic if I drank too. I think she was just joking.
 


I almost closed it. I almost closed it and put it back on the bed stand. Then the next sentence caught my eye.
 


She told me about their vacation.
 


My heart gave a harder thump and sent a trickle of adrenaline to my toes. She'd never told me about this. She hadn't even told me that she went for lunch with Zoe.
 


She told me about all of it. She didn't leave anything out. I could barely keep my mouth closed the whole time she was talking. 
 

I can't believe people do that sort of thing. I can't believe Zoe and Jim did that sort of thing!
 


My heart started beating faster. This was much better. This was what I'd wanted to find out. Why hadn't she told me about this?
 


It's so lewd...it's so...nasty. Oh God just thinking about it...
 

I'm going to hate myself for writing this all down. I don't even know why...oh bullshit, I know exactly why.
 

I still can't believe they did that. Of course it would ruin their damn marriage!
 

It sounded terrifying. Who wants a bunch of men on them in a fertility ritual. They wanted to try something new, well, Jim wanted to try something new. He said anything was worth trying because they'd been trying so long to have a baby and they were almost divorced anyways. I have no idea how she could let someone do that to her! Being chased through the jungle by a bunch of sweaty black guys and then letting them...OMG!
 


My pulse was thundering in my veins. I couldn't believe what I'd read to the point that I needed to read it over a few times, just to make sure. It was there. It was all there and it said exactly that. It said that Jim and Zoe had gone on some crazy...fertility ritual vacation? What the fuck?!? I knew those guys were unconventional but what the fuck?!? Even they didn't do stuff like that.
 

I took a few deep breaths and tried to calm myself down. I read the lines over one more time, making sure there was no way I was misinterpreting what they said. There really was no way to misread what was there, though.
 

There was so much spinning through my mind. I wanted to pick up the phone and call Kate right then and there. I wanted to call her at work and ask her what else Zoe had told her. I realized quickly that that would be ridiculous. 
 

There was a part of me that felt oddly jealous that Zoe would share something like that with Kate and Jim wouldn't with me. We'd all been very close but Jim and I were friends long before Zoe or Kate had come into the picture. Why wouldn't he tell me something like that? 
 

Then there was a feeling I couldn't put my finger on. It was buried deep inside me and I could only see it moving through the shadows but it felt strong. It felt like it could come out at any moment and suffocate everything else that was going through my mind. It felt like lust.
 

That may sound crazy and it felt crazy right then. Why would I be feeling turned on just by reading that? I closed my eyes and tried to find the source of what it was pulsing through me and making my cock move.
 

I pictured Kate. I pictured her sitting at the restaurant, white linens and silver cutlery and tall-stemmed wine glass in her delicate fingers. I thought of Zoe sitting across from her, thick locks of brown hair falling over her shoulders. I thought of them leaning over the table and speaking in whispers and giggles. I thought of her telling Kate what I'd just read. 
 

"They fucking chased me through the jungle Kate..."
 

She swore a lot, Zoe did. Kate tolerated it because she loved Zoe. She loved what a free spirit she was but it was always something that bothered her.
 

"They fucking chased me through the jungle and..."
 

And what?!? My cock was stiff just thinking of Kate listening to that kind of vulgarity, never mind it actually happening to Zoe. I knew Kate. I knew she would have gone completely red with embarrassment. She would have wanted to crawl under the table just from hearing someone say something like that. I knew she would have been squirming in her seat. Just that thought, thinking of Kate being that uncomfortable, drove me crazy. I wanted to be there. I wanted to see her when she'd heard it. 
 

Most of all, I wondered what it was she really thought. 
 


I'm going to hate myself for writing this all down. I don't even know why...oh bullshit, I know exactly why.
 


What the hell did that mean?!?
 

I almost launched the thing across the room when I heard the front door open downstairs. My heart started pounding even harder.
 

I heard Kate's familiar hum. Seemed like she'd come home a little early, too.
 






Chapter 3

 


Through some feat of stealth and self-control I had replaced the book back onto the nightstand and made it into the shower by the time she came upstairs. I stood there, hot water streaming down my body, trying to hear what she was doing in the bedroom and hoping my hard-on would go away. I squeezed my ass cheeks a few times but it wouldn't budge.
 

When she finally walked in, I did my best to act surprised.
 

"Shit!" I yelped.
 

"Oh my God!" Kate squealed and jumped a few inches into the air.
 

"Sorry! I didn't hear you come in!" I said, realizing maybe I'd overdone it.
 

She doubled over and started giggling into the palm of her hand. "Oh my gosh you scared the poop out of me!" she laughed, finally coming up for air.
 

"Me too." I watched her, wondering if she'd noticed that she'd left the diary out. Wondering if she was wondering whether I'd seen it, too. If she was, she wasn't letting on.
 

"What are you doing home so early?" she asked, poking her head into the shower and peering around the edge of the curtain. I saw her eyes dart down my body. I saw them widen as she registered my stiff cock. Then I saw them dart back up. I caught her in my gaze. She looked beautiful when she was stunned.
 

She didn't stay that way for long. She pulled away and swept the shower curtain shut. "I'm sorry," she mumbled. I could feel the bathroom heating up from how red her face was getting. Like she'd never seen me naked before.
 

Maybe it was what I'd just read. Maybe it was where we were in our marriage. Maybe I was just horny. It doesn't really matter. I decided to take a chance.
 

"Why don't you come join me?"
 

I could practically hear her catch her breath. We both stood there on either side of the curtain, steam billowing from the hot water. Even though the silence was awkward, even though I wasn't sure why I'd said it, even though I didn't know how she was going to react, I was glad I had.
 

When the silence had stretched out long enough, I knew she wasn't going to go for it. It was no surprise.
 

"Sure."
 

Her answer hit me like a speeding truck. My cock bounced. I couldn't believe what I'd just heard.
 

I wanted desperately to peer around the curtain and watch her take her office clothes off. She had an amazing body and it had been a long time since I'd seen it anywhere but in the dark. I didn't want to do anything to compromise what was happening, though. So I stood there, listening to her undress and imagining what it might look like.
 

The first part of her I saw was her slender foot as she stepped into the shower. It was followed by her long, lean calf that swelled into a muscular thigh. It wasn't until I saw her shy smile peer around the curtain again that I believed that it was actually happening.
 

She stepped in with her other leg and I did my best not to feast my eyes on her ripe, round breasts. Her nipples were a little stiff. She barely had any aereolae and for some reason I loved that. My hands fit perfectly onto those breasts.
 

"Hi," she said with a shy smile as she pressed her body close to mine. "Can I have some hot water please?"
 

I smiled down at her, put my arms around her back and in one deft move spun us around so she was standing under the shower head.
 

She rewarded me with a playful squeal and then I saw her shoulders relax as the hot water splashed against her back.
 

This was what I wanted. This was the kind of thing I wanted her to do. Not ever day. Not even every week. Just every once in a while. I just wanted her to...let go like this every once in a while. 
 

I wanted to tell her that. I wanted to tell her it made me love her all over again when she did things like this. I didn't want to spoil everything though. So instead I just smiled, put a finger on her chin and leaned down for a kiss.
 

Her mouth opened easily and she let me in. I pushed my tongue between her lips, searching for hers. She gave it to me easily and the heat from it surged through my whole body. My cock moved against the tiny, soft bulge at the bottom of her belly.
 

She pulled her lips away. I panicked, worried that she'd think I was only thinking about sex. I was. I just didn't want her to know that. It was kind of hard, standing in the shower naked with her like that.
 

But when I looked down at her again, she was smiling. She was smiling and her eyes were full of mischief. It was the kind of smile you can't help but smile back at.
 

Something about it made me bold. I sank down onto my knees. I watched her eyes go wide. We didn't really do this kind of thing.
 

Water was splashing over her back and into my eyes, I didn't care. I pushed a finger gently in between her thighs. I heard her gasp. She was wet. A tiny waft of her scent filled my nose. I pushed another finger in.
 

She hadn't been standing in the shower long enough to be wet down there. Besides the wetness smelled like her and stuck nicely to my fingers. It made me even harder. I wondered what the hell she'd been thinking. The thought of the diary, forgotten for a moment as she'd stepped into the shower came flashing back. Did this have something to do with that?
 

I felt her legs open. I looked up to see her staring down at me with an open mouth. I ran a finger along her moist slit. She shivered on it. Her hand reached out and touched the wall. I pushed my finger deeper into her.
 

I was overcome by the searing heat and wetness in there. She was really fucking turned on for some reason. She had to have been, to have stepped into the shower like that. My cock was aching, as much to be inside her as to know why.
 

I looked up again. She'd closed her eyes. Her hips started rocking slowly back and forth. I pushed another finger inside.
 

She moaned and the motion of her hips sped up. I leaned closer, pushed out my tongue until I felt the soft flesh at the top of her cleft. Her eyes shot open. She looked shocked. Before she could react, I slid lower, found the tight nub of her clit and started running circles around it with my tongue.
 

Her other hand pressed up against the opposite wall. From where I was it looked like she was holding herself up in an iron cross. Her hips moved so easily back and forth, her wet pussy gliding along my mouth.
 

I felt her body start to shake slightly. I knew she couldn't hold herself like that for long. I pushed my fingers deeper into her and started running faster circles with my tongue. The sound of her moan made my cock flex and bounce.
 

I closed my eyes. My jaw had started to hurt but all I could think of was how, when she had finished, I was going to spin her around and sink my cock into her drenched pussy. Her juices ran down my jaw and I lapped up and swallowed as much of them as I could. I'd always loved the taste of her.
 

Her moans started coming in an even rhythm now. I started licking her even faster. Her pussy swam across my mouth. Just when I thought I'd have to stop and come up for air, I felt the first quiver of her thighs as her orgasm started deep inside.
 

"Ah!" she gasped, her whole body flexing uncontrollably on top of me. She tried to squeeze me with her legs. She let go of the walls, jamming her pussy onto my mouth. It hurt a little but I loved it. I licked at her furiously, fucking her with my fingers the whole time. She moaned and moaned and I kept my eyes open, watching her climax run through her, up and down her body.
 

She shuddered and shook above me until there was nothing left. I slowed my hand but kept my lips sealed around her clit. She didn't pull off. She rested there with her eyes closed. I watched the muscles in her face, still shifting with pleasure. My cock ached to be inside her cunt.
 

When she finally opened her eyes I could barely stand it. Making sure she could stand on her own, I stood up myself, my tongue running up her body. I cupped one of her small breasts with a hand then the other. I let my tongue lick at each nipple then watched them stiffen. I gave her a quick kiss on the neck, then spun her around.
 

She gasped again when I did that, but I felt her press her ass against me. I grabbed hold of her two ass cheeks. They felt swollen and ready. I found the soft heat of her entrance with the head of my cock.
 

She mewled when I touched her. She was looking back, like she was trying to see what it looked like, me touching her like that. It made me so hot. I tried to run my cock along her slit a few times. I tried to enjoy the moment, the hot water splashing on my back and the sticky, wet, scented heat of her pussy pressing against the head of my shaft. I didn't have much self-control for long though. With a moan and a thrust, I drove myself inside.
 

The sound of her moan filled the shower. Her back arched as she pushed closer to me. My mouth dropped open. I looked down to see my shaft disappearing into her. Her pussy was drenched and lava hot and I felt her clench, her walls tightening against my hard flesh.
 

I fucked her slowly for a few thrusts, trying to squeeze every drop of pleasure I could out of her dripping sex. After a few strokes I couldn't take it any longer. My body couldn't stand up against the overwhelming urge to fuck.
 

With one hand on her ass and the other on her hip, I started to rut. My hips jutted towards her sending my cock as deep into her steamy pussy as I could get. I longed to feel the end of her, longed to feel her clench around me as I filled her completely. In this position, I couldn't quite get there.
 

The cum started churning in my balls. I felt them flex. I felt my cock stiffen inside her. She must have felt it too. She spun around again to look me in the eye.
 

The way she was standing now I got the perfect outline of her tiny breast, the pink bud at its tip completely stiff. I reached up, cupped her breast then pinched her nipple. She shouted but her back arched even more and she pressed against me sending me deeper into her cunt.
 

I looked up and into her beautiful eyes. Even though her mouth was open in an agonized ecstasy, here eyes were warm and there was a smile somewhere deep inside them. One corner of her lip curled up.
 

"Sam," she whispered.
 

The only thing I could reply with was a grunt as my sack tightened again at the sound of her voice.
 

"Sam I want you to fill me up. Fill me up with love, Sam."
 

My eyes widened at her unexpected filthy mouth. I started pounding into her harder. Her body rocked back and forth. Her outstretched arms held her against the wall.
 

"Just like that, Sam," she said, even quieter.
 

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Kate never talked like that. Sometimes we would mutter little expressions of love, affection but not this. She would never tell me "just like that." It was hot as hell, hearing her tell me what she wanted.
 

I felt my cock harden inside her until it was completely stiff. The smile spread across her lips. Like she knew what was coming because of what she'd felt inside. It only made me fuck her harder.
 

I could feel her juices dripping from her pussy now, coating my balls. My shaft was sawing in and out of her. I felt her clench, her pussy milking me for love. I couldn't stand another second.
 

I let out a huge groan as my balls pulsed, sending cum shooting through my shaft. I looked down. I was buried deep inside her. I closed my eyes and thought of what it might look like, seeing my cock exploding into the tight pink walls of her searing hot pussy. I shouted as the first blast of my sperm covered her insides with love.
 

"Oh Sam!" she moaned. I looked up, still in mid-climax. She wasn't smiling anymore. Her face had returned to the agonized ecstasy I'd seen before. I felt her cunt tighten around me again. She was coming with me. Me coming inside her was making her come.
 

My hips thundered against her. My fingers dug into her flesh. It felt like all the heat of my orgasm was travelling down my spine, draining into my cock and pulsing deep inside her, making her come too.
 

I felt her shudder. I shook. My thrusts slowed. I still clung to her firm, round ass. As our fucking slowed, she turned around again. She looked down, once again trying to see what I looked like, moving in and out of her. I felt the last shudder of my own climax. When there was nothing left, I let myself slowly slip out.
 

I staggered backwards a few steps. My eyes drifted down to the pussy I'd just filled with cum. Her slit was spread wide but closing slowly. In the darkness between her thighs I could just make out the milky white of my fluid inside her. Suddenly, it came spilling out in a gush and landed on the shower floor. She felt it. I know she did because she gasped, glanced down, then quickly closed her legs and turned away from me, shy at what had just come from her.
 

I stepped back up to her, put my arms around her and pulled her towards me until her back was pressed against my chest.
 

"No," I said. I wanted to make sure she knew what I was talking about. "Don't be like that. That is incredibly hot."
 

Normally she would have told me I was being gross. Sometimes she would have just not said anything. This time was different. This time she turned and looked at me from the corner of her eye.
 

"You think so?" she whispered, as if she didn't believe what I'd said.
 

I felt the blood start to move into my cock again. I stared into her eyes. What had happened to her? This was the woman I wanted her to be. I said a prayer to the universe, that she stay like this forever.
 

"You are incredibly hot," I said, pressing my lips against her neck. She let me kiss her. She even leaned in towards my body and reached a hand around. We stood there with me holding her like that.
 

The water started to cool. I didn't realize what was going on until it was too late. The water coming from the shower head turned ice cold. Kate shrieked and tried to scramble out of the shower. She yanked on the curtain which came crashing down.
 

A shock at the sudden cold water rushed through my body. The hot water had run out. Bracing myself against the cold, I reached out and turned off both taps.
 

Kate was on the floor, half-covered by the shower curtain. I leaned against the cold tile. When our eyes met we were both breathing heavily.
 

The bathroom filled with her laughter.
 






Chapter 4

 


That afternoon haunted me. It haunted me in two ways. The first was reading her diary. I couldn't get it out of my mind. I carried those words with me wherever I went, no matter what I did. The second thing that haunted me was sex in the shower.
 

Not in a bad way. I just didn't understand. I didn't understand why suddenly she'd been not just completely amenable to the idea of sex in the afternoon, under the glare of the bathroom lights. I didn't understand why she'd been amenable to the idea of sex at all.
 

The diary hadn't been there when I'd stepped out of the bathroom, back onto the plush carpet of the bedroom. She'd obviously put it away. I'd sat down on the bed, slid open the nightstand drawer and wondered. It wasn't there.
 

She must have put it away but did she suspect I'd read it? Was that what had happened? Was that what had turned her on? Or was it just some fluke, a coincidence? I refused to believe that. Gradually I started conflating the two events.
 

It drove me mad for a week. A week of texting Jim almost every day, sometimes twice, trying to find a time to meet. Surely he would be able to shed some light on this.
 

We had sex that week, which is more than I can say for other weeks. It wasn't all hot in the shower sex but we had sex. Somehow, despite my torment at why it was happening, things seemed to be changing for the better.
 

When Jim finally agreed to go out it was on a Friday night. I had to negotiate with Kate. Friday nights were kind of our night. Both of us tried not to work late. Sometimes we went out, sometimes we stayed in but we had an understanding that it was our time. 
 

She was fairly okay with me going out with Jim. She knew I hadn't seen him in a long time. "Don't be too naughty," she warned with a coy smile. Jim and I had a tendency to get into it well after we should have stopped.
 

"I'll be good," I said, kissed her on the cheek. I took a cab to the bar, just in case.
 

Jim looked like shit. I smiled and shook his hand and tried to pretend that that's not what I thought, but he really did look like shit.
 

"Hey buddy," I said, punching him on the arm.
 

"Yeah, you can fuck off with all that. I know I look like shit." Jim was never really one to beat around the bush.
 

"Ummm...yeah, I mean..." I wasn't sure what to say. It felt a little awkward. We hadn't seen each other in such a long time. He looked much different than when I'd seen him last.
 

"Yeah, yeah, you mean I look like shit. Come on Sam, fucking don't start that shit with me." 
 

"Okay," I soothed, "let's go get that drink."
 

The bar was dark and quiet and we sat at one end of the bar where we could get drinks quickly. A few beers and two shots in, Jim started to open up. Or rather, I found the courage to ask him what the hell had happened.
 

"So..." I began, searching for the best way to bring it up.
 

He didn't wait for me to finish. He held up a hand, finished what was left in his shot glass, chased it with a swig of beer, then wiped the foam from his lip.
 

"You want to know what happened."
 

It wasn't a question.
 

"I mean, I just want to know if you're okay. It's been so long and..."
 

"Yeah, yeah, yadda yadda," he snapped. Even for Jim he was being unusually brusque. "Look, I'm sorry. I don't mean to be a dick. I know I'm being a dick. I didn't want to get together because I knew this was...why you wanted to get together. I knew you wanted to ask me about all this stuff and I just...I just...fuck, I don't even know..."
 

He trailed off, his eyes focusing on some dark corner behind the bar.
 

The pretty bartender swung over towards us. I stole a glance at her ample breasts, pressed together by a bra that was almost too tight. They made a beautiful cleft down the v-neck shirt she was wearing. I looked back up to see her smiling at me. The woman knew how to earn her tips.
 

"Can I get you boys anything?" she asked.
 

"Another round," I said, putting a hand on Jim's back. He looked up at me. His eyes looked tired as hell. He looked like he'd been in a war.
 

"Sure thing!" she sang and spun around to go get us our drinks.
 

"Jimmy, buddy," I said, patting him on the back. "Come on, it's me."
 

He sighed a heavy sigh and his head sank lower, closer to the bar.
 

"Oh fuck, alright. I haven't told anyone but my therapist this shit and...well, that's all fucked up too but, whatever. I guess it won't hurt to tell you. I just..." he trailed off and spaced out again.
 

I waited as long as I could. The bartender brought us our drinks, he didn't budge. I took a sip of my shot, he didn't budge. Finally, I felt like I should say something.
 

"Jim? If it's really that bad..."
 

He snapped out of his trance. "Huh? Oh shit, sorry. No, I mean, yes it is but no, it's not so bad I can't tell you. I just don't want you thinking any less of me, that's all."
 

"Jimmer, why the hell would I think less of you for this? Don't be stupid." I tried to make it sound convivial but he didn't bite. He just sat there, looking sullen.
 

"I did a crazy thing Sam. I...we did a crazy thing, Zoe and I."
 

"Okay..." I said, trying not to sound too eager to hear the details. Even though I only had an inkling of what they were, I couldn't wait to hear what Jim actually had to say about it.
 

"It was a crazy fucking thing man." He turned to me and put a hand on my shoulder. "Tell me you're not gonna judge me for this?"
 

"Why would I judge..." I realized mid-sentence that wasn't what he needed, more questions in his life. "I'm not gonna judge you for anything buddy." When he still seemed like he wasn't sure, I looked around and said "I promise."
 

He took a deep breath and a long pull of his beer.
 

"I found this thing. I found this crazy fucking thing online man. I don't know if you remember anything, anything about Zoe and me?"
 

I shook my head, not sure what it was he wanted me to remember. We'd been close friends. We'd seen each other a lot.
 

"I mean, you remember we were trying to have a baby, right?"
 

"Yeah. I remember that."
 

"Yeah, well it wasn't that there was any fucking problem with either of us. We went to the doctor and everything he said everything was fine. The problem was...the problem fucking was, Sam, that we just weren't having sex."
 

A jolt of nervous energy ran through me when I heard him say that. Even though things had been better with me and Kate, I worried about what he was going to say next. I wondered if we were in the same place they'd been in before they did the "crazy thing."
 

"I don't really know what I was thinking...well, yes I do," Jim explained. "I thought we needed something new, something fresh. I thought we needed something to pull us out of our rut. Something that would get us excited about each other again."
 

I just sat there nodding and staring at him. He was finally getting into it, I didn't want to interrupt.
 

"So I was just surfing around, typing random shit into search engines. How to fix a marriage. Improve sex life, you know, that kind of shit."
 

I knew exactly what kind of shit he was talking about. I'd done the same thing more often than I cared to remember.
 

"Most of it is bullshit. The bottom line is men want sex more than women and that's just the way it is, right?"
 

"Right." That was something I could agree with.
 

"And then?" Jim downed the rest of his beer just as bartender brought over two fresh shots. "I'll take another beer, too," Jim said, barely looking at her attractive frame. She smiled and whisked his glass away. 
 

"And then?" I echoed, barely able to keep my cool anymore.
 

"And then," Jim lowered his voice, "I came across the craziest shit I'd ever seen in my life."
 

I gave him a second to start talking again. When he didn't I finally grabbed him by the arm and gave him a little shake.
 

"Jim. Are you going to tell me what that was?!?"
 

He smirked, probably at realizing how cryptic he was being. "Yeah. Sorry." He downed the shot just as the bartender came back with his beer, took a deep breath and started to talk.
 

"There's a place in Madagascar, Sam. It's a crazy place. It's like a vacation place but for couples. They only take one couple at a time, cause they don't have any more room than that. It's fucking expensive, too. I guess they don't have much economy down there. Anyways, you go there and it's all this...this tribal shit. Like people living in huts and shit. I don't know if it's for real or if they're just putting on a show. It's probably just a show. But that's not the point. The point is you go down there and they do all this...stuff."
 

I was practically shaking on the bar stool. "What kind of stuff?" I asked, trying to sound calm.
 

"Sex stuff, man. They...I mean, I knew it was going to be like this. That was part of the deal. You've got to sign papers and they explain the whole thing, what's going to happen. It's for guys who like to see their wives, you know, fuck other guys?"
 

My eyes popped open. It was one thing reading it in Kate's diary and inferring what she meant. It was another thing completely to hear Jim say it out loud.
 

"Great. Now you think I'm a fucking pervert." His words shook me from my surprise.
 

"Jim...bud, I don't think you're a pervert. I just...it's kind of a surprise to hear someone say something like that."
 

"Yeah, fuck it. I know. You're right." He took a swig of beer. "You want to hear the rest?" He'd started slurring slightly.
 

"If you want to tell it, man."
 

"So they do this whole ritual. It's supposedly a fertility ritual but who the fuck knows if it's real. It's probably just a show. Like, the whole thing is probably just one big show, for the money. I didn't care. When I first found this, it drove me insane. I couldn't keep going to the website where they describe it and reading the same thing over and over and over again. Then I started looking for it online. You know, I tried to find porn about it. About guys watching their wives with other guys. It was driving me out of my fucking skull. It was so hot, thinking about...thinking about Zoe doing that. Thinking about watching her do that with someone else..."
 

Something inside me shifted. It happened right in that moment, when he told me that he'd thought about Zoe doing that with someone else. My mind immediately went to Kate. The thought of her doing it with someone else wedged itself into some dark and primal corner of my brain. My cock moved at the thought. I shifted in my seat, hoping I wouldn't get a full hard-on in front of Jim.
 

"So you told Zoe about this?"
 

He looked up at me. "Yeah I told Zoe about it, what do you think? I just put her in a suitcase and dragged her down there?!?"
 

"Shit Jim, I'm sorry, I just..."
 

He waved away my apology. "Ah shit it's me should be sorry, Sam. I'm so fucking touchy these days. So on edge. Of course I told Zoe about it..." he trailed off.
 

"And?"
 

When he started talking again, his voice was even softer. "And it was like fucking night and day, man. Like night and day."
 

"What do you mean?"
 

"I mean she got into the idea, like, right away. Maybe that should have been a fucking clue for me. Maybe if I'd been smarter I would have realized that for what it was."
 

"What do you mean? For what it was?"
 

"I mean she really got into the idea, Sam. From the moment I brought it up and told her about the website she really was into it. And for a while that sucked me in even more. I mean, our sex life went through the roof. She started wanting sex almost every days. Sometimes twice."
 

That made my cock move again. Not the thought of Jim and Zoe having sex but the thought of having a wife that was that...interested.
 

"She started talking about it, fantasizing about it. What would it be like if she were to take another man and I were to watch. Well fuck, it got me pretty damn hard, too. We hadn't had sex like that in years and now all of a sudden it was like we'd found this thing, this amazing thing where we were both on the same page and it just felt like fucking magic, you know?"
 

I nodded. I didn't really know but the thought of what it felt like was making me want to find out more and more. "So what? You guys just went for it?"
 

"Nah. Not right away anyways. We kind of started...experimenting. Zoe had a friend. Someone she'd known for a long time but wasn't really in touch with. She said she'd always had a thing for him. It felt kind of weird, kind of scary but I was like what the hell, might as well give it a try. It can't hurt and if we don't like it we just stop, right?"
 

"Right."
 

"So that was the first thing. He came down and we all had drinks and had a nice time and then they just kind of, you know, hooked up. And I watched."
 

"And you watched?" I didn't want Jim to know but the whole idea was making me incredibly aroused.
 

"And I watched," he said, talking half the shot.
 

"And?"
 

"And...it was incredibly hot. Man, I've never seen anything so hot. We'd never had anything like that between us."
 

"Really?" I asked.
 

"Really. You wouldn't believe it. Cause it's not like they were just...fucking, or whatever. She'd look over at me every now and again, sort of checking in, right? And just, fuck man, the view of her with another man's cock inside her, I just...I can't describe it."
 

He didn't have to. I was living the whole thing inside my mind as he was talking about it except thinking about Kate doing the same thing.
 

"So that's when you decided? That's when you guys decided to try the...what was it? The Madagascar thing?"
 

"Yeah, it was Madagascar. But no, not just then. You know, we tried it out a few more times to see if we'd be into it."
 

"And you were?"
 

"We totally were. It seemed like each time was better and better. It felt like we were falling in love all over again, as crazy as that sounds."
 

I shook my head. More at how amazing it all sounded than anything else.
 

"Then we decided to go for it. We got tickets. Fuck, Madagascar is expensive as fuck to get to. We didn't care. We're doing okay...were doing okay, and just wanted to have some fun."
 

"But it wasn't fun?" I had to swallow, my throat was so dry.
 

He shook his head. "Oh it was fucking fun alright. We had a great time. A great fucking time."
 

I felt my brow furrow. "So what happened then? Why are you guys..."
 

"Because it was too good of a time, man. It was too good of a time." He paused and took another swig of beer. "When we got back here I thought we'd, you know, sort of cool it off for a while, take it easy and just enjoy each other. Well, Zoe had other plans."
 

"She wanted to keep going? She wanted to keep..."
 

"Yeah. Hotwifing. That's what it's called. Hotwifing."
 

"Hotwifing. Right."
 

"Yeah. Except now it was like she didn't care so much about whether I was into it or not anymore. Now she just wanted to get with other guys and fuck them."
 

That part was hard to swallow. I knew Zoe. It was hard to believe she'd do something like that. Especially to a nice guy like Jim. He must have read the look on my face.
 

"I know, right?" he asked. "Zoe. It's hard to believe."
 

"Jim..." I didn't really know what to say but I needed to make sure it wasn't just Jim going out of his mind. "Are you...I mean, are you sure she's..."
 

"Last week she had sex with three different guys." His voice was deadpan. He was staring straight at me.
 

"And you weren't..."
 

"She sent pictures. To my phone. Like that was supposed to be sexy or something. I was still at work the first time. I had a fucking panic attack and rushed home. She was there, man. She was there and she was...just full of him. She was full of that guy's cum."
 

I saw the bartender pause, just for a moment, like she'd heard. She went back to putting away glasses almost right away. I sat there staring at Jim who was staring off into the distance, past the floor to some dark place. I finally found the courage to talk.
 

"Jim...I'm so sorry man."
 

He shrugged and smiled a hollow smile. "What're you gonna do? I kind of did it to myself, right?"
 

"I mean, still..." I wasn't sure what else I could really say.
 

"Yeah, forget about it. Let's just get drunk then you can go home and fuck your wife. Nice that you still have one."
 

So we did. Then I went home and tried to fuck my wife.
 






Chapter 5

 


I had to take a cab home. It was almost midnight by the time I got back. I knew Kate would be sound asleep. I knew I should probably just shower and crawl into bed or better yet, get a blanket and sleep on the couch.
 

I tried to do that. I tried my best to just go to sleep on the couch and not think of everything Jim had told me that night. But sleep wouldn't come and the thoughts of what him and Zoe had done haunted my mind.
 

The worst part of it was that I couldn't stop thinking that even though maybe things hadn't worked out exactly right for them, maybe they might work out for us.
 

If I'd been more sober I probably would have laughed at the thought. If I hadn't read Kate's journal. If she hadn't written what she'd written.
 

I'm going to hate myself for writing this all down. I don't even know why...oh bullshit, I know exactly why.
 

I probably would have just dismissed it all. But now it all started swimming together in my head, along with the alcohol and making me wonder what it would be like to see her with another man and making my cock hard. After an hour of that, I got up and crept towards the bedroom. I knew it was probably a lost cause. There was still enough booze in my blood to try anyways.
 

Kate's body was hot under the down comforter. She was only wearing a t-shirt and some underwear and I put a palm on the outside of her thigh and ran my hand over the smooth skin there. She stirred slightly.
 

I bent down and kissed the nape of her neck. She must have showered before bed because she smelled like soap tinged with a tiny bit of sweat from being so hot under the covers. I felt her head move. Then I watched it turn. Her eyes fluttered open.
 

"Sam?" she whispered, her eyes bleary.
 

"Hey," I replied, leaning in to kiss her again.
 

She pulled away. "You smell like a still," she said, turning away and crinkling her nose.
 

I knew I should probably just stop there and go back to the couch. There was no harm in trying a little more, though. I ran my hand up to where her thigh started to curve into her ass. Her skin was so soft and my cock flexed just at the touch of it.
 

"Sam, are you trying to put the moves on me?" I heard the smile in her voice.
 

"You know," I explained. It was always easier when I was drunk. I could just blame my need on the alcohol. "Just thought I'd come up and...cuddle."
 

She chuckled. "What time is it?"
 

"One, probably? Maybe two?"
 

"Oh my God!" she groaned, pulling the covers over her head. "I have to be at work tomorrow!" Her voice was muffled but I could hear the irritation loud and clear.
 

"Sorry baby," I said, my hand moving over her hip and towards her belly. "I had beers with Jim."
 

The covers slipped slowly off her head. "Yeah I know. You told me, remember? What did he have to say?"
 

My hand stopped sliding along her front. She seemed suddenly, strangely, interested. She turned her head and looked at me.
 

"What'd you guys talk about?" she asked.
 

I wasn't really sure what to make of her reaction. Did this have something to do with what Zoe had told her? Did she just want to know the other side of the story? It still didn't make that much sense, that she'd want to know so badly at two in the morning.
 

"I mean, this and that. Mostly about him and Zoe."
 

She rolled over and pushed up on one shoulder. Her eyes were wide open now and there was a smile dancing somewhere around the corner of her lips. I didn't realize she was such a gossip hound."What...I mean, what did he tell you?" she asked, tripping over her words. She sounded very excited.
 

I lay there staring at her. Jim had sworn me to secrecy. No doubt Zoe had done the same with Kate. But they had to know. They had to know that we talked. They had to know that we would at least share what we knew. Didn't they?
 

"Why so interested all of a sudden?" I asked.
 

She seemed to fluster. She lay back down, on her back this time and stared up at the ceiling.
 

"Oh gosh," she sighed, "I...I don't know Sam. It's all so...I don't know. I want to tell you but Zoe really wanted me to keep it a secret."
 

"Yeah," I replied, "Jim said the same thing to me."
 

She turned to look at me, the sparkle of excitement in her eyes again. "They had to know we were going to tell each other, right? I mean they couldn't have meant that we couldn't talk about it, just the two of us?"
 

I wanted to hear what she had to say as much as she wanted to know what I had. I think we both knew there was nothing else to do but spill the beans.
 

"Okay," I said, after some thought, "but we keep it between us. We don't tell anyone else?"
 

She propped herself up on an elbow again. It didn't look like I was going to have sex the way I'd wanted, but I hadn't seen her this excited about anything in a long time.
 

"So?" she asked. "Who starts?"
 

I did. I told her everything. I told her what Jim had said, how it had all started and how it had ended up in Madagascar and then how Zoe had started doing it without him. I told her how hurt he seemed by it all and how he'd asked me to get drunk. She stared at me the whole time I was talking, listening intently.
 

"So?" I asked, once I'd finished. "What about you?"
 

Suddenly, she seemed very shy. "Oh Sam, I don't know."
 

My mouth dropped open. "Hey! What do you mean you don't know! We had a deal!"
 

"No, I know, I know! I didn't mean I didn't know about wanting to tell you. I want to tell you, it's just that...oh my gosh some of it is so lewd."
 

"More lewd than what I told you?" I asked, somewhat incredulous that that could be the case.
 

"Uh-huh," she nodded, biting her lip. "Zoe told me everything."
 

My cock came suddenly back to life. I don't know what it was about the thought of Zoe telling Kate everything that had happened that made me so aroused. I knew this was a moment I had to tread carefully around. There was something special about this moment Kate and I were having.
 

"Well it's not really fair, is it, that I told you all that stuff and now you're not going to tell me?"
 

She took a deep breath and looked me right in the eyes. When she spoke, it was in a whisper, like she was scared someone else might hear.
 

"She let other men...she slept with other men, Sam," Kate confessed.
 

"I know. That's what Jim said, that..."
 

"No," she interrupted, putting a hand on my arm. "She slept with a lot of different men."
 

"Okay," I replied. Maybe Jim hadn't mentioned how many but I guess I'd assumed it was more than one.
 

"At the same time."
 

The bottom fell out of my insides as soon as I realized what she was saying. I was pretty sure Jim hadn't mentioned that.
 

"Did she...did she tell you how many?" I asked. My voice had fallen as silent as hers. I started to understand what a huge secret this was.
 

"Oh God, Sam..." she trailed off and her eyes drifted across the room. When she turned to look at me again, it was with an even deeper stare. "She said dozens. She said she lost track. She said there were days where the only thing she remembered was..."
 

She didn't finish. I was surprised she'd said as much as she had already.
 

My heart was racing and my mind was reeling, a million different thoughts and fantasies filling it at the same time. I had no idea where my arousal was coming from but it was impossible to ignore. I was hornier now, listening to Kate talk about Zoe that way, than I had been when I'd come into the bedroom.
 

"What else?" I asked, realizing how desperate I sounded. It made Kate look at me. She looked pleased. She looked excited that I was so interested in something only she could give me.
 

"She said it was the most erotic thing she's ever done. The most erotic thing they'd ever done. It was like sex on steroids, having sex in front of Jim like that and then having sex with him. She said after a while they couldn't stop themselves. She said even when she asked him if he wanted her to stop, he said no. He just kept staring. And Sam?" 
 

She paused, her eyes wide, making sure I was still paying the same kind of attention.
 

"Yes?"
 

"She said he loved it just as much as she did. I don't know what he told you, but..."
 

"No. He told me that. He told me he couldn't get enough of it."
 

"I know!" She squeezed my arm. "But it's the real reason they're breaking up now, Sam! She said...she said she couldn't stop. Once they got back, she just couldn't stop."
 

I was studying her face as she talked. There was a nervous excitement tensing the muscles of her face I'd never seen before, the whole time we'd been married. My hunger for her swallowed me and I couldn't stop myself from asking, "and how did that make you feel?"
 

"What?" She was still looking up at me with wide eyes but she hadn't sounded confused in the least bit when she'd said it.
 

Before she had time to react I pushed my hand between her thighs and lifted it towards the thin fabric of her cotton panties.
 

"Sam!" she squealed. But she was soaked. Her pussy was drenched. She'd soaked through her underwear and onto her thighs.
 

A swell of lust crashed through my body, settling in between my legs. Our eyes were locked and even if she'd wanted to protest, even if she'd tried to explain her way out of it, I knew the truth. Her body couldn't hide the truth. Something about what had happened with Zoe and Jim was making her as hot as it was making me.
 

"What is it Kate?" I asked, pressing against her and pushing her against the bed. She'd put a hand on my arm, the one that had discovered her damp secret, but now she wasn't even pretending to pull me away. She wanted it. She wanted it as much as I did.
 

"Come on Kate," I asked, peeling off my shirt and pulling her panties to one side with two fingers. "I can feel how turned on you are. What is it? Is it thinking about Zoe getting fucked by all those men?"
 

She gasped at my profanity but didn't protest. As I found her soft labia with the tips of my fingers I felt her shudder beneath me. But her legs swayed open, letting me in and letting me know she had nothing against the intrusion. Quite the opposite. Without thinking, my mouth kept moving.
 

"Or were you thinking about yourself? Were you thinking that maybe you'd like to have all those men fuck you?"
 

I plunged my fingers deep into the searing heat of her pussy. She moaned and her back arched, her hot body pressing against my chest as she came up off the bed.
 

"Kate, you dirty little slut," I growled into her as my fingers started fucking her cunt, "you want to be fucked by all those men?"
 

Her eyes popped open wide and stared at me. At the same time her body shook beneath me. I'd never felt her like this. So tense. So primed. I crooked my fingers inside her, finding the tender spot she barely ever let me touch. Her nails dug into my arm. I started to fuck her harder with my hand.
 

"Is that what you want Kate?" I went on, risking everything to see where she would draw the line. "You want to feel yourself choking on another man's cock while I watch?"
 

My courage was rewarded with a deep moan that seemed to come from the deepest, darkest part of her. My cock was aching and stiff and I longed to drive myself into her tender slit, but I wanted even more to see how far I could take the little fantasy we'd uncovered.
 

"You want to feel another man drive himself inside you, is that it?" I urged. "You want to feel another man stretch your tight little pussy with his thick cock?"
 

"Oh Sam!" she whispered, breathless. The heat of her breath was sweet on my skin. Her body was convulsing around my arm. I'd never felt her like this. I'd never seen my wife like this before. My hand was starting to cramp but I was determined to make her finish.
 

"I didn't know you were such a dirty little whore," I growled. "Why I bet you'd love to feel another man's cock coming deep inside your hot little pussy?"
 

The words were barely out of my mouth before she started moaning. It was a long, low moan. Her body writhed on the bed beneath me. Suddenly I felt a thick, hot gush of liquid come from inside her and cover my arm.
 

My jaw dropped open as I realized what was happening but my hand kept pumping. I pushed myself off her, so I could watch the carnal dance. Her legs were twisted around my arm, her nipples stiff with arousal and her cheeks flushed with pleasure. Her hips twisted slowly back and forth and when she spread her legs slightly, I felt another throbbing gush.
 

I kept fucking her with two fingers until I felt the tension twist out of her. As soon as it did, I scrambled in between her legs, pointed myself at her entrance and drove my steel-hard shaft into her tender, drenched cunt.
 

I grimaced as the pleasure of sinking into her searing, tight lips rushed through me. I knew I wouldn't last long. Thankfully, she seemed to have enjoyed herself enough already that I wouldn't have to. As my hips began to buck, a vision of my gentle, smiling Kate impaled on a long and thick black cock came into focus inside my mind.
 

I barely managed a dozen thrusts. The thought of her staring into the eyes of some dark stranger, squeezing him with her cunt the way her fingers had squeezed me just then made my balls pulse. I felt the first spurt of seed travelling through them and opened my eyes for the extra punch of pleasure staring at her would bring.
 

I would never have expected her to be staring back. Not the way she was. Her eyes were wide. With excitement, anticipation of my climax, yes. But mostly they were wide with curiosity. What had just happened had made her curious about what would happen next. That was hotter than everything else combined.
 

With a shout I exploded deep inside her, my hips thrusting against the softness of her thighs as my cock spurted seed deep into her insides.
 

The orgasm was too fast and uncontrolled. I tried to squeeze more pleasure out of it but I'd come too quickly and all I could manage were a few more faint whimpers of pleasure. As I sank down onto Kate, she held me with those big eyes, filled with a longing for something unknown. I had to look away. That look was almost too intimidating for the state I was in. I rolled off of her and put an arm on my forehead. I felt her roll towards me. She kissed my cheek.
 

"Sam?" she whispered, her warm breath tickling my ear.
 

"Yeah?" I asked without turning towards her.
 

"That was fucking hot."
 

My eyes went wide. What had I done?
 






Chapter 6

 


Kate was gone the next morning. I found a note next to me on the pillow.
 

Gone to catch the sunrise. I love you. :)
 

A shiver ran through me as the memory of the preceding evening trickled into my consciousness.
 

That was fucking hot.
 

The sound of her voice as she'd said the words bounced back and forth in my mind and there was nothing I could do to make it go away. That wasn't the part that worried me. The part that worried me was that I had no interest in making it go away.
 

As I stood in the heat of the shower I let my mind wander back and forth over what had happened in bed the night before. Every time I thought of her telling me about Zoe, thought about how wet it made her I felt myself getting hard. Finally I had to masturbate, just to let go of it for a few minutes. As I stood in the kitchen making myself coffee it came back, though. It came back and wouldn't let me go.
 

The thought struck me as I was on my way out the door. Why not check if her diary was in the bed stand? It probably wasn't but it wouldn't hurt to check, right? Maybe she'd written something after I'd fallen asleep? Maybe she'd written something in it that morning?
 

I stood with one hand on the doorknob, trying to tear myself away from the house and the thought of going upstairs. It proved impossible.
 

Even as I raced up the stairs I was setting myself up for the probability that the diary wouldn't be there. I was sure she would have stowed it somewhere safe, especially after yesterday, after discovering it out in the open. All these years and she'd never told me she kept a journal.
 

When I opened the drawer, my heart jumped. It was lying right there. As if she wanted it to be read. I dropped my computer on the bed, sat down and opened the book.
 


Dear Diary,
Sam and I just had sex. He told me all about what Jim had told him and I told him...some of what Zoe had. I just couldn't get into the really dirty parts. But I couldn't keep them out of my mind, either.
 

I don't know if he knew. I don't know if sensed something, or if he felt the same way about it that I did? He started talking. He started talking about other men. Other men on top of me, other men...filling me. I've never orgasmed like that before. I've never felt so...desired.
 

He's sleeping now. He looks exhausted and a little drunk. I don't know what to feel but I don't know if I can sleep. It feels so wrong to want this. Maybe I don't really want it. Fantasies are just that, right? Fantasies? But when I think about it, all I want is to hear him saying those words to me all over again.
 


I was hard again after reading that. I didn't know how I was going to get through my day. I wanted to tear my pants off and whack off again. I glanced at the alarm clock and blood started draining from my cock back into my brain. I was already half an hour late.
 

The day went slow as hell. The whole time I was at work I couldn't help thinking about Kate every few minutes. I spent my lunch break thinking of ways I could bring it up, what had happened the night before. I loved my wife and we were close but there was no way I was going to get up the courage to just bring the whole thing up out of nowhere. Not sober anyways.
 

I spent a good part of the afternoon wondering about her. Was she thinking about it as much as I was? Was she thinking about me? Until I got the text.
 

Can't get last night out of my head. I want to show you something.
 

Except it wasn't from her. It was from Jim.
 

I met him at the same bar. We took a booth this time. He looked better but he was still harried.
 

"Everything okay?" I asked once we'd settled into our drink. "I can't stay as late as I did last night."
 

"Everything's...fine." He seemed unsure. 
 

"What's the deal? What did you want to show me?"
 

He glanced around, making sure no one was within earshot. The bar was pretty loud with office types pouring in for happy hour. Our corner of it was dark, though. He pulled out his phone.
 

"I don't know why the fuck I want to show you this. I guess I...I just want you to know. I want someone to know."
 

"Someone to know what?" I asked.
 

"Someone to know how crazy this was. It was fucking crazy, Sam."
 

He flipped through the video gallery on his phone until he came to a dark still. It didn't look like anything, until he pressed play.
 

I leaned in. I could barely make her out. The lighting was so dim, it looked like it had been shot by a fire or something. I caught my breath as Zoe's shape came into view.
 

She was on her knees, surrounded by two of the most muscled black guys I'd ever laid eyes on. My eyes shot open when I realized she was naked. I looked up at Jim, hoping he didn't get the wrong impression. 
 

"It's okay. Keep watching," he urged.
 

Slowly, I looked back down at the small, dark screen.
 

Zoe was beautiful. I'd always thought that. But now that I saw her naked she looked better than I could have imagined. She had full, round breasts with large nipples that were stiff and ready. Black hands coursed up and down the length of her torso, dark fingers groping her pale skin.
 

Her eyes were closed. Her head was tilted back slightly, resting against the man behind her. I watched his hand come up and settle on her breast. Her stiff nipple poked out from between his fingers. I heard her moan.
 

"Jim. What the fuck?" I whispered, looking back up at him. I had no idea why he was showing me the video. He was staring at it intently himself.
 

"Sam...fuck. Just watch!" he ordered in a terse whisper.
 

My eyes shot back down to the screen. I knew he needed me or he wouldn't have asked me to do it. It was hard to escape the guilt of watching my friends wife getting fucked.
 

"You see the guy behind her?" he asked. 
 

I stared at his shape, barely able to make it out in the darkness. "Yeah."
 

"When I took this, his cock was up her ass."
 

I felt my own cock move at the thought of a long, dark shaft buried in Zoe's bowels. The guy in front of her was shuffling forward.
 

"This was the first moment," Jim narrated. "The first time she took two guys."
 

I heard the unmistakable sound of iron-hard cock penetrating the softness of Zoe's obviously drenched pussy. It was a wet, sticky sound. Her mouth dropped open, along with her eyes. As if on cue, another man walked into the frame, stiff cock in hand. I stared, wide-eyed as he pushed the head of it into her waiting mouth.
 

"It still makes me fucking hot as hell," Jim whispered, fixated on the video. "I fucking hate myself for it but it still makes me hot as hell, watching this."
 

I glanced up at his pained expression but quickly looked back down at the screen again. The gurgling sound of Zoe choking on the cock she'd been given filled the booth. The men beneath her had started fucking her, swaying her back and forth between each other, pushing their cocks into her holes. As she swayed, I watched the stiff black pole glide smoothly in and out of her mouth."It's not much longer. It didn't take long. At night it never took long," he explained, sounding hoarse. "They drank some kind of drink...I don't know, some fucking jungle potion and they were just...walking sex."
 

I stared on in awe and horror as the men's pace quickened. Zoe started moaning, most of the moans lost along the thick length that filled her mouth. Suddenly, the gentle swaying turned into quick, furtive jerks. I saw the two men's muscles twitch around her. I watched her shudder. She let out one long, high moan that would have been a scream if it hadn't been muffled by cock.
 

I knew she was coming. All that fucking was making her come.
 

As if on cue, the man in her mouth put his hands on her head. His hips started jutting, his ball sack slapping against her chin. With one final jerk, he plunged deeper into her throat than he'd gone before. I saw his sack tense, watched his cock pulse. I heard her gag again. He was fucking his seed deep into her throat.
 

I thought she would try to push him away. I thought I'd see her hands come up and try to free herself from his hold. No. Her hands came up alright. One hand came up between his legs, the other grabbed the base of his cock. Still swaying from the two men fucking her, I watched the muscles of her throat loosen as she took him even deeper inside. 
 

My jaw dropped open. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I looked up at Jim. He was still completely mesmerized.
 

"I know," he said softly. "Isn't it fucking incredible?"
 

I was stunned. I had no idea what to say. It was only then, with Jim staring at me that I realized my own cock was completely hard. All I wanted was to get the fuck out of there and go home to Kate.
 






Chapter 7

 


It didn't matter to me anymore how I should bring it up. I walked into the house and steamed into the kitchen. She was sitting at the table reading a magazine. When she looked up, she looked pissed.
 

"You couldn't have called?" she asked.
 

I looked at the time. It was well past six. I bent down on one knee next to her.
 

"I saw Jim. You're not going to believe what he showed me."
 

Her eyes lit up. She looked like a kid at Christmas. "Is it about...is it about him and Zoe?"
 

I nodded and she leaned towards me on her chair. It looked like my lateness was forgiven.
 

"He showed me a video of it."
 

"A video? Of what?" She was on the edge of her seat.
 

"It was a video of Zoe. It was a video of Zoe..." I paused and looked into her eyes, wondering if I should say what I was about to say in broad daylight. "She was fucking three men."
 

Her jaw dropped open and her eyes went wide. 
 

"Sam!" she chided, unable to believe what I'd just said.
 

"No Kate, I'm serious. She was...she was on her knees and..." I lost the end of my sentence as my mind drifted back to the memory of what I'd seen. I don't know how much time passed before she spoke again.
 

"He showed you?" she asked quietly. "Jim showed it to you?"
 

I looked up at her again and nodded. She was staring back at me with those same wide, curious eyes. "What...what did it look like?" Her words were barely a breath.
 

I could tell something had changed about her posture. Her whole body had shifted in the chair. She was sitting on the edge of it now, hungry for details of what I'd seen.
 

"There were three of them," I began, "she was sort of...sitting on one of them with the other in front of her. She looked...God Kate..." I had to look away. I couldn't say it out loud and look my wife in the eye. "They were both inside her. She was kind of rocking back and forth between them."
 

She let my words linger for a while. She must have been trying to imagine it as best she could. I tried to help her some more.
 

"They were the most well built black guys I've ever seen."
 

"They...they were black?" she asked, even more astonished than she had been.
 

I nodded and went on. "The two of them sort of started rocking her back and forth and then the third...the third stepped up. He opened her mouth and..." I paused again to look at her. Her eyes were dancing between mine and my mouth. She seemed mesmerized, hanging on my every word.
 

"And?!?" she said finally, her voice urgent.
 

"And...he pushed his cock into her mouth. He pushed his hard cock into her mouth and down her throat."
 

"Down her throat?!?" she gasped.
 

"Fuck Kate, it was so hot. She wanted it. She wanted every last inch of it. She took as much as she could and when he blew his load she took it all."
 

I'd never said anything like that to my wife. I had no idea how she would react. I had no idea what any of this meant or why it turned us both on so much. I knew we were both acting on instinct and nothing more.
 

The faint smell of Kate's arousal drifted up from between her legs, underneath the skirt she was wearing. I put a hand on her thigh. Her legs swung open right away. That was enough for me. I didn't waste any time.
 

As I yanked down the tights she was wearing, my wife Kate Parsons did something she'd never done before and something I'll never forget. Her eyes narrowed as she realized that I wanted her body. They got even hungrier than they had been. She let me pull her tights off, along with her underwear but as soon as I'd done it, she grabbed me by the hair and pushed me onto my back on the floor.
 

I was too shocked to react except to feel my cock bounce inside my pants. She was staring at me with fiery eyes as she crawled up my body. The pungent scent of her sex got stronger as I looked down to see her bush getting closer. I looked up. She looked possessed.
 

The first taste of her sweet, tangy essence hit my tongue and trickled down the back of my throat. My story had made her dripping wet and hornier than I'd ever known her to be. With her fingers still clutching at my hair, she mashed her cunt against my face, pressing her clit against my lips.
 

I stuck out my tongue, grazing the length of her sopping slit and collecting all the juice there. She groaned above me and started riding me hard.
 

I'd never had a woman take control like that, or seen one lose control quite so quickly. What was more, I'd never in a million years predicted that when I did see it, it would be my wife. At that moment it didn't matter. It wasn't a time for thinking, it was a time for fucking.
 

With each sweep across my lips, her pussy seemed to get wetter and leak more onto my mouth. Her motions took on an intensity I'd never felt in her. She had one knee up and the other beside my head. Her hips were jutting back and forth.
 

I pressed my tongue against her clit every time I could, trying to dive into her soft, hot depths with each pass. Everything about the moment was so erotic. Her taste, the smell of her, the way she was holding me beneath her for her own pleasure. I knew I'd unleashed something inside her and it felt amazing.
 

I started to feel her quiver over top of me and I knew it was her body starting to orgasm. I pushed my tongue out even further, trying to hit all of her most sensitive spots. She moaned and finally stopped moving her hips. She held herself above me so her clit was right above my tongue.
 

I started spinning furious circles taking quick breaks to swallow the juices pouring from her every now and then. I felt her thigh quiver. I felt a shiver travel down her back and shake her ass on my chest. She moaned. Her head went back. Her grip tightened on my hair. 
 

With a scream, she let her orgasm tear through her, ending in more wetness seeping from her slit, down my chin and onto the kitchen floor.
 

My cock was ready to burst through my pants right then. I wanted so badly to bury it in her freshly eaten cunt. But my new Kate had other plans. 
 

She spun around on top of me as if she'd rehearsed the motion hundreds of times. I watched her beautiful, round ass swing into view. My cock jumped with excitement at what I knew was going to happen.
 

I felt her fumbling with my zipper and belt buckle. When she got them off, my cock sprang out. I looked up to see her soft, sweet pussy coming closer. Right above it, her tight back hole. It made me bounce again.
 

She caught me in her hand. I felt her fingers wrap around my shaft. I felt the fingers of her other hand creep down between my legs, cupping my balls. She squeezed them gently and I groaned. My hips jutted up, pushing the head of my cock closer to her waiting mouth. I felt the welcoming heat of her breath on my member. I wanted to be inside her so badly.
 

She sank her pussy down onto me again. My hands travelled up her ample thighs. She was still wet and warm from me licking her and I relished the salty tang of her insides for a moment before the searing heat of her lips touching my head made me groan.
 

The groan travelled up and into her and made her sink down onto me further. Dirty little Kate hadn't even showered and the smell of stale sweat on her thighs mingled with the pungence of her rear. It smelled like fucking heaven.
 

I groaned again and my hips bucked up and towards her. She was rolling my balls around in the one hand, like Chinese relaxation balls. It felt so good as her tight lips ran up and down my throbbing shaft, coaxing the cum from my sack.
 

I tried to find her clit with my tongue again, tried to give her some more pleasure but it was too far away. With what she was doing to me, I would have had a hard time concentrating on it anyways. So I just lay there, enjoying the sweet smell of the inside of her legs as she plunged me deeper and deeper into her mouth with each thrust.
 

It didn't take very long for me to feel the gentle ache of cum travelling through my balls and into my shaft. I groaned. I tried to move my mouth out from under her, to warn her I was about to explode, but she was sitting down on me too hard. The only thing I could do was lie there helpless with her wetness still seeping into my mouth as her head bounced up and down on my solid cock.
 

I groaned. I groaned again as I felt my balls tighten and my cock harden, ready for the first burst of seed to travel through it. Whether she sensed it too, or tasted it, I don't know. She slowed down at the perfect moment. Her head stopped bouncing and instead her tongue started slowly gliding up and down my shaft.
 

It made me groan even louder, the sound travelling up her pussy and into her body. She cupped my sack with the warm palm of her soft hand. My hips surged forward. Her mouth moved with them, so I couldn't get any deeper into her than she wanted me to go.
 

I felt the orgasm coming from the deepest part of me, tightening each muscle as it went. I screamed again. She slowed down even more. Just when I thought my body might break from the tension, I felt the first spurt of hot seed burst into her mouth. I cried out again into her flesh. She finally relented and started fucking me fast with her mouth.
 

Pulse after pulse of hot, white cum filled the inside of her cheeks. I'd never come in Kate's mouth before. She said it was too gross. Now here she was, swallowing everything I had to give as fast as my cock could pump it out. 
 

My hips jutted up over and over as my cock flexed in her hand. She'd started pumping the shaft now, too. Her palm still cupped my bells. When my climax started waning, I felt her squeeze them gently, making the last of what I had shoot into her willing mouth. Suddenly, I felt completely drained.
 

I felt my body collapse back onto the floor but Kate didn't stop. She slowed down, but her mouth still ran long, smooth strokes over my cock, her fingers following, then leading her lips as she went up and down. It wasn't until I started moaning that she finally came off of me with a satisfying pop. I felt my cock sag, deflated onto my stomach.
 

In another smooth motion, she swung around. For a moment I had no idea what she was doing. Her lips were puckered slightly, like she was holding something in. It was only when she leaned down to kiss me that I realized what it was.
 

I didn't even have time for revulsion. It happened so fast. Her lips were pressed against mine. Then I felt her tongue push them apart. It was salty and tart. I don't know why, but I opened my mouth. She kissed my deeply and I felt the last mouthful of seed I'd expelled into her, slip down my tongue.
 

Even though I'd just ejaculated, my cock moved again when she did that. It was so hot, her hand was behind my head so I couldn't escape the kiss. She'd never kissed me that deeply before, either. Her tongue stayed in my mouth, like she wanted to make sure I'd swallowed all she'd given me, but still wanted to taste some of it for herself, too.
 

When she finally came off and opened her eyes, we stared at each other, half-smiling half in wonderment of what had happened. I'd never felt so close to anyone in all my life.
 

Then, slowly and softly, we both began to laugh. Silent chuckles rolled into guffaws that blossomed into belly laughs until we were both holding our sides and laughing hysterically on the kitchen floor. When the laughter crested, then ebbed, she sidled up next to me and put a hand on my cheek.
 

"I love you Sam Parsons," she whispered, smiling.
 

I looked over at her. She was glowing.
 

"Kate?" I asked, pretending like I didn't know the woman next to me.
 

She giggled. "Yes, it's me."
 

"What the hell was that?"
 

She shrugged and her cheeks got a little redder. "Want to do it again?" she asked.
 

I was dragging her up the stairs and towards the bedroom before she could change her mind.
 






Chapter 8

 


We fucked like rabbits that night and stayed up too late, even though it was a work night. At three in the morning when we were both finally exhausted and needed sleep more than we needed more sex, she curled into me and we both lay there drifting off in the warmth of each others bodies. Her voice floated through the first haze of my sleep.
 

"Sam?"
 

"Hmm?"
 

"What do you think it would be like?"
 

"Hmm?"
 

"What do you think it would be like to do that?"
 

My eyes shot open. For a second I thought I might have been dreaming.
 

"Kate?" I asked.
 

"Yeah?" She sounded awake.
 

"Were you just talking to me?"
 

She giggled. "Yes, silly. I was asking you what you thought it would be like?"
 

"To do what?" I wanted to make sure before I said anything.
 

"You know...to see me make it with another man?"
 

Again I felt my cock start to rise. Seeing that being done to Zoe had sure been hot. Thinking of Kate in that position was absolutely explosive.
 

"Are you saying..."
 

"I'm not saying anything," she replied quickly. "I just wanted to know what you thought about it. Whether you thought it would be...I don't know..." She trailed off and I cursed myself for interrupting her at the wrong time. Kate could be like a deer. Frightened easily and disappear into the woods never to be seen again.
 

I let some of the tension her question had brought leave my body. I rolled over and put a hand on her arm.
 

"You know what I think?" I asked.
 

"What?" she said, twisting her neck to look up at me through the darkness.
 

"I think it would be hot as hell."
 

She didn't laugh. She didn't even smile. She just turned back around to face the other way. She didn't close her eyes to go to sleep either, though. She just lay there and stared at the wall. I knew she was thinking about it. I knew she was lying there imagining being surrounded by all those cocks and having them inside her. I knew I wasn't getting any sleep that night.
 



***

 


After that night we started talking about it all the time. We would get a little tipsy and I would start talking dirty. After a while Kate got into it, too. She would talk about how she wanted me to watch while she was used, like a slut, by some other guy. The sex was hot as hell but we just kept it as a fantasy, more or less. It was a few weeks later that Kate brought it up for serious. We were watching TV and she leaned in close and put her head on my shoulder. When I turned my head to give her a kiss, she was looking up at me with big, smiling eyes.
 

"What is it?" I asked.
 

She shrugged. I could tell that something was on her mind.
 

"You want me to guess?"
 

She nodded and her smile grew wider.
 

"Okay. Is it about food?"
 

She shook her head. She was being so playful.
 

"Is it about money?"
 

She shook her head again then trailed a finger down the front of my shirt.
 

"Is it about sex?"
 

She nodded and her eyes came up to mine, slowly. Her smile had faded. Her face was dead serious.
 

"Is it about...another man?" I asked quietly, my cock already starting to harden.
 

She nodded even more slowly this time.
 

"Are you serious about this?" I was serious now, too. It was making me so hard, thinking about the fact that that's what she'd been thinking about. At the same time, there was some anxiety in the potent cocktail of emotions her eyes had stirred in me. Would this make everything different? I was pretty sure it would. Would it make it so different that it was bad? That part I didn't know about at all.
 

She nodded again and leaned up to kiss me.
 

"Wow, wow, wow, hold on a second," I said, pushing her away gently. "I mean you are really serious."
 

"Is that bad? Does that change something?" she asked, sounding a little shy.
 

"I mean...yes, it kind of changes everything, don't you think?"
 

"I guess so. Sam, if you don't want to...I mean, I didn't mean to say we have to..." she trailed off. Her cheeks started flushing and she looked down at the couch.
 

"Hold on, I didn't say I didn't want to for sure. I just...you gotta give me some time with this, you know?"
 

She looked back up but didn't seem convinced.
 

I looked away, turned the TV off and started thinking.
 

It was hot as hell imagining her with another man, that much was for sure. Would it actually be hot seeing it happen? I tried to picture what it would feel like. What would it be like to sit there and watch while another man penetrated my wife. 
 

Just the thought of it sent a fiercely hot shot of adrenaline through me that made me harden. The jealousy felt bigger inside me though, too. It felt like it was taking up much more space than it had been when this had all been just a fantasy. I turned back to look at Kate.
 

"Don't you think...don't you think it could break things? I mean, don't you think it could change us, what we have, so much that it wouldn't work anymore? What do we do if that happens?"
 

She bit her lower lip and cast her eyes down again. She sat there thinking about it for a long time. When she finally looked up, she looked much more sad than she had at first.
 

"Maybe you're right. Actually, I think you are right," she conceded.
 

Maybe I should have left it at that. Maybe that's what I should have done. But her question had wakened something inside me and a voice was whispering at me from somewhere in the darkest corner of my mind that I couldn't ignore.
 

"What if," I began, still thinking the whole thing through myself. "What if we made a deal?"
 

"A deal?" she asked, her curiosity piqued again.
 

"The kind of deal where, if we were to try this thing, no matter what happens, we don't let it get in the way. No matter what happens, if we love it or we hate it or one of us does and the other doesn't, we just work through it, no matter what. We can make a contract and sign it and everything?"
 

A smile had started twinkling in her eyes again. "Okay? What's in the contract?"
 

"What's in the contract? What's in the contract?" I mused, rubbing a finger across my chin. "Alright, so how about this to start. How about we both have veto power?"
 

"Veto power?"
 

"Yeah, you know, like if one person really hates what's happening they just veto and that's it. Whatever we're doing stops."
 

"Sounds reasonable," she agreed.
 

"And what if, no matter what, and this is the important part, no matter what we absolutely, positively have to stay together after."
 

She furrowed her brow. "Sam, what are you talking about? Of course we're going to stay together." She seemed so earnest, like she couldn't believe I could even contemplate the opposite, us splitting apart.
 

"I mean, Kate, our friends are getting a divorce because of this, remember?"
 

She rolled her eyes, "Yeah but what they did is ridiculously over the top! I'm not talking about anything like that! I don't want three guys on me!"
 

I can't say I hadn't thought about it. "Okay, so what are we talking about here?" I asked.
 

"I mean, what if we just, I don't know, found one guy and just kind of saw what happened?"
 

"One guy, huh?" I had to admit that did sound much more reasonable and a lot less likely to derail things completely. "Where do we...where does one go for that sort of thing?" I mused.
 

"Yeah, that's the part I don't know."
 

"What about Jim?"
 

Kate's mouth dropped open. "Sam! I could never do that to Zoe! No way! Besides that would just get so...weird, right?"
 

"Yeah, you're probably right. I don't know, that just kind of popped up." I turned to see her staring at me. "Wait, do you have someone in mind already?!?" I asked, startled that she might.
 

She bit her lip again and looked to one side.
 

"Kate! You are a little slut, holy shit!" Another surge of jealousy fuelled adrenaline pulsed through me. The thought occurred to me that my wife was basically asking my permission to cheat on me. I was suddenly confused by the whole thing.
 

"I'm not! Sam, that's not fair! I was just thinking about it because we've been talking about it so much and all that dirty talk and...I don't know, I just started thinking about it at work."
 

"So it's someone from work?" I asked, wading into the next question carefully.
 

She nodded.
 

"Do I know him?" My whole body was buzzing with a nervous anticipation at who it might be.
 

She squinted. "I...don't...know," she replied, careful about each word.
 

I sighed. The anticipation was killing me. "Okay, just tell me."
 

"Okay but don't get weird, or mad or anything, okay? Remember, we're in this together."
 

"Okay, okay," I said, waving my hands to speed her up.
 

"Pinky promise?"
 

I took her pinky with mine and yanked. "Okay. Go."
 

"Okay. His name's Daryl."
 

"Daryl?!?" I yelped, my stomach lurching so hard I almost leaped out of my seat. "Of course I fucking know Daryl! We met at the Christmas party, remember?"
 

"You said you weren't going to get weird or mad," she said with a pout. "You just pinky-promised."
 

"Okay, okay, I'm sorry," I said, trying to be calm even as my insides were churning out angry adrenaline. She'd obviously given this much more thought than even I had expected. Not that there was anything wrong with that. Of course it would have been much worse if she had gone and cheated on me, but something about this felt strangely similar to that and it didn't make me feel good.
 

"You're mad aren't you?" she asked in a whisper, her stare boring into my head.
 

"I'm not mad," I lied as I tried to force a smile.
 

"I can tell you're mad. Fuck. I'm sorry I brought it up."
 

My eyes went wide at her profanity. Kate didn't normally swear. I looked up to see her getting angrier, too. Suddenly I felt like a jerk. Here I'd been getting off on her talking dirty and acting like a slut for me, but now that she'd actually brought it up, I was acting like a child. I put a hand on her arm.
 

"Kate," I said, as calmly as I could even though my anger juice was still boiling through me, "I'm sorry. I'm being kind of a jerk."
 

"It's fine," she sighed, trying to pull her arm away. I wouldn't let her go. 
 

"No, it's not. I just...look, hear me out on this. I just got freaked out because...because...I don't even know why. I guess, I mean, I guess it's different, thinking about you thinking about another man. I'm not making any sense..."
 

"No, you are." Her voice was warmer now. I looked up to see her eyes had softened, too. "I get it. I knew it might get weird, with me bringing it up or whatever."
 

"I still want to try it." I was staring right at her now. I wanted her to know I meant what I said.
 

"Are you sure, Sam? We really don't have to. It was just...I just got really turned on by it."
 

"I'm sure. I know we don't have to and it makes me turned on just thinking about you getting off on something like this. It's just that there's a...I don't know, there's a part of it that makes me kind of jealous but that just kind of makes it hotter, if that makes any sense?"
 

She furrowed her brow again. "Hmmm, I don't know if it does, really but there's a lot of stuff about guys I don't get so, you know."
 

"Yeah," I mused. I didn't really get it either. It felt weird sitting there talking to my wife about watching her sleep with another man. Every time I actually thought about it I would get the same crazy rush of adrenaline laced with jealousy. It would always settle in my cock though. It always made me harder thinking about it.
 

"So you think Daryl would be up for it?" I asked after some silence.
 

One corner of her mouth curled into a wicked little smirk. "I think I could probably manage to do some convincing."
 

Her hands were already at my belt buckle, undoing it and pawing at my boxers. I leaned back on the couch. She was really serious about this. She really wanted to do it.
 

"Are you imagining what it would look like if I took out his black dick and did this to him?" she whispered, pulling my cock free.
 

That same sizzle of adrenaline moved through me and made me flex in her hand, giving her an obvious "yes." She opened her mouth and sank down onto my shaft.
 

I groaned as the soft, wet heat inside her cheeks travelled down to the root of my cock and made my balls tense. She had her fingers right next to her lips and her hand ran up and down my shaft as her head bobbed up and down. Each time she sank a little deeper and hot waves of pleasure travelled a little further up my cock. When she popped off, I reached out a hand to put her back on.
 

"Unh-uh," she said, wagging a finger at me. She pulled off the jogging pants she was wearing, taking her underwear with them. "I want you to feel how wet I am."
 

She grabbed my hand and pressed my fingers against the soft lips of her pussy. She was drenched. Her cunt was so hot and dripping that when she finally let me pull my hand away, a strand of her juice clung to the tips of my fingers, a long clear streak between my hand and her sex.
 

It was hot, for sure. It also made me just as jealous as the fact that she already had someone in mind. Had she been thinking about him when she was going down on me? Is that why she was so wet? Or was it really the idea that I would watch her do that that had turned her on so much. I didn't have much more time to think about it as she swept a leg over me and lowered herself onto my throbbing cock.
 

She kept her legs spread open and we both stared between our legs as our sexes met. As soon my head touched that sweet little drenched cunt, my body wanted inside. When she looked up at me with that same wicked smile, I knew she had other ideas.
 

"Hold on Mr. Parsons, not so fast," she purred playfully. She reached under herself and wrapped her fingers around me again. Lowering herself a little more, she let the tiniest bit of the tip of my cock slide between her swollen lips. Her flesh got hotter the farther inside her I got and my hips bucked, ready to sink into her completely. She held me tightly, though, and instead of letting me in, slid the head of my cock along her pulsing wet slit, letting the moisture from her insides drip down my shaft and onto my balls.
 

She kept this up for what seemed like an eternity, every once in a while looking up to see what state of arousal I was in. When she looked up for the eighth or ninth time, I couldn't take it anymore.
 

"Please," I begged, my body desperate to be inside hers.
 

She was still smiling, happy to be in control. "You gonna watch me do this to big, black Daryl?" she cooed.
 

I flexed at the question. My eyes went wide. I couldn't stop staring at her sweet smile. She was getting so much enjoyment out of watching me squirm. I nodded, hoping that would appease her enough to let me inside.
 

"Unh-uh, you gotta say it. You've got to tell me you want to see me do this to Daryl."
 

I could feel my sack tightening. I knew I wasn't going to last much longer. She was going to make me come. I wondered if she knew it too. All I wanted was to be inside her when it happened.
 

"I want to see you do this to Daryl!" I managed to hiss, through clenched teeth. I was now trying to keep myself from coming but she was still waving my rod across her hot flesh.
 

Now I couldn't keep my eyes off my cock. As she took her hand off, I watched her body start to slide down the length of my it. Inch after excruciating inch, I felt her squeezing me inside. 
 

My sack tightened. My hands went up and grabbed her thighs. I looked up to see her still smiling. Finally, she let go of the last few muscles holding her up over me. I slid up into the glorious heat in the deepest part of her cunt.
 

My cock was already bouncing inside her, stretching against her soft walls. I felt my cum move from my balls, into the base of it. She was on top of me, loving being in charge. She moved her hips back and forth once, then again. The third time was the charm.
 

My cock jumped inside her, flexing against her hot, wet flesh as the first blast of cum erupted into her insides.
 

"Oh!" she said in mock surprise, covering her round mouth with one hand. "Are you coming inside me?" she added, pretending like it was a surprise.
 

I gripped her thighs and rammed myself up, as deep into her pussy as I could get. I lifted us both up off the couch and groaned in satisfaction as I felt another pulse of seed release inside her. I fell back onto the couch and came up a third time, another wave of orgasm travelling through me before I collapsed back down. 
 

She put her hands on my chest and ground against me for a while. She squeezed me inside herself, draining what little there was left from my shaft. I felt my own cum oozing out of her and starting to run down my cock, towards my balls.
 

"Want to try something?" she whispered, cutting through the silence
 

"She looked just as thrilled as she had talking about Daryl. I nodded even though I had no idea what was on her mind.
 

Kate reached behind herself as she came off and I fell out. She crawled quickly up my chest and by the time her pussy was at my chin it was too late to change my mind. I breathed in the scent of her used snatch, filled with my cum. She pressed herself against me. I opened my mouth and pushed my tongue out until I found her clit.
 

"Sam," she whispered above me. I looked up. She was looking down with so much love in her eyes. "I want you to swallow first."
 

The words made my cock jump again. I didn't know what to do. We'd never done this before. I didn't want to tell her no and make her feel bad. I really didn't know how I felt about swallowing my own cum.
 

Her hips rocked on top of me until her hole was right above my mouth. Steeling myself, I pushed out my tongue and let it slip inside. The warm oyster of white goo slid slowly onto it. The tang of her pussy and the tartness of my sperm worked their way slowly into my mouth. I gagged a little at first. Realizing I had to get it over with quicker, I scooped out what I could with my tongue, then swallowed it up.
 

Another drool of it oozed out of her. I did the same thing. This time I wasn't as repulsed by it. It was kind of hot, her staring down at me. She was playing with her fingers in my hair. She looked so pleased that we were doing this. I let the last of my spunk slide down my tongue and swallowed that up, too.
 

She must have felt that was the last of it because she moved backwards a bit, until her pussy was higher and her clit was over my mouth. I found it with my tongue. It was hot and swollen and I could tell she was ready to come, too.
 

"Sam, I love that. I love doing that," she whispered as I started massaging her clit with my tongue. She closed her eyes and her head rolled back a little as her hips started undulating across my face.
 

Her fingers tightened, pulling at my hair. It hurt a little but I liked it. I liked how she was just using my face like that, to get off. I felt heat coming out of her, staining my shirt. I knew she was close. I licked harder, trying to send her over the edge.
 

The muscles in her cheeks tightened as she strained against the orgasm. She yanked my hair, pulling me up, closer to her cunt. I groaned. It felt amazing. I felt her thighs twitch and then more juice come spilling from her as she smashed into her orgasm with a scream above me.
 

I licked her hard all the way through it, sending her into wave after wave of climax. When the thick of it had passed, she stayed on top of me. She looked down again. Her grip on my hair loosened but she didn't come off. She held me there, riding my mouth slowly, milking the last pleasure she could from my lips. When she finally did come off, she scuttled down and lay down on top of me.
 

"You smell nasty," she giggled.
 

I wasn't sure what to say.
 

"Oh don't get mad, Sam!" She lifted herself up and put a finger on my nose. "I was just teasing. I really, really liked that." She lay back down on top of me and that felt better. I liked feeling her weight on top of me.
 

We lay there for a while, until I felt her start to fall asleep. I couldn't stop thinking about all that had happened that evening and the journey we'd decided to embark on. Now we just had to find a way to convince Daryl of what we wanted to do.
 






Chapter 9

 


That turned out to be much easier than I had thought it would be. Kate came home from work the next day, all aflutter.
 

"Good day at the office?" I asked.
 

"Sam," she giggled, running up to me and pressing herself against my chest. "He's totally into it!"
 

The surge of jealous adrenaline washed through me even before the notion of exactly what she was talking about made it into the front of my brain.
 

"You...you talked to him already?" I stammered. She nodded, grinning. "And...I mean, what did you say, exactly?"
 

Her expression changed a little bit, probably because of my enthusiasm not being on par with hers. "You said you wanted this? You said you were into it. That's why I did it. Did you change your mind again?"
 

"No, no, no!" I reassured her but I was having trouble processing all of the feelings racing through me. "It's not that I changed my mind it's just that I didn't know...I guess I just didn't expect to get the ball rolling so soon."
 

"Oh," she said, sounding a little dejected. "I'm sorry. I should have asked you first."
 

"Look, it doesn't matter," I said, putting a hand on her arm. I didn't want to make her feel bad about this again. "What did he say? Or I guess I want to hear what you said first."
 

"Are you sure?" she asked earnestly. "I really don't want to..."
 

"Kate," I said, staring into her eyes, "I'm sure."
 

"Okay," she answered, some of the spark coming back into her eyes. "So I asked him to have lunch with me."
 

Even that simple thing, knowing what her intention was, stung like a bitch. My wife had asked another man to lunch so she could ask him if he would fuck her while I watched.
 

"Okay now you're mad again, I can tell." Either I had a really easy tell or she knew how read minds.
 

"Kate, I'm not mad. I told you, some of it makes me feel kind of jealous."
 

"Wait, the good jealous?"
 

I had to chuckle. "I'm not really sure which one's which anymore. Just don't worry about every single muscle on my face so much. If I do get mad, I'll tell you."
 

"Okay," she replied, a little wary. "So he said yes because, you know, I'm cute." She smiled a little wider, proud of her own confidence.
 

"Okay," I said, trying to coax her along. I was dying to hear what she'd said.
 

"So I said that my husband has this thing..."
 

"Okay, now wait. You said that your husband has a thing?"
 

"Well, yeah. I mean I know it was kind of my idea to talk to him but it is your thing, isn't it?"
 

I wasn't sure about that. "I suppose. I guess I kind of thought it was our thing, you know?"
 

"Oh. Well, it's not a huge big deal, is it?"
 

"I guess not," I answered, but still not sure myself whether it was or wasn't.
 

"So get this," she said, getting excited again.
 

"I'm listening."
 

"He's totally done this before!"
 

"Totally done what before?"
 

"He's totally had sex with another guy's wife, or I think it was his girlfriend or something, I forget."
 

"He has?"
 

"He has," she said firmly. "He says it's like, a pretty common thing."
 

"It is?"
 

"That's what he said."
 

I didn't know whether to take this as good news or bad news. There was something reassuring about the fact that Daryl had done this before. There was something reassuring about the fact that other people, other men specifically, might have this fantasy. There was something reassuring about the fact that he obviously knew exactly where Kate, where both of us were coming from with this thing. There was also something about all that reassurance that took the edge off a bit, made it a little less exciting.
 

"Now what?" she asked, sounding like she really didn't know.
 

I laughed. "You know, I'm not sure what the hell I am. I think it's good though. I think it's good that he's done this before. Maybe he'll be able to tell us if we're doing it right."
 

Kate had a good laugh at that. I was starting to get used to the idea of the whole thing. There was only one thing left to figure out.
 

"So when did you want to try to do this thing, then?" I asked, letting her go and starting to walk towards the kitchen.
 

"Well...I kind of told him he could come over tonight?"
 







Chapter 10

 


Daryl was a big guy with a big smile. He had the height to play basketball and the brawn for football. When I opened the door, Kate had told me it had to be me, he held out his hand and said hello, flashing that big smile.
 

"Come on in," I invited.
 

He stepped inside and handed me a bottle he'd brought. "Thought you might need this," he said, grinning.
 

I felt a rush of blood come to my cheeks. This was the strangest thing that had ever happened to me and it felt a little bit like a dream.
 

"Hey I just wanted you to know," he said, rubbing his hands together, "you can call this off anytime. Like, there's no pressure or whatnot. We all cool."
 

I have to say that Kate couldn't have found a better candidate for our first time. His calm and easy manner put me at ease almost right away and pretty soon we were on the couch in the living room, chatting and waiting for Kate to make her way downstairs.
 

When she finally did come down I couldn't believe my eyes. Not that she never dressed up. She put some nice clothes on every once in a while when we'd go to a fancy dinner. But most of the time it was yoga pants around the house or jeans to go outside.
 

She came down in the hottest, tightest little red dress I'd ever seen her wear. The material was so tight it outlined every shape, every curve of her body. Her breasts were pressed together, forming a beautiful, tight cleft where the dress plunged in a v-neck. They bulged out the sides, whatever bra she was wearing making them look larger than life and beautifully round.
 

Her hips were begging for a man's hands on them. She stuck her ass out to one side as she leaned against the frame of the door with one hand.
 

"Hiya boys," she said, playing sly.
 

"Damn," Daryl said, his low voice filling the small room.
 

"Yeah, damn is right," I muttered, unable to peel my eyes off of my wife.
 

"You two just going to sit there or is someone going to offer me a drink?"
 

It took me a second to realize that the only person she could be talking to was me. I jumped up, felt a pang of remorse at having to leave her like that in the room alone with Daryl. I scurried to the kitchen and started making drinks.
 

"I'll have a glass of that whisky I brought!" I heard Daryl call from the other room. It was followed by the sound of the two of them laughing. I wondered what they were laughing about. I was starting to get fired up again.
 

I knew they most likely weren't laughing at me but I couldn't escape the fact that I was the one in the kitchen, fixing a drink for my wife and the man that was about to fuck her, like I was their maid. I tried my best to let go of the feeling but it clung to me and wouldn't let up.
 

When I came back into the living room, Kate was sitting next to Daryl on the couch. I handed them their drinks and returned to the kitchen for my own. When I came back the two of them were giggling again. Kate had already downed half her glass.
 

"So listen," Daryl said as I took a seat in the chair across from the couch. "I take it you guys haven't done this kind of thing before?"
 

"You guessed right," I answered. Kate just giggled into her glass.
 

"That's what I thought," Daryl went on. "You all have some rules? Like what you want, what you don't want?"
 

It kind of shocked me, how business-like he was being about it. It was a bit off-putting, too but the truth was, we hadn't really talked about anything like that.
 

"We haven't really talked about it," I answered.
 

"You want some time to do that?" Daryl asked in return.
 

I looked at Kate. She was smiling. She was a little bleary-eyed from the booze already. She giggled.
 

"What do you think Mr. Parsons? Anything you don't want to see me do?" she purred from across the room.
 

My cock had already started getting stiff just from watching the two of them on the couch. To hear her say that, in that voice, like she was taunting me, was a very arousing kind of agony.
 

"Is there something couples, um...normally ask for?" Kate asked, still giggling.
 

Daryl shrugged. "I don't know. Some people don't want it in their ass. Some people don't want it going in their mouth, you know?"
 

That shut her up. She looked up at him, studying his face to try and see if he was joking. He wasn't. He didn't even crack a smile. She glanced back at me.
 

I was of two minds here. One part of me said that I should probably give him some guidelines. Sure, Kate and I had been a little more adventurous in the bedroom lately, but I knew there were still things she would never let me do. There was no ass-play at all, really. It wasn't that I'd tried or that we'd talked about it and she'd said "no." She just wasn't really into that sort of thing.
 

So there was that part of me, the part that wanted to tell Daryl not to fuck her ass, but there was another part of me that was keeping my mouth shut. It was a part that had been brought to life by the strange mixture of Kate's eagerness to do this, seeing Daryl's bulk against her frame and trying to recapture some of the nervous buzz I'd had before everything had turned to business. That part of me wanted Daryl to take my wife and fuck the shit out of her. I wanted him to own her in every way she'd never been owned, so she knew I could play ball, too.
 

"What do you like to do?" I finally managed to ask after a long silence.
 

Daryl shrugged. "I just play it by ear, man. I just play it by ear."
 

I looked at Kate again. She was smiling into her glass. She looked so petite beside Daryl. A fresh rush of adrenaline coursed through me. For a second I couldn't believe we were really doing this. I couldn't believe what I was about to say.
 

"Just play it by ear then."
 

Daryl raised an eyebrow at me, then nodded before turning towards Kate who was giggling. "You alright with that?" he asked.
 

"Umm...sure," she answered, sounding anything but. There was more than a note of hesitation in her voice. Her eyes grazed up and down Daryl's muscled frame. I thought I saw fear flash through them as I watched her contemplating what the big man was going to do to her.
 

She didn't have much more time to think about it. He took her glass for her and put it on the table beside the couch. He turned back towards her and leaned in. Her mouth fell open, as if she was surprised at what was actually happening. Their lips met and I saw him push his tongue inside, against hers.
 

Every nerve ending in my body felt like it was on fire as I sat there watching his strong jaw moving as he invaded her mouth. His black hand crept up the bright red dress she was wearing until he found the curve of her breast. The sight sent a fresh surge of adrenaline coursing through me.
 

This was it. I was about to watch another man, a very large black man, have sex with my wife. I could see the tension in her body. She wasn't leaning into him the way she leaned into me. She was rigid, full of apprehension. I realized that part of it had begun to make me hard.
 

This was something I hadn't thought about. Was I just supposed to sit there and watch? I knew how much my cock was going to be aching to be touched. I wanted to touch myself already. I didn't know if I could do it, though, with Daryl there. I pushed the thought aside and focused on what was happening on the couch.
 

Daryl pulled away. He was grinning. "Mmmm...you taste fine, baby."
 

Another burst of anxious heat tore through me at what he'd said. Kate giggled and covered her mouth a bit with her palm. I watched Daryl reaching down, undoing his belt, then taking his cock out.
 

Kate's eyes opened as wide as mine did at the sight of it. He wasn't even hard and he looked twice as long as me and thick, too. I thought of how small and tight her little pink pussy was. The thought made me shudder. Was he really going to put that inside of her?
 

"Come on baby. You gonna help me out?" he asked, putting a hand on his cock.
 

Kate hadn't taken her eyes off of it since he'd pulled it out of his boxers. It looked like she was mesmerized by it. It looked like to her, everything else in the world had disappeared. Like she was completely under the spell of that thick, black, veiny thing. It was a painfully beautiful thing to see.
 

As soon as he said it, she slipped off the couch and onto her knees in front of him.
 

"Wow, wow, hold up a second. You better take those fine titties out first."
 

She didn't even blink. Without any hesitation whatsoever she peeled the tight dress she was wearing off her body and up over her head. Her body looked stunning and even smaller now, next to his. She undid the clasp of her bra and we both watched her breasts come tumbling out.
 

"That's better," Daryl rumbled, staring intently at her stiff nipples. He reached out and pinched one. Kate let out a squeal. Daryl started chuckling. "You still alright? Playing it by ear?"
 

She looked over at me. She looked completely dazed. If she were a cartoon character, she would have had stars circling around her head. It was a beautiful thing to see. All I could do was nod.
 

Sure, I wanted this to be between us. I wanted us to share this moment but I think deep down, at the core of my fantasy, I just wanted to see her used and fucked hard by another man. I wanted to not know what was going to happen next. I nodded, to make sure she knew.
 

She looked up at Daryl and nodded too. He leaned over again and gave her a smack on the ass. She jumped a little, making her tits bounce.
 

"Then get down on that cock, bitch," he growled, putting a hand on the back of her head and pulling her towards the head of his massive cock.
 

She sank down onto it. My eyes went wide and my stomach twisted into a knot as I saw her little lips touch the dark head of it. She opened her mouth and took him in, up to his glans.
 

"Mmm, that's a nice tight mouth. Gimme a little more of that," Daryl ordered, pressing on the back of her head.
 

Her hands came up onto his thighs as she steadied herself against his push.
 

"It's alright," Daryl said, "you can take it slow."
 

I felt my mouth drop open. Her fingers came up and wrapped around the base of his cock. Her hands could barely wrap around it, he was that thick. Bracing herself, she sank down further onto his meat.
 

My cock was completely rigid by now just from watching her do that. I stared, totally fixated on my wife pushing more and more of that black python into her mouth. The further along she got, the more her mouth stretched until I couldn't believe how much of him she'd taken, almost half.
 

She stopped and I heard her gag a little. Daryl took the hand off the back of her head. She came up and off of him quickly, taking deep breaths as soon as he was out of her mouth. Thick strands of drool clung from the head of his cock to her lips. Already she looked like a good dirty whore.
 

But the funny thing was, she didn't stop staring at that cock. She didn't look at me. She didn't look up at Daryl. She just kept staring at that cock.
 

I looked up at Daryl. He was watching her until he felt my eyes on him. Then he looked up at me.
 

"You see that?" he asked with a smile. "How she can't stop looking at it?"
 

I nodded, completely at a loss for words. His smile widened.
 

"That there's why they say once you have black you never go back." His smile seemed to turn into a jeer. His words rocked me to the core. Was he taunting me? Why had he said that? Or was this all my imagination. I looked back at Kate. She turned, finally, and looked at me. She looked even more stunned than she had before.
 

We stared at each other for a while but I could tell that we were mostly staring through each other. Her gaze was so haunting, like she was looking at something she'd seen for the first time in her life.
 

Daryl touched her on the shoulder, tearing her eyes away from mine. She turned back and looked at him. Like an obedient slut, she wrapped her fingers back around his stiff cock, then took him right back into her tiny mouth.
 

Except she didn't go slowly this time. She practically tried to swallow him whole. I watched as her head bobbed up and down on the stiffening shaft of black meat. With each bob she sank him deeper and deeper into her mouth until I knew he had to be right at her throat. Then, just when I thought she couldn't take any more of him, I saw her pause, watched the muscles in her neck relax, then saw the outline of his cock as it snaked deep into her throat.
 

My eyes went even wider as I watched what was happening. She'd only started giving me head regularly and now she was practically swallowing the black cocking and looking like she was in love with it.
 

"Mmmm..." Daryl muttered, putting two fingers on her nipple and giving her another squeeze. "You fine..."
 

Her head started moving up and down his now slippery, hard shaft. All of a sudden she knew exactly what he wanted, exactly what he needed to make him happy and she knew her job as his slut was to give him just that.
 

Her fingers tightened around his cock and started moving up and down in time with her mouth. She slipped one hand into his boxers and I watched her start massaging his balls.
 

"Shit," Daryl said, looking up at me, "this bitch is gonna make me nut."
 

Anger, fear and loathing ran through me while at the same time I couldn't take my eyes off of what was happening. I couldn't believe he'd just said that about Kate. I couldn't believe another man had his cock in my wife's mouth and was talking about it like she was his slut, to be used. 
 

No matter how much I couldn't believe it, though, I loved every second of seeing it. Something about how hungry she looked, sucking his fat prick like that, milking him for seed, was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen. It was like I didn't exist to her anymore. Like I wasn't even in the room.
 

I glanced up and saw one side of Daryl's mouth curl in a wince. Was he really that close? Was she going to let him finish in her mouth?
 

I looked down at Kate, still bouncing up and down furiously on Daryl's cock. She was staring up into his eyes now. She had on the most pleading expression I'd ever seen on her. Like her life depended on sucking all the cum out of that fat cock. She started moaning, begging him for it even more with her voice.
 

He didn't give any warning. He was staring into her eyes and I just saw his cock flex in her little hand. Then I heard her choke as the first pulse of hot seed hit the back of her throat. She only lost her rhythm for a moment.
 

As soon as she realized what was happening her hand started working his balls even more, squeezing all the cream she could out of them. He gave her a little grunt and his hips came up a bit as he drove himself deep into her throat.
 

I watched his cock flexing over and over and I knew that each flex brought with it another blast of his hot cum. She guzzled it down with loud swallowing noises, still staring at him, still hoping she was pleasing her new black lover. 
 

When he was finally done, he pushed her off and I watched his sagging member fall out of Kate's mouth. She acted like a worse thing had never happened to her in her whole life. She was still gripping it, her other hand came up and wrapped around it, too. She stuck her tongue out and licked all the jizz up that was left on it. She didn't want to stop. She wanted that thing in her mouth so bad, she didn't want to stop. He had to pull her off.
 

"Why don't you two have a little moment. I'm a need a few minutes here."
 

A few minutes? I wasn't quite sure what he was talking about until I realized he meant to actually fuck her and needed a few minutes to get hard. That stung a little because I wasn't the kind of guy that could do that sort of thing, though I knew some could. I guess Daryl was one of those guys.
 

Kate turned to me as Daryl pushed himself up and off the couch. A string of cum still clung to her lower lip, dangling there.
 

A strange urge took hold of me. As Daryl walked out of the room, towards the bathroom, I dropped to my knees, staring at my Kate.
 

"Are you okay?" I asked, crawling towards her on the floor. She still looked stunned. She nodded, but didn't say anything. I leaned in towards her. She opened her mouth. Before I kissed her, I licked the strand of jizz from her lip and held it on my tongue.
 

Our lips locked. Hers were hot and smelled heavily like cock and cum. I pushed my tongue into her mouth, delivering the last bit of seed to her. She moaned as soon as the tart taste touched her tongue. She savoured it, rolling it around in her mouth, our tongues pressed together, sharing the taste of Daryl. Then I felt her swallow it. 
 

I wrapped my arms around her and we kissed. I felt her hands come up and touch my arms. I don't know why but it was the best feeling I'd ever had. Another man had just used my wife. He'd just fucked his jizz into her belly and I'd loved every second of it.
 

When I finally pulled away and looked at her, it looked like my Kate was back again. She was smiling and her eyes were looking at me, in the same room again. I couldn't help but smile.
 

"I guess that means you're okay?"
 

She burst into giggles. I looked down and watched her breasts bounce gently as she laughed.
 

"You were really into that, huh?" I asked.
 

She just started laughing again. Then Daryl walked back into the room.
 

"We all good?" he asked. He smiled, though, as soon as he saw that Kate was laughing. "You like that? You like that black cock, huh?" he said, laughing a bit himself.
 

She chuckled some more but nodded her head to make sure he knew she did love it.
 

Not wanting to get in the way of what he was going to do to her next, I crawled back into my chair. Something about the situation had me feeling comfortable enough that I unzipped my pants. The pressure that had built up in my cock was enormous and I didn't care that Daryl was there or what the two of them would think of me stroking it while I watched them fuck. This was supposed to be a good time for me too, right?
 

We both watched Daryl take his shirt off, though I spent most of the time staring at Kate. She was watching him with the same intensity she'd stared at his cock.
 

He was a big guy, with a big chest. Kate was still on the floor looking up at him and it made her look even smaller than she was. When he took his pants off, his fat cock fell out right in front of her face.
 

She took it right away, without him saying a thing, and started sucking on the head of it to get him hard. He looked down at her for a while, then, when he was at about half-mast, pulled her up and pretty much threw her onto her back on the couch.
 

I had my own hand wrapped around my cock and had started tugging at myself, though slowly because I knew I could lose it at any moment just from what I was watching.
 

"Alright baby," Daryl purred, "let's have some fun."
 

He hooked his fingers into the hem of her panties and tugged them down and off her legs. Kate smiled, then giggled a little, then looked over at me. She winked and mouthed the words "I love you." That made my cock jump. What was it about that? What was it about her saying that to me when she was about to fuck another man that turned me on so much?
 

Daryl put a hand between her thighs and pushed them open, though she didn't offer much resistance. My eyes immediately sank down between her legs, to her tight, pink slit.
 

A coat of her own juices covered the soft, peachy mound. Daryl put one knee on the couch in between her legs and lowered himself onto my waiting wife.
 

"That's a fine looking pussy," he said with a smile. I watched his fingers collect some of the wetness off her soft flesh. He brought it up to his nose and sniffed before pushing the fingers into his mouth. "Mmmm, that's the taste I like," he said.
 

He'd been ready to fuck her but now that he'd had a taste of her pussy juices, he wanted more. He slid down her body, pausing at her breasts. He took a nipple in his mouth and I watched him suckle at it, rolling his tongue around it. 
 

Kate moaned and put her hands on his head. I realized she was pulling him towards her, asking for him to suck on her more.
 

He gave the other nipple just as much attention, then I watched his head move slowly down her torso and in between her legs. His pink tongue flicked out of his mouth and licked Kate's still pristine pussy. 
 

She moaned and I saw her shudder. She closed her eyes and her hands drifted down her body and onto his head again.
 

I saw his dark hand come up in between her legs. With a finger and a thumb, he started to pry her flesh apart. It wouldn't give at first, the thick juice coming from her core holding the two lips sealed, like glue. When she did open, it was with a sticky smack. More of her liquid leaked from her, down towards her ass hole.
 

Daryl's tongue pressed against the hot, pink flesh of Kate's pussy and she let out a low moan. I saw him open her even more, exposing her dark entrance. He moved closer towards her and plunged his tongue inside.
 

He ate her like that for a while, licking up the hot juices coming from her and swallowing them down. It was such an intimate act, he was taking some of her inside himself, the way she'd taken some of him.
 

With each lick, Kate's body twisted and turned on the couch. She buried her head in a pillow for a while, moaning into it loudly. She would look down between her legs every once in a while, enthralled at the attention her pussy was getting.
 

Finally, I saw her thighs start to shake. Her legs came up off the couch and surrounded Daryl's head. With a cry, she came, the whole time holding Daryl's head between her legs, a hand on each side.
 

The strange thing was, it was seeing her holding him like that that filled me with the most jealousy. It wasn't that he had his tongue inside her cunt, or that he'd just made her come. It was watching her hold him like that. It just looked like she really cared about him. I pushed that thought away, too, because I was ready to blow myself.
 

"Mmm baby," Daryl said, his massive bulk crawling back up her body. His cock was stiff and ready, swinging between her legs. "That is one fine tasting pussy. I bet you get a lot of that from him!"
 

He was holding his cock in his hand as I watched him lower himself onto Kate. She was staring at it, her eyes getting wider the closer it got. Now that I saw it in between her legs, I couldn't believe it was going to fit inside her either. It just looked so huge compared to her tight and tiny slit.
 

When Daryl pressed the head of it against the puffy folds of her pussy she let out a whimper. He looked up at her, then over at me. "You sure you're cool brother?" he asked.
 

I nodded quickly but I could barely take my gaze away from his cock. He turned back to look at Kate. She was looking at him with the same expression she had on when she'd been sucking his cock. Her eyes were begging him to stuff himself inside.
 

He pushed her lips apart and pressed the head of his dark cock against the bright pink flesh inside. With one swift thrust, he drove himself inside.
 

It was all a blur. Kate's loud moan. Her legs opening. The tight lips of her pussy stretching to let in her new, black lover. I watched her body open for him as he sank his cock half into her. 
 

She was staring at him so intently now I could barely stand to watch. It seemed like he'd come up against the end of her and he wasn't even halfway inside. I saw his hips thrust a bit further forward.
 

"Oh Daryl," she moaned, looking down at the dark column buried in her tight cunt. "I don't think I can..." The end of her sentence faded into a pathetic whimper as she looked up at Daryl, her eyes pleading for no more this time, instead of more.
 

A cold shudder of jealousy rippled through me as I saw the smile that curled onto his lips. "You don't know what you can do yet, baby." With that, he let go of the bulk of his weight he'd been holding up above her and I watched the rest of his cock press inside my wife.
 

Her eyes opened wide along with her mouth as she took the last inches of his girth. I stared on, doubtless with the same expression she had, watching in disbelief that her insides could fit that much man. I could never fill her nearly so completely as a man like Daryl could.
 

She let out a massive cry as he drove himself inside, but it was clear that it was a cry of pleasure because she wrapped her hands around his back and I saw her holding him as close to herself as she could.
 

Now we'd never talked about it but for some reason, seeing that much man buried inside her brought up an even stranger, even darker fantasy for me. Right now she was on the pill but what if it didn't work? Should we have been more careful, insisted he wear a condom? What if he were inside her and she was completely unprotected? A frantic jealousy gripped me at the thought that Daryl could leave his seed inside my wife and that it might take root, that it might make her belly swell.
 

He held her like that, pinned against the couch for a while. Almost like he was letting her get accustomed to his girth. After a while she started wriggling under him. I realized it wasn't from discomfort. She wanted...no, she needed him to start fucking her. She started mewling, begging him to start pounding that dark shaft into her. After holding her a little longer, he finally obliged.
 

I was stroking myself more furiously now. I wanted desperately to come but I wanted to come inside her. I wanted to make love to her, to somehow put myself closer to her, closer to them, closer to the whole situation rather than just sitting in a chair watching and whacking off. I didn't know how kindly Daryl would take to that, though. We'd never talked about it. So I just sat there, watching as he started to fuck her tight, pink cunt.
 

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," she started to moan, breathless as he sank his thick shaft into her over and over. I'd never heard her moan with such abandon. Her eyes were closed and as her body rocked back and forth on the couch, she seemed completely lost in the sensation.
 

Daryl kept it slow for a while, until she started squirming beneath him, trying to grind more pleasure out of each thrust. That's when he picked himself up and off of her and started driving his cock into her hard and fast.
 

Her moans got louder as her eyes darted from his to his cock between her legs. I had a clear view of him again. Her pussy was pulsing hot, clear juice with each massive thrust, running down her ass and making each slap of his balls against it land with a loud slap.
 

Her legs opened wider and came up higher giving me the perfect view of his black shaft thundering into her tight, pink hole. Her thighs started trembling again. I watched her dig her nails into Daryl's back. I knew she was going to come.
 

My own cock was throbbing, my balls aching for release. I didn't want to yet, though. I wanted to wait. I wanted to touch her and feel what she felt like after she'd been used. I took my hand off my cock, leaving it bouncing on its own.
 

"Oh God!" she shouted as her legs wrapped around Daryl's still heaving bulk. I saw her whole body shake as her creamy, white thighs tightened against his black skin. As her pussy squeezed around him, Daryl drove himself deep into her, as deep as he could get and held her there, pinned against the couch.
 

I thought for a moment that he was teasing her, stopping like that right as she was coming. But as soon as I saw the way his balls were tightening up against his cock I realized he was coming too, shooting his seed deep inside my wife.
 

"Oh fuck Daryl," I heard Kate groan from beneath him. "Fill my pussy up with that fucking cum!" she ordered through clenched teeth.
 

That's what Daryl did. With his cock throbbing deep inside her, Daryl grunted and fucked his seed into my wife. Once his own orgasm had peaked, their two bodies burst into motion again. He fucked her hard, emptying what he had left into her cunt. She ground against him, searching for the last bits of pleasure of her orgasm, milking him for all he had.
 

I knew Daryl had done this before as soon as he pulled off of her. It was like he knew this moment was for me. I watched his long cock snake out of Kate's now destroyed pussy. With each inch, her expression got sadder. She looked like she wasn't going to be able to bear not having him inside.
 

As soon as he stepped aside I was ready by the couch. My cock ached more with each step. Kate stared after him as he walked away, barely noticing as I crawled between her legs.
 

I looked down. Daryl's thick, white mess had started to drool out of her. I couldn't believe I was going to do this. I couldn't believe I was going to press myself inside her with all that cum still inside her pussy. I couldn't hold back any more. Aiming myself at her stretched cunt, I pushed myself inside.
 

I immediately felt the warm gush of Daryl's cum as it oozed out of Kate's now wide pussy and around my cock. The sensation sent a swell of dark heat through me. I felt my own balls tighten. 
 

Kate had her head to one side. She seemed like she'd barely noticed me push into her. Once I started rutting into her, though, she turned and looked at me with a soft smile. She brought her hand up and put it on my cheek. Our eyes met. Hers looked...different somehow. The look on her face was a strange look of sympathy and sadness. Like I'd lost something and she felt sorry for me.
 

I felt the first rush of my orgasm shudder up my spine. My balls tightened again and a pulse of cum shot out of my cock, mingling with Daryl's cum inside Kate's well-used cunt.
 

I groaned as another rush of cum blasted out of me and Kate put her arms around me, holding me gently as I fucked out the rest of my pleasure between her legs.
 

By the time I drifted back down to earth, Daryl was gone and Kate and I were left to sort out what had happened and what would happen next.
 






Chapter 11

 


"Did you...like it?" Her voice was soft and shy in the darkness, like she was scared to know the answer.
 

I pondered it for a long while before replying. "Yes," I said firmly, making sure there was no hesitation in my voice. After all, I had liked it, just not in the way you like ice cream or beer. For some reason I'd liked seeing her submit to another man that way, to let him do things to her she'd never done, or probably ever do, with me. It sounds strange but I liked the burning pain that came from seeing her so caught up in that black cock that she ignored me completely. But I loved sinking into her afterwards, too. I loved the way she held me. I loved the way she looked at me, the way she let me use her pussy. She didn't orgasm when I was inside her. It was like the only pleasure I'd given her was using her for my own. It was hard to say all that out loud, though.
 

"You had to think about it," came her reply from where her head was on my chest.
 

"It's complicated."
 

We lay there in silence for a while, neither one of us feeling sleep coming on.
 

"Did you like it?" I asked after a while.
 

"You really want to know?"
 

A gentle trickle of adrenaline filled my stomach at what she'd said. I already knew the answer. I already knew she'd loved it.
 

"Of course. It's supposed to be the two of us, remember?"
 

"Yeah. I liked it."
 

"A lot?"
 

I felt her nod her head on my chest.
 

"You want to do it again?" I asked.
 

She lifted her head and I felt her peering at me through the darkness. "Do you?" she whispered.
 

I thought about it again for a while. Maybe it was crazy but I really did want to. "I think I do."
 

"Let's sleep on it," she said but she couldn't hide the excitement in her voice.
 

We did. The next morning I woke up to the amazing feeling of her lips wrapped around my cock. I was hard with a morning wood and her head bobbed up and down. I barely had time to enjoy it, I came so fast. She pumped me with her hand and let me spray some of my seed on her mouth then she licked it all off and came up and kissed me with some of it still inside.
 

"Did you sleep on it?" she asked with a smile.
 

"I guess you did," I replied.
 

She giggled a little and rolled off the bed and bounced towards the bathroom. I watched her nice round ass sway out of the room. 
 

The memory of what had happened the night before gave me a jolt but I started getting aroused again, even though she'd just made me cum. I thought of what it would be like, to see her like that again, with big, black Daryl in between her thighs. I knew I wanted to see it again soon.
 

She was showering when I walked into the bathroom. 
 

"So?"
 

"So? she replied from behind the curtain.
 

"When can we try that again?"
 

I saw her reflection in the mirror as her head popped out one side. "Really?" she asked, her voice high from excitement.
 

"Really."
 

She clapped her hands together, smiling gleefully. "How about tonight?"
 

I let out a guffaw. She really was hot to trot. "Okay. If Daryl's free, ask him about tonight."
 

It turned out that Daryl was free. It turned out his friend Nick was, too. I opened the door and saw the two of them standing there and I must have looked pretty surprised.
 

"Hey man, I hope you don't mind? This here's Nick. I thought...I mean, some folks are into it, some aren't. It's your call."
 

I realized what he was asking me and that shook me from my initial shock. "Uh...sure, come in guys." I had no idea what I was doing. Only after I'd already invited the two of them in did I think that I should probably have asked Kate, at least. She was already up in the bedroom because we'd talked about how it would be more comfortable earlier that night.
 

"You guys want a drink?"
 

"Nah man, we smoked some dope on the way over," Daryl explained. "We can just get right to it, if that's alright with you."
 

I led them up the stairs and opened the door to the bedroom. I felt my cock get hard as soon as I stepped inside. Kate had already taken her clothes off and was lying spread eagle and naked on the bed. She was even more excited about what was going to happen than I was.
 

Daryl and Nick had a good chuckle. "See?" Daryl asked. "She got some of that black cock and now she can't get enough.
 

As soon as Kate noticed that Daryl wasn't alone, she sat up and covered her breasts a little. It was kind of funny, seeing her get a little shy.
 

"Kate," I started to explain but Daryl cut me off.
 

"Hey gorgeous, you don't mind I brought a friend, do you?" he asked.
 

Kate looked back and forth between Daryl and Nick, like she was trying to figure out whether it would be too much. She looked over at me.
 

I shrugged a bit and held out my hands in a "it's up to you," kind of way. She let her hand fall away from her breasts and smiled.
 

"I don't mind," she whispered.
 

We'd put a chair in the corner of the room and I settled into it, getting ready to watch when Daryl spoke.
 

"Hey bro, why don't you come over and enjoy the fun. No reason for you to be sittin' all alone at the other end of the room!" He waved me over.
 

I looked at Kate. She wasn't looking at me, though. Nick had started taking off his clothes and her eyes were on him. I shrugged and figured if she really didn't like it she would tell me. I took off my clothes and walked over towards the bed.
 

I can't say that felt too great. Both Daryl and Nick were hung like horses and I glanced down a few times at my own cock. It wasn't even half their size and I started stroking it to try and get it a little harder.
 

"You eat pussy, Sam?" Daryl asked with a chuckle as he was pulling off his pants. He didn't wait for me to answer. "Why don't you get your wife nice and wet for us?"
 

Finally, Kate took her eyes off of Nick and turned to look at me. She had a big smile on her face at what Daryl had said. She spread her legs and I looked down to see her soft, pink pussy already grooling in anticipation of what was to come. She shuffled towards the edge of the bed and let her legs fall over the side.
 

I got down on my knees and crawled into position. It was pretty hot, being in between her legs with the guys watching. They were stroking themselves hard. I could smell how excited Kate was now and it made me hard, too.
 

As I pressed my lips against her pussy, she put her hand softly on the side of my face, the way she'd done when I'd fucked her the night before, after Daryl was done.
 

Her pussy was already a mess of sticky, clear fluid but I pushed my tongue up into it and got her wetter anyways. She moaned a little but each time I looked up she was looking at the two guys, particularly at their growing cocks.
 

"That's good," Daryl said finally and as soon as he did, Kate pushed me away gently.
 

She was staring at Daryl's hard cock as he stepped in between her legs where I had just been. I shuffled back a little further and to one side. I wanted a good view of her whole body as he stuffed his fat, black dick into her.
 

Daryl had other ideas, though. He slid his cock along her slit a few times, but then took her by the leg and flipped her over onto her stomach. Nick got up on the bed in front of her, his cock waving a few inches from her mouth.
 

I got so turned on by what was about to happen. These two black guys were going to spit roast my wife and I had the perfect view. Kate, for her part, was looking a little worried. She kept looking back at Daryl's cock as he teased her wet pussy. 
 

"You ready for some more black cock, bitch?" Daryl chuckled, pressing the tip against her dewy flesh.
 

Kate's mouth popped open at the feeling of his hard muscle. She looked up into his eyes and nodded and whispered "Yes."
 

Daryl put a hand on her ass, spreading her sticky, pink hole apart and let himself slide in a little further.
 

Kate moaned and closed her eyes. As she turned around, Nick pushed his rigid cock into her open mouth, muffling her moan. At the same time Daryl drove himself halfway in, stretching her pussy out and making her cry out. Nick used that to shove his cock deep into her mouth, up towards her throat.
 

The two of them held her like that for a while, like they were letting her settle, get comfortable. She didn't, though. Her body started moving, trying to bounce back onto Daryl's cock. 
 

Smack! 
 

Daryl's hand came down hard on her ass. She stopped writhing. The two of them held her like that a little longer, until her face started turning red. That's when Nick pulled his cock out of her mouth and let her catch her breath.
 

Her eyes had started to water, her mascara had started to run but she had the same reaction she'd had the night before. As soon as his cock was out, her mouth was open and her tongue was hanging out, desperate to feel it buried inside her again.
 

He took her by the hair and yanked her head to one side. Daryl put both hands on her ass and drove himself inside.
 

That made Kate mewl. I stared at his cock, marvelling how huge it was and at the fact that he was pushing it all into my wife. If I had the chance to fuck her later I knew she was going to be just as stretched out as she had been the night before.
 

As Daryl started fucking her from behind, Nick pushed his cock into her mouth again and down her throat. He still had her by the hair, good and tight. I watched as his hips started moving back and forth. He held her like that, using her and fucking her mouth.
 

Daryl stared down at himself disappearing inside her pussy. Every once in a while he'd give her ass a smack making her moan a little onto Nick's cock. Nick had a hand in her hair and his other hand on his hip, like he was showing off how well he could fuck her mouth.
 

Kate must have tasted that he was about to cum. Her eyes went up towards his. She looked like she was begging again. He pulled himself out of her mouth. She grabbed him with one hand and started stroking him, pushing the tip of his cock into her mouth and sucking. She looked so desperate for it and when he came, she started swallowing as much of it as she could. He was a big guy, though and he had a big load. A lot of it came dripping out and down onto the bed sheets.
 

I didn't know whether Daryl's invitation still stood but there didn't seem to be much room for me. I scuttled back to the chair and started rubbing myself as I watched the guys work Kate over.
 

Nick took a step back and started stroking himself up again. Kate spun around as soon as his cock was out of her mouth. She craned her neck, trying to get a glimpse of Daryl sliding into her. He saw her looking.
 

"You want a better view bitch?" he asked. He pulled himself out and stood up on the bed over top of her. 
 

Kate frowned. For a second I knew she didn't know what was happening. When she realized what he was going to do, she began shaking her head slightly from side to side.
 

"Umm, I don't really..." she began but Daryl cut her off.
 

"Hey honey, you remember last night? You thought you couldn't take it in your pussy?"
 

"I know but..."
 

He interrupted her this time by putting his fingers against her pussy and rubbing. She closed her eyes. Her body started swimming on the bed. Once he'd got a good amount of her juice on his fingers, he moved his hand up and onto the puckered rim of her ass hole.
 

Her eyes snapped open again. My eyes were wide open, too. I watched as Daryl's finger slipped into Kate's back entrance. I saw her back arch. Her body bucked a little on the bed but Nick stepped up to hold her down. Daryl put his other hand on her pussy and started rubbing again. Her body melted back into pleasure.
 

He held his finger in her like that for a while. When he pulled out, she got the same look on her face as when he'd pulled his cock out of her. She wanted him, any part of him, inside her again.
 

With his fingers still fucking her, Daryl took his cock in hand and put the hard tip against Kate's back hole. She looked at it and whimpered. She seemed powerless to stop him. He kept fucking her with his fingers and her body swayed against his hand.
 

Slowly at first, he pressed the head of his cock against her tightness. The ring finally gave way and I watched the head of his cock disappear into her. Her mouth fell open. Her eyes opened wide.
 

I saw Daryl give Nick a nod. Nick got up on the bed and started to crawl under her.
 

Holding her down, Daryl pushed his cock a little further into her.
 

"Oh God!" Kate cried. She sounded scared and happy all at the same time. Daryl managed to get half his cock into her by the time Nick had wriggled beneath her and into position. "Oh God no, I can't!" Kate whispered.
 

Daryl drove himself a little deeper inside. I watched Nick take his cock in hand. He pushed the tip of it against her sex until he found her hole. With Daryl almost completely filling her ass, Nick slid slowly inside.
 

"Oooooohhhhh!" The sound of Kate's long, soft moan filled the room. I was mesmerized, watching two men push their cocks inside my wife. Nick was sucking at her nipple, his fingers twisting the other. She only stopped moaning when he had shoved all of himself inside.
 

The two of them started fucking her, driving themselves into her at the same time and coming back out in rhythm, too. Her expression changed to agony every time their cocks left her, then to sheer bliss when they forced themselves back in. It wasn't long before I saw the familiar shudder of her thighs and I watched her orgasm race up her spine.
 

She came hard and loud, making the two of them fuck her even harder. She went sort of limp after that, like a doll in between them and they just used her body like one.
 

Daryl came first, deep inside her ass. Her back arched and she came to life as his cock throbbed seed into her bowels. He grunted a bit and pushed himself in to the hilt, releasing what he had into her. When he pulled out a lot of it came with him, oozing out of the gaping hole he'd stretched, down onto Nick's cock.
 

Maybe that's what set Nick off because he came next. I watched his balls flexing as he filled her womb with seed. When he was done, he rolled her onto her side. She lay there, tired and used and I sat and watched the two of them get dressed.
 

"We'll leave you two alone," Daryl said, chuckling.
 

Only after they'd left did I get up. My cock was stiff as a board. I could barely walk, my balls ached so bad. But I didn't want to just fuck her the way I had the day before. I wanted to be close to her. I wanted to feel fully what she felt like after being used like that.
 

I lay down on the bed next to her. She opened her eyes and smiled. It was a beautiful smile. It was the happiest I'd ever seen her smile.
 

She let me roll her onto her back and her legs fell open. Nick's cum was still oozing out of her pussy and Daryl's was coming out of her ass. Some of Nick's come from the first load he'd shot had caked on her cheek. The urge took hold of me again.
 

I kissed the spot on her cheek with his come. Then I licked it. It tasted just as tart as mine did. She let out a little moan. This was doing something for her. I leaned back to look into her eyes.
 

"Don't stop," she whispered.
 

"I leaned forward and licked another spot. I felt her body writhe beneath me. I looked at her again. She opened her eyes.
 

"Oh God Sam," she said softly, "that's so hot. Would you..."
 

I knew what she was going to say even before she said it. I wanted to hear the words come out of her mouth.
 

"Would you clean me out?"
 

The request made me shudder with a strange pleasure. I stared into her eyes, wondering what it was about what I was about to do that made us so hot. I scuttled down the bed and put my face between her legs. The fragrance of still hot spunk deep inside her core filled my nostrils.
 

Pushing a pair of fingers into her pussy, I scooped out what I could. A thick glob of it clung to my fingers. I looked up to see her staring at me, renewed intensity in her gaze. As soon as the cum touched my tongue she moaned. Her legs spread open wider. She wanted me to do it again.
 

I pushed my fingers in again and brought out another glob and swallowed that too. Then I put my mouth on the raw lips of her pussy and pushed my tongue into her cunt. The taste of Kate with all that man in her made me shiver. I sucked out as much cum as I could. When it tasted like there was no more left, I came off her, my cock throbbing at the thought of fucking her now.
 

"Wait," she said, sounding disappointed. She arched her back into the bed, bringing her tight rear hole closer to me. I looked up. This was a strange thrill I'd stumbled onto. I didn't know if I could do that, though. 
 

She looked at me and with a pleading expression whimpered, "Please?" She looked so beautiful and like she wanted it so much. I couldn't say no.
 

I leaned forward, pushed my tongue out until I felt her tight ring touch its tip. I knew it was so filthy, but it felt so good as soon as I did it. Without hesitation, I leaned even closer to her and pushed my tongue into her dark hole.
 

Daryl had left a lot of spunk there. I ate it all until I felt it churning in my stomach. She moaned the whole time, fingering herself and staring at me between her legs. When I was done, she let me crawl up her body and she kissed me deeply with both hands on the side of my face.
 

All it took was slipping into the soft wetness of her stretched pussy. I shuddered through an instant orgasm, groaning into the pillow beside her head as she held me tight.
 






Chapter 12

 


Daryl came over a few more times that week with Nick. I watched them fuck Kate and she made me clean her every time, then let me fuck my cum into her, too. It wasn't until the weekend that she brought it up.
 

"Sam?" she asked over dinner on a Friday.
 

"Huh?"
 

"I've been thinking about it so much."
 

"Thinking about what?"
 

"About the video. About Zoe and Jimmy. About where they went."
 

The memory of what had started all this drifted into my mind. I remembered meeting Jim for beers and him showing me the video. I also vaguely remembered his warning. Of course him and Zoe were splitting and he'd said that was the reason.
 

"I don't know, Kate, Jim said it really messed things up for him and Zoe."
 

"I know," she said, sidling over to my side of the table, "but don't you think we're different than them? Don't you think this has only been a good thing for us?"
 

I did think it had been a good thing for us. There was such a thing as too much of a good thing, though.
 

"What if they said the same thing?"
 

She scowled and shuffled her chair back towards her plate.
 

The truth of the matter was that I'd been thinking about it, too. Ever since we'd tried that first time, I couldn't get the idea of that kind of vacation out of my head. There was still some sense left in me, though. I really didn't want to end up like Zoe and Jim now that things had heated up and Kate was paying attention to me more.
 

I looked across the table. Disappointment was painted all across her face. It was hard to look at her like that. I thought of what it would be like if it were her in that video, pressed against three men. It made my cock move.
 

I stood up and dragged my chair over towards hers. She looked up at me, expectant. I sat down and put a hand on her arm.
 

"You remember what you said?" I asked.
 

"When?"
 

"You remember what you said the night they took us out to dinner and told us they were splitting up?"
 

"What?"
 

"You said 'let's never be like that. Let's never split up.' You remember that?"
 

"Yeah, I remember. Why?"
 

"Because if we do this, if we go there on vacation, are you still going to feel the same way? It split up Jim and Zoe. You said yourself how perfect they were for each other."
 

Excitement was starting to bubble inside her again at the prospect of me changing my mind. "Sam, of course we will never split! That would be too, too terrible!"
 

I couldn't remember the last time I'd seen her so excited. She looked like a kid in a candy store.
 

"Okay," I said.
 

"Okay?" she asked.
 

"Okay."
 

"Like...?" 
 

I let the word hang there for a second before replying. "Like okay let's do it."
 

Kate screamed and threw her hands around my neck.
 



***

 


It was a long flight with a stop in Paris first but not enough time to leave the airport. It had taken some convincing to get Jim to give me the details. He wouldn't do it for a long time. Said we were too happy.
 

I told him how happy it had made Kate when I'd said yes. He said the same thing had happened to Zoe. I bugged him until he gave me the name of the website anyway. I probably could have dug it up myself but it just seemed easier to ask Jim for it. Now here we were, stepping into the sunshine on the other side of the world.
 

"Welcome to Madagascar! I'm Andrie." He shook my hand first, then Kate's. He was a big man, almost as big as Daryl, but leaner. He was wearing a baseball cap and holding a piece of paper with the name "Parsons" on it. He took our bags and led us towards the car.
 

It was hot but not oppressive and the three of us piled into his small car. Kate sat in the back and I joined him up front. He didn't say much until we arrived at a sort of run-down looking building and he killed the engine. We all got out and followed him inside.
 

Inside there was a long corridor that stretched down the length of the building. There was a door to the right and he pushed it open and motioned for us to step inside. There was a man that looked very similar to him, sitting at a desk.
 

"This is my brother and business partner Francis," Andrie said. We sat down at the two chairs in front of the desk.
 

"You will please sign these papers?" Francis asked in somewhat broken English. He pushed some papers at me across the desk. I looked over at Kate but she wasn't paying attention. She was looking at Andrie, who was smiling at her.
 

A thin streak of jealousy shuddered down my spine. I turned back to see Francis smiling. It made me realize, both of these men knew exactly why we were here. I wondered if they'd be part of the 'tribe' we were going to see. I wondered if they'd end up inside my wife.
 

I glanced over the contract. It all seemed fine but I was having trouble concentrating on anything. My eyes kept darting back to Kate. Her posture had changed. She was sitting up straight and tall in the chair, pushing her chest out. She never sat like that. She wasn't quite staring at Andrie but she was shooting the occasional smile in his direction.
 

I scribbled a signature and stood up. "Should we get going?" Andrie looked up at me, a little confused.
 

"Oh, I'm sorry it wasn't clear. We aren't able to leave until tomorrow morning."
 

I got a little irritated at hearing that. "Well, what are we supposed to do? We haven't got a hotel or anything! You should have explained that in the..."
 

He waved his hands and bowed his head. "Very sorry, boss. No problem. You can be our guest. Tonight. No problem. At the house."
 

Kate was frowning at me. I didn't know what to make of the whole thing. "I mean, I wouldn't want to impose. I didn't mean that you had to..."
 

"No, no, no problem," he said, waving his hands. He was looking between me and Kate. "It's okay boss. You can talk. We'll be back. One moment."
 

The two of them shuffled us out of the room. Kate came over and took my hand. "What's wrong?" she asked.
 

"Well, this is sort of weird, don't you think? Staying at their place? I mean maybe we should just get a hotel? I don't know. What do you think?" I wasn't usually one for indecision but something felt strange about the situation.
 

"Sam, I think they're nice. I think it'll be fine. Come on we'll get a look into what Antananarivo really looks like!"
 

She seemed excited. She was probably right. I was probably just being weird. "Fine." I stared at her, looking deep into her eyes. There was so much excitement there. The men shuffled back in.
 

"So?" Andrie asked, "Everything all okay?"
 

"Sure," I offered, "no problem."
 

Kate clapped her hands together gleefully and Andrie and Francis smiled at us as they ushered us out the door and back into the tiny car. They insisted Kate sit up front this time, so she had a better view of some of the sights. We drove around for a while with the two of them pointing things out and with Francis smiling akwardly at me every once in a while. Finally we pulled up to a white stuccoed apartment building and all got out.
 

Their apartment was on the second floor. As soon as we walked in I felt a little weird because it seemed to be all one large room. There was a sort of large divan in the center of it, but that looked to be the only place to sleep.
 

"Come in, come in," Andrie said, shooing us in. 
 

I glanced at Kate. She still had an excited smile on her face, as if the fact that we would all be staying in this room wasn't fazing her at all.
 

Francis put the kettle on while Andrie put our bags against one of the walls.
 

I elected to say something. "So, um, is this where we'll be staying?"
 

The two of them turned to look at me. "You don't like it?" Andrie asked, puzzled.
 

"I mean...it's a bit...small, for the four of us?"
 

"Sam!" Kate hissed, gripping my arm. "They're being nice to us! Would you get over it already?!?"
 

Get over it? What the hell was with her? Now she was okay sleeping with any fucking man that came along?
 

"Boss," Francis said, putting a hand on my arm. "It's okay. It's no problem. Please. Have some tea."
 

I turned to see him holding a tray out. I took a deep breath. Maybe I was being kind of a jerk. They were trying to be nice to us, after all. I picked up the small cup and took a sip. Kate took one, too.
 

It hit me almost immediately. All at once and without any warning. And I can't say it felt bad, either. It felt amazing. There was a lightness and clarity in my head. The whole room seemed to come to life. The walls started to shift slightly. When I looked at the door, it had started to buzz.
 

I turned to look at Kate. Maybe I should have been in a panic that we'd been drugged. I couldn't tell. I was so euphoric about everything I could feel only Joy.
 

She had her palms open and was staring down at them. I don't know how long I stood there, staring at her. She looked more beautiful, more sensual than I'd ever seen her. When she finally did look at me, it was with wide eyes and a slight smile. I stepped towards her. Unconcerned by about the two men in the room, I leaned in and kissed her mouth.
 

She tasted like chocolate and cinnamon. The feeling of my tongue slipping into her wet mouth tickled my brain. The tickle made me shiver as it crept down my spine and settled in between my legs. I felt the root of my cock flex.
 

I don't know how long we stood like that, our lips sealed in a kiss, exploring each others mouths. It felt like the first time I'd ever kissed her. It felt like the first time I'd ever kissed anyone. It felt like I'd just been born and was experiencing everything for the first time.
 

When I finally pulled away, the room was bright with sunlight, brighter than I remembered it. I looked around slowly. Francis and Andrie were both watching us, smiling.
 

"It's okay boss? You like?" I looked down to see that they, too, had finished their tea. It might have been me, but they seemed just as joyous as Kate appeared and I felt. I nodded. Kate did, too.
 

"Okay, Andrie said. Now we start the vacation." He was grinning widely as he took me by the hand to one side of the room. He started unbuttoning my shirt.
 

It sounds crazy now but absolutely nothing about it seemed wrong or strange, then. As I looked up to see that Francis was on the other side, pulling at Kate's shirt, I had an inkling of what was going to happen. That inkling only made my cock bulge harder.
 

"You're going to like it, boss," Andrie said. "We got to get you ready for the village. There you drink tea all day!" he explained, chuckling.
 

I smiled at him, then looked down to see his black hands against my pale skin. He'd undone all of my buttons and pulled my shirt away, leaving me exposed. He got down on his knees and started pulling at my belt.
 

I looked up. I took what felt like a massive breath at what I saw. Kate's shirt had been pulled off, along with her bra. Francis' dark frame loomed large behind her, making her look small. What made me breath though, were the two dark shapes of his hands. They came out from behind her, just above her waist and settled on her pale skin. I watched him lean down and put his lips close to her neck. The two of them seemed to be moving so slowly. The light changed from bright yellow to a duller gold.
 

His hands began to creep up her skin, towards her small breasts. I felt my cock stiffen. I looked down to see that Andrie had pulled my pants off, along with my boxers. I was completely naked now. He stood up.
 

"You want to sit?" he asked with a smile. He was standing in the way of my view of Kate. I didn't answer for what felt like a long time. I just kept trying to look around him. I finally shook my head and pushed him aside. I heard his soft chuckle bounce around the room.
 

Francis had his dark hands up on both her breasts. His fingers were covering them completely, except for the spaces where her nipples were poking out between his index and middle finger. He was kneading her breasts, twisting her nipples at the same time. She had her eyes closed and his head was bent back, leaning against his dark chest.
 

My mouth opened in wonder. Suddenly the ache in my cock seemed almost unbearable.
 

I looked down to see myself stiff. My cock was bouncing up and down. I pushed my mind through the high long enough to take myself in hand. Even that looked amazing, my fingers tightening around my firm shaft.
 

Andrie had wandered over to where Francis was still sucking on Kate's neck like a vampire. He'd taken his clothes off on the way over and was naked. His flaccid cock, swinging between his legs as he walked, caught my attention.
 

He was quite big and thick, too. It came over me suddenly, the realization that that cock was going to be shoved up inside my wife. Another thought quickly followed. We hadn't even had a chance to get our bearings after landing, all of this had happened so fast. I remembered telling Kate to not forget to take her birth control after we landed. My mind raced back, as quickly as it could, given the state I was in. Had she gone to the bathroom? She must have. I couldn't remember. Had she done it on the plane? Had she accounted for the time change? I knew the pill was wonky that way, you had to take it at the same time every day.
 

I knew that what tore through me at the thought was anxiety. There was a shade of what it felt like outside of the high. But it was the most exhilarating anxiety I'd ever felt. I felt like I'd just drunk a shot of adrenaline and chased it with a swig of dopamine.
 

Andrie had gotten on his knees in front of her, got her pants undone and was slowly peeling them off. Kate's eyes were still closed. Her arms were up and over her head. She was caressing Francis' cheek behind her. Her body had shaped into an "S", her hips jutting out to one side, accentuating her curves. I could tell she was having one hell of a time.
 

As her pants fell to the floor, along with her underwear, the sight of her soft sex made the ache in my pelvis almost painful. Every instinct inside me started screaming at me to walk across the room and take my wife back. Something was holding me back, though. Something about those two dark men all over her was keeping me from doing what nature wanted me to do.
 

Andrie stood up and put a hand on her arm. She opened her eyes. She turned her head slowly towards him and smiled. It was the most angelic smile, like she knew no matter what, everything was going to be alright.
 

He turned with his hand holding her arm and started to lead her towards the bed. His cock had grown. It wasn't rigid but it was fuller and pointing more out now, than down. The same thrill from the moment before rushed through me.
 

That cock was going to be inside Kate soon. That cock, that organ that had been made for men to deliver their seed to a woman was going to be up inside my wife. It was going to be up inside her pussy, thrusting as deep as it could get until it filled her with the seed it held. 
 

What if she hadn't taken the birth control? What if she'd forgotten? I shuddered at the possibility. What if that seed, Andrie's seed was strong enough it didn't matter? What if it took root inside my wife?
 

Francis was taking off his clothes as Andrie laid Kate down on the divan. He turned to look at me. He was grinning. "Come on boss, lend a hand?" he asked, waving me over.
 

I had no idea what he wanted from me. I didn't care. It seemed like I was powerless to resist any order. I walked over to where he was standing above my wife.
 

Kate was sitting on the edge of the divan. Andrie's growing cock was just a few inches from her face. With every second that passed it looked larger and larger. I couldn't stop staring at it.
 

"You want to help?" Andrie asked.
 

"Huh?" 
 

"You want to feed it to her? So you can be part of the fun?"
 

I realized what he meant. He was asking me if I wanted to feed his cock to her. He wanted to know if I wanted to help him put his dick into my wife's mouth. More than anything, I did.
 

I sat down on the divan beside her. She turned to look at me. She was a completely different woman than the Kate I knew. Every shame, every inhibition she'd ever had had vanished. She was ready to do anything with anyone. I looked into her eyes.
 

"I love you." It felt like the words came out slow, unintelligible almost. But she tilted her head and the middle of her brow went up like she was going to cry. She put a hand on my cheek and drew her fingers along my skin.
 

"I love you so much, too," she whispered.
 

The motion of Andrie's cock throbbing in front of us drew my eye. I looked up. He was staring down at us.
 

"Beautiful," he whispered. It was the closest I'd ever felt with another man. I reached up. Before I touched him, I marvelled at how thin and white my fingers looked against his thick, dark shaft. "You can take it," he said softly. I wrapped my hand around the cock, filling it with more blood.
 

When I turned to look at Kate, it was to see her staring at my hand around his manhood. Her mouth was open slightly, like she couldn't believe what was happening. I put my other hand on the back of her head and pushed her slightly forward.
 

She leaned in with no resistance. Her mouth opened wider. She looked at me out of the corner of her eye, making my own dick bounce. She must have seen my reaction because she smiled slightly but kept her eyes on mine. Even as she opened her mouth even wider, to let the head of Andrie's black cock in, she kept staring at me.
 

I felt him throb in my grip. It was obviously turning him on as much as it was turning me on, to watch me doing this. To watch us doing this. It was so intense.
 

Right before the head of his now rigid cock touched her lips, Kate pushed the tip of her pink tongue out. His dark head settled on it and a drop of precum that had formed at its opening, dribbled onto her tongue.
 

The taste seemed to surprise her. She looked away from me for the first time and up at him.
 

"You like it lady?" he asked, smiling down at her. She nodded eagerly. Without glancing at me, he pushed my hand away. "It's a little bigger than you're used to," he said, glancing over at me and chuckling. 
 

Kate started chuckling too, but didn't look over at me. She was staring deep into his dark eyes. 
 

"Go ahead, take some more," he urged, pushing his hips forward. "Take some more."
 

Kate's hands came up. She wrapped one fist around his dark shaft and put a palm up on his thigh. I saw her mouth open fully as Andrie pressed himself inside.
 

I touched myself again, started pumping my cock. It was the best physical sensation I think I'd ever felt until that moment. Each pulse of my hand sent ripples of pleasure up my spine.
 

Andrie put a hand on Kate's black hair. He started thrusting his hips while trying to hold her still. "There. That's better," he muttered, staring at her intently.
 

She must have realized what he wanted. She stopped bobbing her head and just let him use her mouth. 
 

I watched, wide-eyed and dangerously close to coming. It was hard to have any self-control. Whatever had been in the tea made my body seek the easiest path to pleasure.
 

Andrie groaned. His shaft was fully formed now. He was huge. He couldn't even get a third of himself into her mouth. I stared at his balls. The skin there was even darker than his cock. They sagged low beneath him, like they were heavy with seed.
 

That made me think again about whether Kate had forgotten. I wondered if he was going to unload inside her mouth. A strange sense of disappointment settled on me at the thought he might do that. I knew it would be better, but it wasn't as much of a thrill. As if he'd read my mind, he popped out of her mouth and leaned down, pushing her gently onto her back.
 

"You want to put me inside again, boss?" he asked, lifting her thighs up high. 
 

My eyes went to her pussy. A mess of clear juice was leaking from it. The force of him fucking her mouth had slathered some of it along her folds. Some more of it had formed a dark stain on the cover of the divan.
 

I looked up at Kate, wondering what she wanted. She reached a hand out towards me. I took it and she pulled me close.
 

"Come on baby," she whispered, her fingers settling on the head of my throbbing cock. "Put him inside for me?"
 

This was completely new, completely different than what I'd ever done before. Being so close to it, so close to her while all this happened felt amazing. I crawled down the bed and took one of her thighs.
 

Andrie was already running the head of his messy cock along her damp slit. I leaned in. The smell of his cock and Kate's sweet juices filled my nose.
 

"Come on boss, take it. Put it in," Andrie ordered. I looked up to see him smiling. Once again I wrapped my fist around his shaft. It felt harder now, more muscular and slippery. Letting Kate's thigh rest against my chest, I pulled her pussy open. More of her juice trickled out. I put Andrie's thick head at her entrance and pulled him inside.
 

Kate let out a soft, pained moan as Andrie pushed the rest of himself inside. I watched his dark snake moving into her, stretching the swollen, tender lips of her pussy. The deeper in he got, the thicker his shaft was, the more her lips seemed to be gripping him. Like her body was trying to suck him inside.
 

I watched Andrie pulse in and out of her for a while, mesmerized by his organ disappearing inside her. When she started moaning louder, I realized she was going to come soon. I wanted to be close to her. I wanted to kiss her and hold her close to me as another man made her come.
 

I crawled back up the bed. She noticed my weight next to her. As her body undulated on the bed from Andrie's thrusts, she turned and looked at me.
 

"Oh baby he feels so good," she moaned. I leaned in and kissed her on the lips.
 

My cock was burning, filled with cum and ready to explode. Still kissing her, her body rocking against me from Andrie fucking her cunt, I found her hand and wrapped her fingers around my own manhood.
 

She started moaning into my mouth. My cock throbbed in her hand. I felt the moment she started coming. She pressed her tongue deep into my mouth and squeezed my cock hard. That sent me over the edge too. We both drowned under the waves of our orgasms. Somewhere, far away overhead, I heard a roar as Andrie released too. My mind filled with the image of his massive cock fucking seed deep into my unprotected wife.
 






Chapter 13

 


The tea must have started wearing off for me before it wore of for anyone else, at least that's what it felt like. After I'd come, Francis had wanted a turn at Kate. She seemed just as blissed out by his cock as she had by Andrie's.
 

He took her mouth first, while she was on the bed, then moved down and fucked her pussy, the way his brother had done. 
 

By that point I had started feeling much less euphoric and much more disgruntled by the whole thing. Whatever the tea had contained had made what Kate and I had shared bright and beautiful. But now, sitting across the room with a limp cock watching Francis thrust into my wife, the whole thing took on a darker tone.
 

They were staring into each other's eyes. Kate was seemingly still lost in her high and he was, too. He had her on her side, both her legs to the right and was fucking her like that. Andrie was across the room on another chair looking on and stroking himself. Every once in a while he would look over and wink or smile, like he was asking "All's good boss?"
 

As the sun set and the room got darker, all felt less and less good. I watched Kate come over Francis' cock. She had three or four orgasms before I saw his ass clench. He pushed himself deep inside her and I could see enough of his balls to see them tighten. I knew he was spewing a good, big load inside her, with how big those balls were. He let out a yell as he unloaded the bulk of it deep inside her womb, holding himself in and stretching out his climax.
 

He started fucking her again, riding out the rest of his orgasm and filling her with what he had left.
 

By that time I was feeling pretty edgy. I felt a little used, too. I hadn't really been expecting this. It felt like these two guys were doing this because they knew where we were going. But just because we wanted this kind of vacation, didn't mean I wanted every man we came across trying to fuck my wife.
 

As Francis finally pulled himself from Kate's now well-stretched hole, I stared at how wide the two of them had made it. There was enough light to see inside. It was filled with their sticky white mess. Some of it started draining out, down her round ass and onto the divan.
 

Once again I started wondering whether she'd taken that pill. That made me really nervous. There was so much cum inside her. What if she'd forgotten? What if it took?
 

A painful worry started inside me, along with a twisted glee. What would it be like if my wife got pregnant by another man?
 

She seemed exhausted, lying there on the bed. Francis disappeared into the bathroom. I looked at Andrie. He was watching me with a smile.
 

"You like it boss?" he asked, widening his grin.
 

What could I do? The truth was, no matter how twisted, that I did like it. I more than liked it, I loved it.
 

Kate rolled onto her back, her eyes fluttering open. I glanced between her legs too see more of the thick white spunk spill from her. The sudden realization that I had paid a lot of money for this "vacation" sent a tendril of anxiety from the base of my brain into the pit of my stomach.
 

Kate looked at me and crooked a finger. I got up, a little self-conscious of my nudity and my flaccid cock. It seemed like Andrie was staring at it, grinning, as I walked towards the divan. I lay down next to her.
 

She shuffled towards me, curling into a ball next to me and staring into my eyes. "I love you," she whispered. She looked so happy and kind and like she really meant it. It made me feel much better. Some of the warmth I'd felt watching her get fucked, returned.
 

"I love you too," I replied. We were suddenly lost in each others eyes and I almost forgot the other guys were even there. I put a hand on her cheek and leaned in to kiss her again. I don't even remember falling asleep.
 



***

 


The drive took a day and a half. It was only Andrie who came with us. He was in a good mood and played the happy tour guide, pointing out sights as we drove. There wasn't much civilization there to begin with but as we pulled off the main road onto an artery, then onto a dirt road surrounded by savanna, it felt even more isolated.
 

Kate looked excited. I could tell her whole body was humming in anticipation and she kept looking back at me from the front seat. When Andrie pulled the car to a stop in a clearing, she almost jumped out.
 

"One moment," he said, smiling and putting a hand on her shoulder. "I'll get out first."
 

Kate settled down. Andrie got out, closed the door, cupped his hands around his mouth and gave a shout.
 

Nothing happened. The sounds of the savanna were all around us. Exotic birds squawking and the occasional distant sounds of animals we'd never heard before.
 

I noticed them first. I saw them slip out of the tall grass silently. Large, black men appearing as if out of the coming night. I looked at Kate. I saw her eyes widen and her mouth open as the reality of what was about to happen descended on her.
 

My heart started beating hard in my chest. Adrenaline coursed through my veins as I realized it, too. These were the men who were going to take my wife the way Andrie and Francis had. Except there were at least a dozen of them here, maybe more I couldn't see.
 

I watched as Andrie approached them and started talking.
 

Kate turned around. "Oh my God Sam, what are we doing?!?" she hissed. She sounded panicked. It made me panic, too.
 

"Wait, what?!?" I asked, I couldn't believe what she was saying. My mind raced. We'd paid all this money, gone to all this effort, largely because she had wanted to come here. Of course I had agreed but she'd been the one who pressed. I was staring at her, trying to figure out what to say.
 

It hit me all at once. Sure, maybe we'd paid a lot of money but that was no reason to follow through with this if it wasn't going to feel right. I reached out and took her hand.
 

"Hey," I said softly, "we can still go home."
 

I saw something shift in her eyes. She looked down at the floor of the car. Andrie opened the door.
 

"Okay friends," he began, poking his head inside, "I think..."
 

"Hey Andrie, I think we need a moment," I said, as firmly as I could.
 

He looked back and forth between the two of us, then nodded. "Okay boss. No problem. Take your time." He stepped back out and closed the door. Kate looked up into my eyes.
 

"I know," she said.
 

"You know what?"
 

"I know we can go back home."
 

"Okay. That's good. Do you want to?"
 

She sat there for a while, not answering.
 

"Well? Is that what you want to do?" I prodded gently. She looked back up.
 

"What do you want?" she asked.
 

That made me think. What the hell did I want? What was the point of all of this? Of course it was hot as hell. We'd never had sex as good as this. I loved seeing other men inside her. I loved making love to her after. I loved everything about it but I'd come here for her.
 

"You know what I want? I want you to be the Kate you are when we do this stuff, I want you to be that Kate every day."
 

She furrowed her brow. "What do you mean?"
 

I took a deep breath. "Look, this is probably the craziest time to have this conversation and probably the craziest place. Okay, no, it is the craziest time and place but here goes. I love the woman you became as soon as we started this. Hell, I even loved the woman you became when we were just talking about Zoe and Jim."
 

"What does that mean?" she asked, sounding a little surly.
 

I sighed. "Kate, it means that I'd been asking for a change for so long. I don't know if you remember all those conversations we had. About how I needed more from you? About how I needed you to pay more attention to me? About how I needed you to love me more?"
 

Her eyes turned to the floor again. I couldn't tell if I was getting through to her or if she had no idea what I was talking about so I just kept talking.
 

"Maybe you don't remember. Maybe I wasn't saying it right. It doesn't matter. What matters to me now is that it's better. It feels way better than it was. It feels like...I mean it feels like we're in love again. I don't know...don't you feel any of that?"
 

It was her turn to sigh. "I do," she answered, looking up at me and biting her lip.
 

"So? Isn't that a good thing?"
 

"It is...it's just..."
 

"What?"
 

"I mean, this is crazy," she said, waving out the window. I looked out at the dark shapes surrounding the car.
 

I let out a loud guffaw. "This is fucking crazy," I said, unable to keep myself from laughing. As soon as she heard me, she started too. We sat there for a while, holding our sides and trying not to look like crazy people sitting in that car. The truth was, we kind of were.
 

When it died down, Kate looked up at me with new light in her eyes.
 

"You're not gonna...feel bad about this or something?" she asked.
 

The question that had been nagging me since we got there bubbled to the surface. There'd been plenty of time to ask. I wasn't sure why I hadn't. The thrill that rushed through me at the thought of not knowing was too intoxicating, maybe. I figured I should probably ask now.
 

"It's not going to bother me. We've come this far. Why don't we just say what happens in Madagascar stays in Madagascar and we're going to be happy. No matter what happens?"
 

She thought about it for a second, then gave me a nod and stuck out her pinky for a promise.
 

"There is one thing though," I said.
 

"Shoot."
 

I took another deep breath. "You've been...I mean, you've been taking your pills, right?"
 

The smile, barely a smile at first, crept across her lips slowly. She looked at me a little more intently, like she was searching for something in my eyes. She looked down for a moment, then back up at me.
 

"I was wondering if you were going to ask me that," she offered. "Why haven't you?"
 

I looked away. The answer, if there was one, seemed twisted and long. "I...there's something..." I started but couldn't find the words to go on.
 

"Does it make it...better? Not knowing?" she whispered.
 

I looked back up at her. That was probably the best I was going to come up with. "I don't know why, but it makes it hot as hell."
 

Her smile widened a bit. "Then why don't we just leave it out there? Maybe I haven't? Maybe I have. But if I haven't, there's always the chance..."
 

She didn't have to say any more. I was stiff as a board already. I stuck my pinky out. She grinned, yanked it with hers and leaned in to kiss me. "I love you Sam Parsons," she said, then pecked me on the cheek. "Let's go have some fun."
 

Andrie must have seen that we were ready. He opened the door and stuck his head back into the car. "Everything okay boss?"
 

"Everything's okay," I answered. "What do we do now?"
 

He grinned and gave me a thumbs up. "Chief says you have to take your clothes off."
 

My eyes shot open. Okay. I guess we were doing this. When I looked at Kate, she was already pulling her top off.
 

We stepped into the warm air of the savanna, both completely naked. I kept wanting to put a hand over my cock. I realized how silly it was. All of the men around me were naked except for loincloths. Some already had stiff erections holding the fabric up. The largest of them stepped towards us.
 

He said something to Andrie, presumably in Malagasy. Andrie nodded, then turned to us to translate.
 

"Chief says I'll stay with you, boss. For translation," he explained. I nodded at him, then at the Chief. He was already staring at Kate, his eyes gliding up and down her white skin. I watched him pause at her nipples, then at her pussy. I imagined what he must be thinking, about driving himself into such a fine, white prize. The thought made my cock bounce.
 

It drew his attention and some of the other men, too. He looked back at them and they shared a chuckle as I felt my face go red. He spoke to Andrie again.
 

"He likes her tits very much. They are very beautiful, he says." 
 

I glanced at Kate. She was blushing now, too, staring down at the ground from the attention she was getting from all those men.
 

"Okay," Andrie said, "from here we walk to the village."
 

The walk only took twenty minutes or so. The men surrounded us, guiding us into the night. It was a strangely satisfying feeling, being so exposed to nature. I knew these people must have lived like this for thousands of years. It was so different from our sanitized life back home.
 

When we got to the village a throng of women was waiting for us. They were all smiling and pointing at us, giggling. We sat down around an enormous bonfire at the center of a number of huts. The Chief spoke again. He spoke for a long time before Andrie turned to explain.
 

"He was telling me about the ritual. It's a ritual for fertility. So you have a good marriage and a good life. It is their custom to do it in their village for all young men."
 

I nodded and glanced at Kate. She was staring at some of the men whose cocks were hanging low between their legs. It made my cock pulse, seeing her like that.
 

A beautiful black woman came out from behind the fire and bowed before the Chief. The Chief spoke some more to Andrie. Andrie smiled, then turned to translate.
 

"This woman will be for you. The Chief says you're head can not be clouded with desire. She will be your..." he paused, searching for the word. "She is like a milker. If you are too aroused and need release, she will be the one to do it for you. Do you understand? A man is not allowed to touch himself until the ceremony is over. Only then can you be with your wife. But you are allowed to clean her, if you like."
 

I nodded but couldn't keep my eyes off the woman. She had pert, black breasts with firm nipples. I realized suddenly that we had never been told about this part. I turned to see what Kate's reaction would be.
 

Her eyes were wide but she didn't look angry. She looked at me. "Looks like you're getting a good deal, too!" she said with a smile.
 

Andrie chuckled. The Chief nudged him and he must have translated what Kate had said because the whole village burst into laughter. That took the edge off. It started to feel more...normal, if that was even possible.
 

The woman stepped towards me, smiling a shy smile. She knelt down beside where I was sitting. I stared in awe as her beautiful, black hand moved between my legs. When her fingers touched my aching cock, a moan escaped me. The whole village burst into laughter again.
 

I was a little embarrassed but it was so hot there wasn't much else I could do but stare as her hand worked me up and down. I looked over at Kate again. She was staring now, too. She looked just as drawn into what was happening as I was. I let go of any worry I had about how she felt and gave in to the intense pleasure that had begun crawling up my spine.
 

I could feel myself getting closer to coming with each stroke of her soft, black hand. I looked over at her. She was looking into my eyes. Her expression looked so eager, like making me come would bring her as much pleasure as it would bring me.
 

With my cock throbbing in her hand, I let go of myself completely and stared down at it. Her skin was so dark against the pale flesh of my manhood. I felt myself start pulsing inside her fist. I felt her breath on my cheek. Her soft voice whispered, "yes..."
 

"Ungh!" I grunted as a fountain of cum shot from the head of my member. A powerful orgasm moved through me as thick ropes of hot seed shot into the massive bonfire. With pleasure still coursing through me, I heard what sounded like the whole village roar. Finally, I sank back, deflated as the men and women danced around me. 
 

When she took her hand away, Andrie leaned towards me. "The ceremony has begun."
 






Chapter 14

 


The next three days were the most erotic and intense thing either of us had ever experienced. Kate was put in the largest hut at the center of the village. There was a special chair set in it, so I could watch when I wanted but I was not allowed to sleep with her. As Andrie had said, I could touch her and clean her but I would not be allowed to enter her until the ceremony was over.
 

I was put in a much smaller hut, close to the edge of the village. The woman who'd touched me came with me and showed me where I should sleep. There was just a small space made on the floor. She sat by the entrance watching me get settled, then crawled over towards me slowly.
 

It all seemed a little surreal but I couldn't help staring at her dark breasts that were hanging low beneath her chest. She was smiling softly as she swung a leg over me and pulled her loincloth aside exposing short tufts of black hair.
 

I started to get rigid. I really hadn't known that this was going to be part of the package. Jim hadn't said a thing and neither Andrie or Francis had mentioned it. Kate hadn't seemed to mind when the woman had masturbated me so I decided to just enjoy myself.
 

She wrapped her fingers around my hardening cock and gave it a few strokes. She spread her legs and jutted her hips forward and I got a glimpse of the glistening pink flesh of her cunt. She pressed the head of my cock to it. The wet heat felt good and made my member completely hard. As soon as she felt it harden in her hand, she leaned forward and let me sink inside her welcoming hole.
 

My back stiffened as the hot, black pussy swallowed my throbbing shaft. She spread her legs and took me inside her fully. I reached up to grab her breasts but she grabbed my wrists and leaning further forward, pinned them to the ground.
 

I have to say I was more than a little surprised at how she took charge like that. I looked up to see her staring down at me. Then I felt it. The first pulse was unlike anything I'd ever felt before. My back arched as my body tried to come up and off the ground. She held my arms down and I felt it again.
 

I looked down to see that she was sitting completely still. Another ripple of pressure made more pleasure race through me. I realized then what was happening. She was flexing the muscles in her pussy but she was so skilled at it that it felt like her mouth was on me.
 

She barely moved the whole time, keeping me pinned to the ground. I felt her juices leaking out of her and down my balls. Each pulse of the walls of her cunt sent more pleasure through me. My cum started to move from my balls and into my shaft as my body readied for climax. She changed nothing. Staring at me she only squeezed my harder, clenching at me faster with her cunt until she felt me start to throb inside her.
 

She sprang off and grabbed my cock just as the first gush of hot cum spewed from it and onto my naked belly. I groaned as she stroked the rest of what I had out of me. Once the climax had passed I felt a tremendous need to sleep. She curled up on the opposite side of the hut and I quickly fell asleep.
 

I woke up to the sounds of the savanna again and the sun just starting to break into the sky. The woman was gone so I crept out of the hut and walked into the bushes to relieve myself. After I had I walked into the center of the little collection of huts and into the one where I'd seen Kate the other night. She looked untouched and was still sleeping so I sat in the chair and watched her breath.
 

A short while later the Chief came in followed by Andrie.
 

"It's time for the hunt," Andrie said as I watched the Chief crawl onto the makeshift bed. He wasn't even wearing a loincloth this time and his cock and massive sack hung low between his legs. I stared on as he knelt beside Kate as she woke. He'd begun stroking himself and was half stiff by the time she opened her eyes. The first thing she saw was his big, black cock.
 

He didn't hesitate for a moment and she didn't seem the least bit surprised at what was going on. She opened her mouth and let him slip his dark meat into her soft, pink lips. She rose as he did, propping herself up on a shoulder and then finally coming up onto her knees when he was fully hard.
 

He gave little warning that he was going to come. He just pulled his cock out of her mouth and guided her to suck his balls with one hand while he stroked himself onto her back with the other.
 

The wet sounds of Kate's mouth suckling at his balls made me start to harden again but I resisted the urge to touch myself. He had a healthy load and waved his cock back and forth, spraying it as far as her ass until I saw his member start to sag. He let Kate suck on his balls a little longer, staring down at her and enjoying the view. Then he pushed her away gently and she fell back onto the bed.
 

Andrie leaned over towards me. "You will both go into the bush," he explained, "the hunt is the first part in the ceremony. The warriors will find your wife and take her there. Then they will bring her back here and we will all have some more tea, alright?"
 

It sounded a little scary, going off into the bush and being hunted by warriors by I figured we didn't have much choice by this point. They walked us to the edge of the village and told us to walk into the tall grass and keep walking. The warriors would find us soon.
 

I turned to Kate when I thought they were just out of earshot. I grabbed her hand. Her eyes looked wide and round and wild.
 

"This is crazy!" she blurted, giving my hand a squeeze.
 

"Bad crazy?" I asked.
 

She shook her head and giggled, "No, Sam. Just straight crazy!" Despite that, she seemed excited and I was already half hard thinking about what was going to happen next. My heart was beating fast and I wondered how long they'd make us walk through the tall grass before the "attack."
 

It turned out I didn't have to wait long. Five tall, muscular black men emerged from the grass, surrounding us. Kate startled and shrieked. I let go her hand, not sure of what to do. 
 

The two that were behind us crept up and took me by the arms. My hands were pulled behind my back and I felt them tying something around my wrists. Soon I was forced down onto my knees and felt my ankles being tied, too. It was when I felt them tie the two together that I realized how I was going to watch this go down.
 

The three remaining men had surrounded Kate and were pawing at all her soft parts. One of them was obsessed with her breasts, moving his hand from one to the other. He started pinching them and I saw Kate wince then yelp in pain. The three of the laughed and the one behind her raised his hand and gave her a strong smack on her ass.
 

She shrieked. It must have stung like hell from the sounds of it. The men laughed again and the one who'd smacked her grabbed her by the hair and yanked it back and down, forcing her to her knees.
 

My cock was completely rigid from watching that. I knew it was all just for show, but it looked so real, like she was really being forced in the grass by these men. Once she was on her knees, the large one behind her knelt with her and started kissing her neck, his black hands wrapping around her body and covering her breasts.
 

I watched as her back arched, her ass pressing out and towards the guys swelling, black cock. The others had lined up in front of her, stroking themselves and staring at the show. The first one walked up and pushed himself inside her mouth.
 

She took him willingly. She seemed pretty aroused from the hands coursing up and down her body and I could only imagine how wet her pussy must be already. 
 

The guy in front of her pushed his cock in and out of her mouth a few times, then took it out and dropped to his knees. The one behind her lifted her and pushed her forward and I watched as she sank her pussy onto the rigid, dark pole.
 

She gasped and looked down, trying to get a glimpse of the girth sliding into her. When she saw it she moaned and wriggled her hips, trying to sink lower onto it. She'd taken almost all of it when she stopped with a whimper. The man put his arms around her and pulled her lower. His organ against hers made a squelching sound as her forced the rest of himself into her.
 

Now she was seated on his lap and her hips started wriggling again, because her body wanted to fuck. The man she was on didn't start fucking her, though. Instead, he pulled her up and off of him. He moved her back and onto his friends cock behind her.
 

She settled onto it, sliding down it just as slowly as she had the other one. The big, black stud behind her watched her ass as she slid down his shaft. When he was fully inside her he put his hands on her ass cheeks and made her bounce up and down a bit, then brought her up and pushed her forward to his friend.
 

My cock was bouncing like crazy now, seeing Kate's slick juices soaking down the man's cock. I wanted so desperately to touch myself but even if I'd wanted to break the rules, there was no way I could.
 

My eyes widened as I realized what was going to happen next. The man behind her moved closer to the fucking pair. The man who she was sitting on spread her ass cheeks, holding her back hole open for his friend. She stiffened as she felt the bulbous head of the man's cock at her back hole. He didn't give her more time to react.
 

Her moan soared high into the sky as he pushed his thick cock into her tight hole. It went in easily, lubricated by her own wetness, but I'm sure she felt the stretch. As soon as he was buried inside her ass, the two of them started fucking her in rhythm.
 

One would fall out as the other drove himself inside, working her up into a frenzy until her whole body shook and she started to cum. As soon as she did, the man inside her ass grunted and unloaded deep into her insides.
 

As soon as he fell out, one of the others replaced him, pressing his cock into Kate's cum-filled ass. I stared on in awe and wonder. The whole thing seemed a lot less stressful now, since we'd had our conversation in the car. It was pure heat and lust filling me with only a twinge of jealousy here and there making things all the hotter now.
 

They took her like that, one by one until the four of them had all fucked their cum deep into her ass. With the last one still pressed inside her, I watched as the man inside her pussy finally shot his load with a groan and a grimace.
 

My mind immediately shot back to the conversation in the car. The possibility that Kate hadn't been taking her pills since we'd arrived made a wave of lust surge through me. Right then, that man's seed could have been taking root inside of her.
 

Kate seemed exhausted and nearly collapsed onto the ground. She would have if it weren't for the men hoisting her up and helping her to walk. It was even more arousing, seeing her so wobbly and sore.
 

One of the men came and undid the knots behind my back. He pointed at my cock, which admittedly was a bit smaller than theirs, and called out to his friends to look at it. They had a bit of a chuckle but I knew it was all in good fun. We all walked back to the village where everyone was waiting to continue the ceremony.
 

Andrie and the Chief were sitting around the bonfire which had been lit again, waiting for our return. As soon as we were back, both of us were offered tea in cups made of the hardened root of some plant. I drank it quickly and so did Kate and soon we were both in the same state we had been in Andrie's apartment a few days before.
 

It seemed like all the exhaustion melted away from Kate's body as soon as she'd drank the tea. She was smiling again and seemed less shaky. Some of the men came over and took her by the hands, chuckling at what a high she was on.
 

I couldn't stop staring at her. My whole body hummed, desperately wanting to touch her. I wanted to feel her warmth close to me. I wanted her to know how much I needed her just then.
 

The men took her to a pole which had been driven into the ground, got her to kneel and tied her hands up above her head. Andrie stepped towards me.
 

"Everything good boss?" he asked.
 

I nodded at him, unable to find the words to answer through the haze of my high.
 

"Good. Chief says you can clean her now. Get her ready for the next part of the ceremony."
 

My body welled with excitement. I was going to get my wish. I knew I couldn't touch have her the way I wanted but at least I could touch her. I stepped quickly around the bonfire and towards the pole where she'd been tied.
 

The woman who'd been assigned to mind my lust, the one I'd needed so desperately in the bush stepped in my way. My heart sank a little because I had really wanted to touch Kate with all of that sexual energy still inside me. I remember, though, that this was part of the agreement. That my mind could not be clouded with desire.
 

It didn't take long. With everyone watching, the woman wrapped a fist around my cock and began to pump. This time, I stared at Kate's used body. Her wrists were tied by her cheek and just slightly higher than allowed her to sit on the ground. This made her ass push back, making it plump and round. 
 

The men had left so much of their seed inside her that she still gushed, despite having walked back to the village. The whole thing was suddenly too much and I felt the furious itch of a climax shudder through me. I looked down to watch myself exploding, my own cum falling, impotent on the dusty ground.
 

The woman retreated as soon as I'd finished. Even though I felt spent, there was still some arousal left deep inside me. I rushed over to Kate and knelt down on the ground beside her. She looked up at me with wonder in her eyes.
 

"This is amazing," she whispered. I wasn't sure whether she was talking about the tea or the ceremony or what, but I felt the exact same way myself.
 

"I know," I replied.
 

"I love you," she said, leaning towards me to try and kiss me.
 

"I love you too," I answered, trying to reach her lips. The Chief's strong hand landed on my shoulder and pried me back. In a flash of clarity I realized I'd almost broken the pact. I cowered in front of him, hoping my lowered head would show I was sufficiently sorry.
 

It seemed to. He took his massive paw back and let me lean towards Kate again.
 

"I can't touch you like that, remember?" I asked. "I'm only allowed to clean you."
 

She bit her lip and I saw her eyes dart down my body and settle on my cock. I knew I would have to be strong with her in this state. I moved towards her and put a hand on her ass.
 

Even just that, feeling her flesh beneath my palm made my need pulse inside me again. Steeling myself, I let my palm slip down the cleft of her cheeks until I touched the messy entrance to her anus.
 

Kate gasped and craned her neck to try and see what I was about to do.
 

My finger slipped easily inside her hole. My eyes went wide with wonder at how much spunk was still left inside her. I pulled out gently and watched as a trail of cream followed my finger. 
 

When I couldn't feel anything else inside her, I took my other hand and pressed it into her wet pussy. She moaned as I scooped up the rest of the cum that was there. I wondered whether I had been thorough enough or whether some of the seed would stay and make her stomach swell. That made my cock start to harden again.
 

When I'd finished Andrei came over and led me back to sit beside the Chief.
 

"Now they'll take her again. The way she is there."
 

The world was still swimming from the effects of the tea and all I could do was nod in reply. My attention was quickly diverted back to Kate as a large black man came up behind her. He'd stroked himself stiff and now all he had to do was get down on his knees, raise her ass a little, then plunge himself into her soft core.
 

She moaned but started riding him willingly, bracing herself against the pole. He just knelt there behind her, watching his cock disappear inside her body. Kate rocked herself to one orgasm, then another before I saw the man tense, come up closer to her and grab her hips.
 

From where I was sitting I could see his cock start to pulse. Kate's mouth opened as she once again felt her womb being filled with seed.
 

Almost unbelievably, I was hard again.
 






Chapter 15

 


This went on for three days. I watched Kate get fucked in so many different position, by so many men. We barely ate anything. It seemed the tea had the effect of abating our hunger because I never felt it.
 

Finally, when it was time for the ceremony to be over, Kate was lying on the bed in the hut. I'd been made to ejaculate so many times I didn't know if I had anything left. There was one final part of the ritual and that was for the Chief to take my wife.
 

He was easily the largest of all the men. Even though he was a little older and had a bit of sag in his belly, there was no question about his masculinity or virility. I was allowed to sit beside the bed and watch, even hold Kate's hand.
 

I sat down next to her and looked into her smiling eyes. She was spent, but happy. I took her hand as the Chief's massive frame towered over us both.
 

I saw the moment his thick girth pierced her pussy. He drove himself in without any ceremony and started to rut. The muscles in her face quivered as I saw yet another orgasm start to form deep inside her core. It was an incredible moment, being so close to her getting fucked like that.
 

He pawed at her tits a few times but mostly he just watched his dark meat sinking into her pale flesh. She came twice, her sopping pussy coaxing what I knew would be a huge load from him. When he did come, it was with a huge roar.
 

The sound filled the hut. Kate's expression melted into bliss at the feeling of another load deep inside herself. I held her hand the whole time, staring at her beautiful eyes.
 

The Chief fucked her a little while longer, emptying his balls, then pulled out and backed up off the bed. I knew what the last part of the ceremony required. Andrie had explained it to me and I climbed onto the bed and lowered myself between her thighs.
 

Her pussy was red and raw and stuffed with spunk. I dipped a finger into her, spread her apart and watched a river of seed come flowing out. I knew by how much there was that there must be even more inside her and that there was only one way to get it out.
 

Her smell was almost entirely masked by the musk of all the men she'd had inside her. I moved my lips closer to her soggy cunt and closed my eyes. 
 

The tart taste of hot cum filled my senses as I pushed my tongue into her pussy. I started lapping at her, desperate to get it all out. Of course I thought again about whether she'd been taking her pills or whether this would be the load that made her round.
 

I guzzled as much of it as I could. As I did, I felt her getting more and more aroused. Her hips started squirming as I cleaned her insides. I looked up to see she'd propped herself up on her elbows and was staring at me with fresh energy in her eyes.
 

That only made me want to clean her even more. I dove into her again, my tongue aching. Soon, I felt her getting up. She got up on her side, turning me with her as she went. Finally, she swung a leg over me, straddling my face. Gripping my hair in her fists, she sank back down onto me.
 

She was like a wild woman, possessed by demons somehow. Her hips swayed furiously back and forth over my face as she rode my lips to orgasm after orgasm. When she was done, she crawled down my body and sank onto my rigid cock.
 

We kissed, sharing the taste of the Chief's seed. She plunged her tongue deep into my mouth. Her hot pussy coursed over my cock, squeezing me and pulling at what little cum was left inside my balls.
 

The heat of her body, her wet mouth on mine, the walls of her warm cunt squeezing my cock all conspired against me. The orgasm I'd waited three long days for came too quickly and soon I felt myself erupt, releasing inside her as she moaned softly into my mouth.
 

Everybody seemed to disappear from the hut. Kate leaned over me, kissing me and nuzzling at my neck. It was intensely erotic and she held me like that for a long time before rolling to one side. We both fell into a deep and dreamless sleep.
 






Epilogue

 


The Chief made us honorary villagers and told us we could come back any time. Andrei was friendly on the journey back but mostly kept to himself. He must have known, from doing this all the time, how it can change a man and a woman. He gave us lots of silence in the car.
 

We didn't really say much either. It was hard to start a conversation with Andrei there and you can't really talk about any of that on a plane. So we waited patiently until we got home to hash things out.
 

As soon as we got inside the door we hugged. We must have stood there for a good ten minutes, just holding each other. It had been an incredible adventure and miraculously, it seemed like our relationship wasn't worse off for it. In fact, it seemed better than ever. Kate was the one to bring it up.
 

"You okay?" she asked, pulling away from me gently to look up into my eyes.
 

"Better than ever, you?"
 

"I'm good. All good."
 

"Good," I replied.
 

We held each other some more, then crawled upstairs, showered and slipped into bed, finally between fresh sheets.
 



Kate did get pregnant, but not until about a year later. We didn't do any more fooling around after we got back. Our sex life was better than ever and we had more than enough memories to keep us both good and hot.
 

That wasn't the important part, though. The important part was that we both started paying attention. Attention to what the other person wanted. It might have been a weird way to get there but it really did make us fall in love all over again.
 

I don't know if we'll ever do it again, but it's not something either of us will ever forget.
 


THE END








***


Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!

The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance 

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?





A Week at the Beach : A Hotwife Romance 

When Samantha can't get pregnant, Andrew books a vacation to a sunny destination hoping it might help them relax. 

From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 

Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 

As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 

An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story.
Watching Her Work: A Hotwife Romance Novel
"That is your wife?" they'd ask, incredulous that someone like me could ever bed someone like her.


His book is being turned into a movie. His wife Adriana is the star. Roger Herrington has it all.


When he finds out that a racy scene has been added and that he won't be allowed to watch, Roger is forced to re-examine his past and confront the source of his jealous lust.


A 40,000-word erotic wife-watching tale of voyeurism and seduction.


Just Between Us: A Hotwife Novel

A box of pictures from Katherine's past leads Mark to discover a fantasy he didn't know he had.


His curiosity turns into an obsession that starts to take over his entire life: watching his wife with another man. When Katherine finds out about his new found fetish, her reaction to it is completely unexpected. 

Together, the two embark on a journey to see the fantasy fulfilled. But when Katherine seems too eager to please, Mark starts to wonder whose fantasy this is really about.



Hotwife Hotel : A Wifewatching Romance 


When Rebecca inherits an old house on the east coast, she convinces her husband that the move would be a good change of pace. 

In the hopes of reviving their marriage, John agrees and the two decide to turn the place into a bed and breakfast. 

John soon realizes the hotel is the perfect place to live out his secret fantasy of watching his wife with another man.
 
Will he be able to convince Rebecca? Or are some fantasies better left unsaid?
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