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Chapter One

 


To call my rise at Siren meteoric would have been immodest but not inaccurate. It took all of three months between being hired to having drinks with Tom Pollack, founder and CEO, on his penthouse balcony thirty stories above the city.
 

Andrea had been as incredulous as I was cocky during the whole wild ride. I felt a certain masculine pride at having made such an impression and advanced so quickly. It was what good men did, at least in my mind. Secure their success so that they could start a family in comfort and provide for their wives.
 

Call me old-fashioned but that’s the way I was raised.
 

I still remember the smile Tom flashed me as our glasses clinked. “You give damn good copy, David,” he said before taking a deep breath of icy mid-February air and downing half his scotch. “I’m surprised you haven’t been snatched up sooner.”
 

“I’ve had a few offers before this,” I admitted, indulging my pride. They’d been modest but Tom didn’t know that. “I was really trying to wait for the right one to come along.” I took a healthy swig from my own glass.
 

Tom nodded. “Well we’re lucky to have you aboard, David. Lucky to have you aboard.”
 

I wasn’t sure what to say in response to that. In fact, I was still a little uncomfortable at having been invited to their apartment in the first place.
 

Tom had started his ad agency, Siren, in the nineties. He’d had a good enough team to make the transition to digital and had done very nicely for himself. So nicely that he rarely took an interest in the day-to-day operations of the agency.
 

Which only doubled my vanity at the interest he’d taken in me. I glanced over my shoulder and looked inside at the elegantly furnished penthouse.
 

Andrea was standing with Tom’s wife, Bridgit, martini glass raised in her slender hand, cheeks slightly red from the effects of her second cocktail. Even the somewhat plain and rather conservative grey wool dress she was was wearing outlined her pleasant curves in a very eye-catching way.
 

I couldn’t help but smile at my good fortune. A beautiful wife, a promising new job, hob-nobbing with the boss on a frigid Saturday evening.
 

“She’s quite a woman.”
 

For a moment I wasn’t sure whether Tom was referring to his wife or mine. It was only when he flashed a knowing smile and nodded in Andrea’s direction that I understood he was referring to her. 
 

“Thank-you, sir,” I said, still a little ill at ease at calling him by his first name.
 

“I told you, David, call me Tom. We’re friends now. I plan on watching your career with great interest.”
 

I smiled. Tom was the sort of man you didn’t say “no” to. Whether it was calling him by his first name or anything else he might ask. He exuded the confidence of a man who always knew what he wanted and one who would do anything to get it. “Thanks, Tom,” I muttered, feeling a little sheepish.
 

Tom smiled again.
 

Bridgit was no eye-sore either. Despite being in her early fifties, she had the sort of body that made men look twice. Full breasts, a pleasantly protruding ass and toned calves which she made no effort to hide even in this cold weather. She was gesticulating with one hand which came to settle on Andrea’s shoulder.
 

Andrea started chuckling, presumably at whatever joke Bridgit had just made.
 

“Tell me, David,” Tom said, before slugging back the second half of his drink. “Where do you see yourself in five years?”
 

The question put me in a slightly awkward position. The truth was that I had every intention of starting my own ad agency. I’d done well in school and every mentor I’d had said that I was clever enough to have exactly the sort of career I wanted. The only thing standing between me and the vision of myself I’d dreamed up was my own ambition and money. Because, contrary to popular belief, you didn’t make it in this world without having some money to get started with. Still, I was a little reluctant to share this with Tom, not wanting to sound too sure of myself.
 

“Come on, David. Don’t be shy. We’re friends, remember?” he prodded.
 

“Well, Tom,” I began. I took another swig of my drink. For courage and to brace myself against the stiff winter breeze thirty stories up. “To be perfectly honest I’d love to have my own agency someday.”
 

For a moment I thought that I’d upset him. I was working for him, after all. I’m sure the last thing he wanted to hear was that I planned to set up a competing firm. But his smile and slow nod reassured me that I hadn’t.
 

“Atta’ boy, David. Atta’ boy. That’s what I like to see in a young man. Drive. It’s so hard to come by real ambition these days. Everything’s tempered by equal opportunity this and fairness that. It’s almost like a man can’t be a man anymore, without someone else’s permission.”
 

It was a slightly strange thing to hear. I mean of course we were in a new era. Cutthroat wasn’t en vogue any more. Men were expected to be softer, more gentle. Less aggressive. But I could tell that didn’t hold any water with a man like Tom. I decided to double down. “I don’t mean to sound old-fashioned,” I confessed, admittedly playing to what I thought Tom would like to hear. “But I’ve always had respect for men, and women, who go out into the world and take what it is they want. Fair and square, mind you. But I don’t really have a lot of time for pushovers, if you know what I mean.”
 

Tom’s smile cracked into a grin. “I know exactly what you mean, David. And it’s exactly the sort of thing I like to hear from a young associate. Not that I plan on playing softball if you ever do start your own agency,” he added with a wink.
 

“I wouldn’t expect you to, Tom,” I offered.
 

Tom nodded. “But I like your attitude,” he confessed. “I’d even go so far as to say that, when the time comes, I could probably help you into a little seed money. Something to get you started. Believe me there’s plenty of work in this business to go around. And I’d like to see a man like you do well.”
 

I’d be lying if I said that didn’t warm me up way more than the whisky had. Especially coming from a man like Tom. A man who got things done.
 

A silence passed between us. I swirled my ice cubes around in my glass, trying to think of something to say.
 

“You two thinking of starting a family?” Tom asked, out of the blue.
 

The question caught me a little off guard. Andrea and I had talked about children before getting married. But the question hadn’t come up recently. She was pretty happy in her job as a junior accountant and we enjoyed our vacations together. With my recent luck at Siren and with Tom taking such an interest in me, a family was not really on my radar. Not for a few years, anyway. “We’ve talked about it. I think there’s time, though. Andrea’s only twenty-nine.”
 

Tom nodded. “You know I think that’s our greatest regret, Bridgit and mine.” he said.
 

It was a pretty personal confession and made me a bit uncomfortable. “I’m sorry to hear that,” I muttered, not knowing what else to say.
 

Tom shrugged. “We’ve had a good life, don’t get me wrong. But I see how happy my brother is with his boys. Tugs at my heartstrings sometimes.”
 

More silence in which I fished for a suitable response.
 

Tom saved me from having to find one yet again. “You and Andrea are…happy, I take it? Home life is alright?”
 

Well that was just downright confusing. “Uh, sure. Of course we are,” I replied, trying to sound smooth.
 

Tom nodded. “Bridgit and I have been together for thirty-two years,” he said, glancing back at his wife. “Can you believe it?”
 

I shook my head. “Hardly seems possible with how good you both look.” My cheeks flared red as soon as the words were out of my mouth. “I mean…what I meant was…”
 

Tom chuckled. “Don’t worry about me, David,” he said, turning to check out Bridgit again. “I know how lucky I am. Bridgit’s still a knockout.” His eyes roamed up and down her body.
 

It might have been the whisky. Or it might have been my eagerness to impress him. “She certainly is,” I said, chuckling. My face got even hotter. What was I thinking? “I’m sorry,” I muttered, “I think this whisky’s stronger than I’m used to. I’m just shooting from the hip here, aren’t I.”
 

Tom broke out into a hearty laugh.
 

That made me feel a little better, at least.
 

“Like I said, don’t worry about me. I like that I have a wife other men can appreciate.”
 

It was a slightly strange thing to hear, especially coming from a man like Tom. He didn’t seem like the type that would enjoy other men paying attention to his wife. Coveting what was his and all that. But his smile seemed genuine.
 

“You know after this much time it can take some effort to keep things fresh in the bedroom,” he said, turning to gaze out over the twinkling lights of the city again.
 

“Is that right?” I said, for lack of anything better coming to mind.
 

A smile curled one corner of his mouth. “It certainly is, David. It certainly is.” In the silence that followed it seemed there was more he wanted to share.
 

I, feeling more than a little awkward at the intimate turn our conversation had taken, would have been happy to listen. Tom was going to be an ally of mine, I could tell and I didn’t want to do anything that might jeopardize that. If he wanted to ruminate over what it took to make his marriage work, hell, I was happy to listen.
 

Thankfully, he’d had enough of the cold as well. “What say we go inside and refresh our drinks, David? I bet dinner’s nearly ready, too.”
 

It was a welcome relief. From the cold and from more intimate banter, too.
 

I followed Tom into the penthouse where we enjoyed a delicious meal and too much wine.
 






Chapter Two

 


An excess of alcohol fuelled my lust that evening.
 

I watched patiently as she brushed her teeth, combed her hair and climbed into bed in her flannel nightgown. By the time she pressed her lips against my cheek for a goodnight kiss, I was sporting a raging hard-on. When I met her lips with mine she tensed slightly, the way she always did when she understood what I wanted. It had become a reflex of sorts with her.
 

“Did you have a nice time tonight?” I whispered.
 

Andrea nodded. “I did. Bridgit is such a lovely woman. Her and Tom are a wonderful couple, aren’t they, David?”
 

“They certainly are,” I replied. I slipped a hand around Andrea’s waist and pulled her closer. To my surprise she kissed me again which led me to believe that she’d had a bit too much wine as well. Not that we didn’t have a good sex life. It was fine. She could just be a little reserved about it sometimes. As I let my hand drift up toward her breast, Andrea pulled away.
 

“You know it was the funniest thing,” she whispered.
 

“What’s that?” I asked.
 

“Bridgit kept asking me if I we were going to start a family soon. She must have asked it three or four times.”
 

“Huh,” I replied. “That is funny because Tom said the same thing. Just once, while we were out on the balcony but I distinctly remember him bringing it up.” I wondered whether I should share what Tom had told me about regretting not having a family. “I wonder if maybe they’re just the sort of people who get excited when a woman’s pregnant because they never had children of their own?” I mused in a sort of half-truth.
 

Andrea contemplated this. “I wonder if you’re right,” she said. Her gaze seemed distant. “How sad,” she added. She thought for a while longer before looking up into my eyes again. “David?” she said.
 

“What is it?”
 

Something in her tone had sharpened. There was an urgency to it when she spoke. “David I think…I think I do want to start a family.”
 

Thankfully I was careful to conceal my shock. As I mentioned it was something we’d talked about but not recently. I didn’t really know if it was the right time now. I decided to be somewhat roundabout in explaining that to Andrea. “Well of course,” I said.
 

She bit her lip. “Really? You’ll do it?”
 

“Sweetie do you mean right now?” I asked.
 

Andrea nodded. “Right now. I think…I think I’m ready, David. I think we’re ready. Don’t you?”
 

“I…” must admit that I had no idea how to respond to this. I was so excited about how the wheels had started turning on my career I didn’t really want all that mess gumming things up. Besides there would be plenty of time for all that later. But how to say that to Andrea?
 

Her hand settled on my shoulder and she began to pull me towards her.
 

I saw her legs part beneath the sheets. A whiff of her aroma wafted up, stiffening me even further. I couldn’t believe it. Andrea had never been this ready to make love.
 

“Sweetie you know I love you, right?”
 

She gave an eager nod, still tugging on my shoulder.
 

I relented and crawled between her legs. My resolve faltered as the head of my cock touched her hot, damp sex. “Oh God,” I muttered. She felt so damn good. When her hands fell down onto my ass it was all I could do not to stuff my cock into her. We had to come to an understanding first. “Honey you’re…I mean…we should talk about all this family business.”
 

“What’s there to talk about silly?” she said, giggling. “You put that in there and give me a baby.” Her smile faded into a far lustier expression.
 

“I know sweetie but…”
 

“Oh David, don’t be such a wet sock about it. I’m just trying to have some fun.”
 

That was a bit shocking. Andrea was not one for dirty talk. “You…you are?” I asked.
 

“Of course. Don’t you think it’s, you know, sexy? To think of your seed taking inside me?”
 

My cock went rigid against her soft folds.
 

Andrea bit her lip at the sensation. “I thought you might,” she whispered.
 

I swallowed and eased the head of my cock past her tight entrance. The lips of her tight twat sealed around it. It felt like she was sucking me into her cunt. “You’re still…you’re still on the pill though, right?” I mumbled.
 

Andrea raised an eye. “What if I’m not David?” she whispered. “Are you going to pull out?” Her knowing giggle stabbed through me. Like she knew there was no way I could pull out.
 

I had a weakness for Andrea. I suppose it was the same weakness that all straight men have for women. Once I was inside her it was difficult to be rational. I sort of felt like I had to give up a part of myself to get what I needed from her. Not in any sort of un-masculine way but…well, I did relinquish a certain amount of control to feel the inside of her. The fact that she not only seemed to know that about me, but was using it to tease me was confusingly arousing.
 

It bothered me enough to scowl at her. “Why’d you say it like that?” I muttered. I regretted saying it almost right away. What was I doing? Here I was almost balls deep inside my wife and I was about to start an argument?
 

Andrea surprised me again by laughing instead of taking the bait. “Oh just having a bit of fun.”
 

The teasing note in her tone got under my skin. I fucked the rest of my cock into her with a rough thrust. To the hilt. Enjoying the way she winced as my sack slapped against her ass. “What bit of fun?” I growled.
 

And for the third time that evening Andrea did something unexpected. Instead of shyly submitting to me fucking her, she locked her ankles around my knees and tugged me deeper into herself with her hands on my ass. “What, you think you could just pull out of me?”
 

“Why couldn’t I?”
 

A shy but slightly wicked smile stretched across her lips. “Well do it then, Mr. Stibbons. I want to see you do it. Let’s see how effective a form of birth control it would be.”
 

Her little game was strangely arousing. I found myself slightly irritated but even more turned on by the way she was pretending to toy with me. I decided to take it a little further. I cocked my hips back then slammed into her again. Her slick juice felt good on my shaft.
 

As I fucked my hard cock into her I stared into her smiling eyes. Her tight pussy was sluicing juice around my member. The hot liquid made my sack tighten between my legs. When Andrea’s mouth fell open and she drew in a breath, I came bloody close to blowing my whole thick wad into her.
 

“Oh David,” she whispered. A moment later her eyes closed and an orgasm rippled through her body. Her ankles pulled me closer.
 

Her tight cunt clenching at my muscle had me teetering on the very brink of my own climax. It was there that I encountered my other David. One I loathed a little. You see this was a weak, indulgent David. This David would do almost anything for the sticky wet succour of Andrea’s snatch slurping at his retching cock. This David would never have become the man I was. Not in the real world.
 

But this David was hidden, too. He was my little secret. No one knew about him but me. Well, now Andrea, too, it seemed. This David made the real me do things I normally wouldn’t. This David smiled an evil smile as the first gush of my eruption blasted into Andrea’s tight heat. 
 

I shuddered at the pleasure of it. My mind drifted back to Andrea teasing me that she might not be on birth control. This caused another wave of climax to crash through me. Because as much as I may have not wanted a family right then, there was something raw and animal about seeding my wife. It was a way to claim her, I suppose and it tripled the heat of my orgasm.
 

I opened my eyes to find Andrea smiling at me. She lifted her hand and cupped my cheek.
 

A bolt of anger surged through me. At my own weakness and at that scheming second David who had betrayed me once again. It must have shown on my expression.
 

“Oh don’t be like that,” Andrea purred.
 

“Like what?” I asked, my voice far too terse for pillow talk.
 

“Don’t be mad at yourself about it. I was only joking, by the way.” Her eyes softened. “I sort of like that you find me so irresistible. Now kiss me, silly.”
 

My cock stiffened inside her as she caressed the back of my neck with her finger nails. I was being silly. Andrea was a wonderful and loving wife. I leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. It was a long and lingering kiss and it felt like something meaningful passed between us because of it. My insides warmed at how close I felt to her right then. “Do you really want to start trying?” I asked after pulling away.
 

Andrea bit her lower lip. “If it means more of this sort of thing then yes,” she whispered.
 

My cock began to harden inside her again.
 

Andrea’s eyes widened. “Mr. David Stibbons,” she said, a smile forming on her lips. “I am impressed.”
 

And before long I was sawing in and out of her again. As was usually the case a second emission was a slightly more difficult proposition.
 

Andrea had come twice and I still felt that my own orgasm was out of reach. So I did something I’d not done before. I yanked the cover away from her chest.
 

Her ample breasts were slapping against each other in time with my rut.
 

Andrea gasped. Her mouth fell open in quite a delicious and slightly depraved way. At how utterly shocking it was, what I’d done.
 

Then, feeling myself harden at the lewd gesture, I grabbed onto her tit and squeezed the soft flesh.
 

She sucked in a breath again but arched her back in response.
 

My cock plunged even deeper into her hot hole.
 

“Yes, David, yes!” she seethed. Then she dug her fingernails into my back, her body rising and falling with my thrusts. “David,” she said, staring into my eyes. “Fuck your seed into me.”
 

I slammed into the business end of an orgasm like an eighteen-wheeler running full speed into a concrete wall. Throwing my head back, my mind descended between my legs where my cock was gurgling spurt after hot spurt of ejaculate deep into Andrea’s tight crevice.
 

It was heaven.
 

I stayed atop her for a good long time and we shared a few more intimate kisses. When I rolled off Andrea smiled at me, rolled onto her side and caressed my cheek again.
 

“You dirty girl,” I whispered. “I didn’t know you had such a filthy mouth.”
 

Andrea blushed and shrugged. “I like the idea of part of you inside me,” she whispered.
 

I kissed her again, plunging my tongue into her hot mouth and relishing the taste. Something had shifted between us, I could feel it.
 






Chapter Three

 


I was surprised to find a note on my desk from Tom the following Monday at work.
 

How about a repeat of Saturday next weekend? Bridgit was disappointed she didn’t get more of a chance to talk to you. Six o’clock at our place?
 

I immediately replied with a text message saying that we would absolutely love to see them again. I was excited that Tom had taken such a liking to me. I was sure it would lead to great things and open new doors for me at Siren and beyond. I texted Andrea, too, to let her know about the invitation.
 

I’d just been assigned to a new client. A large soft drink company with a multi-million dollar budget for a new ad campaign. These huge campaigns were a beast to coordinate but I had some of the best talent in the company working for me and we got some excellent ideas down that day.
 

But my mind was slightly preoccupied and I found it difficult to focus. I craved a repeat of our hot coupling and it was all I could do to concentrate on work for most of the day.
 

I finished around six and immediately drove home, hoping that Andrea would be in the mood for a tryst. I was gobsmacked when I found her puttering in the kitchen in a white negligee. One she hadn’t worn since our honeymoon. “Honey?” I said, setting down my laptop bag and walking toward her.
 

She turned around to reveal she was also wearing a bra which lifted her breasts up and pressed them together in a delicious cleft of flesh.
 

“What’s this?” I asked, my eyes raking up and down her luscious body.
 

She smiled. “I thought you’d like it. I had a hard time concentrating at work today I was thinking about you so much,” she said, putting her arms around my neck and pulling me close for a kiss.
 

It wasn’t a tiny peck, either. Andrea thrust her tongue into my mouth and kissed me as deeply as she ever had. Her hand wandered down my body and settled on my rising member. “Are you hungry for dinner? Or should we go upstairs?” she whispered, her breath hot on my cheek.
 

“I’m hungry for you,” I growled. I scooped her up into my arms and walked out of the kitchen and up the stairs, kicking off my shoes as I went.
 

Andrea giggled at the chivalrous gesture, kicking her feet in delight as we climbed the steps.
 

After setting her down on the bed I yanked off my tie and shirt, undid my belt and stepped out of my pants and boxers. I walked to the door to switch off the light.
 

“David wait,” Andrea said softly.
 

Turning I nearly gasped at what I saw. Instead of crawling beneath the sheets and hiding like she usually did, Andrea had pulled her tits out of the bra, hiked up the negligee she was wearing and spread her legs, revealing the slightly parted lips of her pink puss beneath her dark bush.
 

My cock sprang to life. “What’s gotten into you?” I said, unable to tear my eyes away from her glistening snatch.
 

She giggled and shrugged. “I honestly don’t know. Maybe this is just nature’s way of telling us to get on with it. But I haven’t been able to stop thinking about sex all day. Come here. I need you,” she said, crooking a finger to beckon me closer.
 

Of course I’d seen her privates on many occasions. But she’d never been this bold about exposing herself. I felt an undeniable pull toward her core. It looked…delicious. Not only did I want to sheathe myself inside it, I wanted to smell it, taste it, experience it in every way. Instead of mounting the bed, I sank to my knees at the foot of it.
 

Andrea raised an eye as I bent forward lowering my mouth toward her sex. She chewed on the inside of her cheek.
 

I could tell she was a little apprehensive but a lot more curious about what I was going to do. Pressing my lips against her soft pussy, I licked up and down her slit.
 

She threw her head back and moaned. Her pussy clenched.
 

Emboldened by her passion, I pressed my tongue into her core to get a real taste of her. The sweetly acidic tang of her juices flooded my senses. She was fucking delicious. There was no other way to say it. I lapped as much of her as I could into my mouth, then drew my tongue up her slit again until I found her engorged clit.
 

My cock was already dripping pre-cum and throbbing between my legs.
 

I pressed two fingers against her sex and eased them into her.
 

Andrea moaned as they squeezed into her tight opening.
 

I slurped her clit into my mouth and began running circles around it with my tongue. At the same time I slipped my fingers in and out of her, hooking them slightly so they touched that most tender spot up inside her.
 

She groaned and flailed her legs around my head.
 

Dizzy with lust I grew bolder. Pulling my fingers out of her I let them fall, the tip of one drifting across her perineum and coming to rest on her sphincter.
 

The ring of muscle clenched tightly shut at my touch. “Not there, sweetie,” Andrea whispered.
 

Well that only drove me wilder. The thought that there was a spot on her that was forbidden to me twisted through me in a delicious way. I’m not sure if it was anger at the soft rejection or what but it heightened my need of her. Unable to stand the ache between my legs, I clambered up onto the bed and mounted my wife.
 

Andrea’s mouth was curled in a lascivious half-snarl. She hooked her wrists around her knees and pulled herself open for me.
 

I stared down between our bodies. The angry red head of my throbbing cock was drip, drip, dripping milky white pre-cum onto the moist pink lips of her cunt. I looked up and into her eyes.
 

“Put it in me, David,” she whispered, sounding desperate. “Put your cock inside me.”
 

I didn’t need a third invitation. Grabbing my shift I pressed the head against her sex and plied into her soft folds.
 

Her pussy made a soft slurping sound as it accepted me. Dopamine flooded into my brain at sheathing myself inside her sex.
 

I looked down again as I began to saw. Each sight of my veined prick emerging from her then stabbing back in hardened my cock further.
 

Andrea began to moan with each thrust. She held her legs apart, welcoming me lewdly inside herself. After a few dozen stabs, her cunt began to milk me. “David I’m close,” she whispered. “Come with me. Press it into me as deeply as you can. I stopped taking the pill, David. Fill me up with your seed.”
 

The revelation tore through me. My cock lurched inside her. I groaned, clenched my jaw and drove it into her as deeply as I could get.
 

Andrea let out a scream. It seemed that every muscle in her body froze except the muscles in her sex. Those rippled in waves down my shaft, drawing my emission out of my body and into hers.
 

I shuddered staring at the spot where our bodies were locked together in sticky wet heat. I saw the root of my cock flexing and felt gush after hot gush of cum leaving me and entering Andrea.
 

It might have been the hottest climax I’d ever had.
 

We lounged on the bed afterwards, sharing lazy kisses as Andrea held her knees tucked against her chest.
 

“What are you doing?” I whispered at her strange position.
 

She smiled. “I read that this might help me conceive. Besides, it’s kind of nice knowing your…ahem,” she said, clearing her throat and glancing at my cock, “knowing your gurgling around inside me.” She finished the sentence with a giggle.
 

Of course my mind wandered down toward the hole I’d recently occupied. My eyes followed after a quick glance to make sure Andrea wasn’t looking. The idea of her freshly defiled womanhood was exhilarating. It was such a dirty thing, gumming up her insides with my spunk. What a strange way to make new humans. But I couldn’t resist staring at it. I let my gaze linger a little longer than I’d meant to.
 

“Now who’s dirty?” she said, giggling again.
 

A bit of a blush rose to my cheeks. It was slightly undignified, eyeing her sex.
 

“You want to see it, don’t you?” she whispered.
 

“What?” I asked, taken aback by the question.
 

“You want to see what it looks like. Really get in there and stare at it?” Her eyes wandered across my face, studying my reaction.
 

“Of course I don’t…I mean…it’s not…”
 

She bit one side of her lower lip and touched my cheek. “I don’t mind, you know?” she said softly. “It’s kind of…sexy.”
 

Even if I’d wanted to conceal how hot I found that my cock betrayed me. It jumped in my lap, stiffening to life at what she’d said.
 

Andrea laughed. “I knew it,” she said, shaking her head. “Go on. Just do it. Who cares?” She waited for a moment, staring at me before adding “I want you to.”
 

Well, okay. A request I truly couldn’t resist. I slid down the bed and onto my knees. My cheeks were still burning a bit but my curiosity was too much to resist. And Andrea’s eagerness to allow me to do something so dirty had me all worked up again.
 

“Hang on,” she whispered, reaching back and tucking a pillow behind herself. “I want to see it, too.” Careful to keep her pussy up so none of my precious liquid leaked out, she propped herself up enough to look at it.
 

Our eyes met. Her smile faded into a lustier expression. “Put your finger in me,” she said.
 

My eyes shot open.
 

“Put your finger in me and scoop some out, David. Oh gosh this is so dirty but it’s got me all excited again! What’s wrong with me.”
 

I shook my head. According to me there was absolutely nothing wrong with her acting like this. Isn’t it sort of every man’s dream? That one day he wakes up to find his wife has turned into a filthy little slut who wants to do all the dirtiest things he’s always fantasized about?
 

Without waiting another moment, I dipped two fingers into Andrea’s pussy and scooped out a healthy dollop of my own goo. It was a hypnotizing sight watching it come out. Thick, milky strands clung between my fingers and the lips of her sex.
 

Andrea’s eyes went wide watching it. She looked at me. “I want…I want to taste it,” she whispered.
 

I could barely believe what she’d said. “What? Really?”
 

Andrea nodded. “I’ve never…I know I’ve never let you finish in my mouth. I was scared of what it would taste like. But I want to know now. I want you to feed some of it to me.”
 

Mother of God.
 

I scrambled back up onto the bed, a dribble of it still clinging to my fingers. “Are you sure about this?” My cock was already stiff again.
 

Andrea’s mouth fell open and her tongue fell out. She was staring at the ejaculate I was holding. “Feed it to me, David,” she repeated.
 

I dipped my fingers into her mouth.
 

Her lips closed around them and she started sucking.
 

If someone had told me something like this was going to happen the day before I would never in a million years have believed them.
 

As Andrea slurped every last drop of me off of my fingers, her eyes wandered down to my stiff cock, then back up to mine. She pulled her mouth off my digits. “Do you want to, David? Do you want to try it?”
 

“Try what?” I said, not daring to believe what she was suggesting.
 

“Do you want to fuck me in my mouth, David?” she whispered.
 

What?!?
 

As I crawled up the bed Andrea grabbed me by the leg. “Come here,” she said, hauling my thigh over herself to bring me sitting onto her chest. Gazing up into my eyes she let her mouth fall open again. “Do it, David,” she said. “Use me. Use my mouth like you used my dirty little pussy.”
 

Watching my rigid shaft disappear between those sweet lips was an overwhelming sight. I thrust into her slowly. Partly because I didn’t want to hurt her, I didn’t know how much of me she wanted to take. But partly because I was so damn close to coming! I wanted to stretch this out, sear it into my memory in case it never happened again.
 

Andrea’s cheeks hollowed as she pulled on my dick, her tongue sliding along the underside of my shaft.
 

I put a hand on her cheek. As hot as this was I was going to come and I didn’t want her to have an unwelcome surprise. My cock popped out past her lips and I grabbed it to stroke myself to a finish.
 

“No, David!” she breathed. “I want more of you. Blow it inside me. Fuck my mouth until you come!” she ordered and opened her mouth again.
 

I managed to press the head of my dick past her lips right before it began to erupt. My eyes stayed locked on the flexing muscle, watching as it hardened as it spat my hot cum all over her soft tongue.
 

Andrea closed her eyes and looked like she’d never tasted anything more delicious in her life.
 

The intense climax passed quickly and soon I was myself again. I eased my cock out of her mouth. I can’t describe my shock when she kept her lips parted to reveal a sea of my ejaculate churning on her tongue.
 

She pressed her tongue back and forth a few times. The creamy white deposit nearly dripped out the corner of her mouth. Then she closed her lips and I watched the muscles in her throat flex as she swallowed my whole load.
 

I stared at her in wide-eyed wonder. Who was this woman? Had the prospect of conceiving really driven her into this state? Or was there something else going on that I didn’t know about?
 

I didn’t give the question much thought at the time.
 

Andrea pulled me in for another kiss. The sweet taste of her mouth was laced with the acrid stink of my own semen. But it was as hot a kiss as we’d ever shared and I didn’t even mind tasting myself.
 

When it was over I fell onto the bed next to her. “Andrea?” I asked quietly. “Seriously what’s gotten into you?”
 

She giggled, shrugged, then burrowed under the covers. “Your turn to get dinner ready,” she said. “And bring it up here. We’ll watch TV and cuddle. Who knows? Maybe you’ll get lucky again!”
 

Well that was a request I wasn’t about to dismiss.
 






Chapter Four

 


The rest of the week, believe it or not, passed in much the same way. I raced home from work each night to find Andrea wearing yet another revealing outfit or nothing at all! We would fuck, try out some new dirty thing, then spend the rest of the evening eating take-out in bed and watching TV.
 

There were a few times when Andrea was particularly wound up that I tried pressing a finger into her ass again. One time we were doing it doggy-style and her cute little puckered ring was winking away at me. I couldn’t help myself. I spat on it and pressed my thumb against it hoping to gain entrance.
 

Andrea’s reaction was always the same. “Not there, mister. I don’t like it there.”
 

It would tear me up inside because it always looked so tight and inviting. Also there was a part of me that felt like I deserved that hole. I was a good provider, a loving husband. Why wouldn’t my wife at least entertain the notion of trying? If she didn’t like it I wouldn’t insist. But just flat outright no drove me crazy.
 

Nevertheless the sex was so hot that I didn’t mind so much. We pretty much fucked our way to Saturday, when it was time to go see Tom and Bridgit again.
 

When it did roll around I found myself a little disappointed. I would have much preferred to stay in and rut the night away instead of going out, as much as I wanted to be on Tom’s good side. I mentioned it to Andrea, probing a little to see if she might be interested in cancelling.
 

She smiled. “You know I think we should go. I think you’re going to have quite a good time tonight.”
 

It was a strange response. Her smile was stranger still. But I chalked it up to her new self and put on my best suit and shoes.
 

Tom greeted us at the door to his apartment with a drink in his hand. “Andrea! David!” he said, then leaned forward and pressed his cheek against Andrea’s in a greeting.
 

It was in that moment that I felt the first tickle of something I’d never experienced. Tom looked quite handsome himself, not that I swung that way. But he was in excellent shape not just for his age but for any age. He had a square jaw and a strong forehead and generally carried himself in a very alpha sort of way, if you know what I mean.
 

Seeing him greet Andrea with a faux-kiss, as if they were old friends, or perhaps more than just old friends, did something to the inside of me. Something I couldn’t quite explain.
 

Tom stood up straight and reached out to shake my hand. “So glad you could make it.” He gave me a firm handshake and welcomed us inside with a wave.
 

Andrea giggled and walked in. She had chosen to wear something slightly more provocative that evening. It was a wool skirt that wouldn’t have been anything at all if it weren’t for her long shapely legs coming out the end of it. Her top was a black turtle neck but beneath it she’d worn the bra she wore that first night I got home from work. It accentuated her chest very nicely. The tiny gold pendant she wore with it only drew the eyes more that way.
 

So it was no surprise when I saw Tom’s eyes dart down and appraise her breasts. They lingered there for a moment.
 

And in that short moment, the sight of him eyeing her, gazing at her as a sexual being, one he might enjoy using, sent a ferocious tightness twisting through me. It ended between my legs, made my sack draw up between them and made my cock pulse.
 

When he looked past Andrea and smiled at me, as if he knew I’d seen him and didn’t care one bit, a finger of jealousy wormed down through that feeling, sharpening it. I forced a smile, unsure of how I was going to handle these strange new emotions.
 

Bridgit kissed Andrea on both cheeks to greet her. She handed her a martini, then immediately stepped around her and walked up to me. She smiled with one corner of her mouth, then let her eyes roam down my body before meeting my gaze again. “Different conversation partners this time,” she said, handing me the second martini she was carrying.
 

I forced another smile, wondering whether her and Tom had been drinking before we got there. They seemed…friendlier but in a slightly disquieting way. “Of course,” I said to Bridgit. Over her shoulder I saw Tom put a hand on Andrea’s back and lead her away toward the living room.
 

It somehow looked like too tender of a gesture for their level of acquaintance. But damn it if it didn’t send another pulse of lust coursing through me.
 

“Don’t worry, sweetheart,” Bridgit purred at me. “She’ll be just fine. He might act like a tiger at work but he’s just a big pussy cat.”
 

I turned to look at Bridgit, unsure of what to make of her explanation. I feigned another smile, then took a sip of my martini.
 

It was only then that I noticed what Bridgit was wearing. A black dress that hugged her ample curves quite nicely. The center of it cut away, revealing her tanned and ample breasts with a tiny diamond on a gold chain resting between them. I realized too late that I’d stared at them for far too long.
 

My cheeks heated and I looked away, pretending to cough to try and distract Bridgit from my leering.
 

She laughed and picked up a martini glass she’d set on a tiny plinth in the front hall. “What’s the matter sunshine? Don’t like what you see?”
 

Needless to say this made me quite confused. Bridgit was an attractive woman but I didn’t want to step on Tom’s toes by flirting with his wife in their home. I didn’t know what to say.
 

“David, darling, don’t be such a wet sock I’m just having a little fun.”
 

Wet sock.
 

The words bounced around in my mind. Where in the hell had I heard them before? I racked my brain trying to remember.
 

“So?” Bridgit asked, then took a sip of her drink.
 

My eyes once again darted unwittingly to her chest. My cock lurched at the sight of the wedge of flesh.
 

“How was your week?” Bridgit asked. She smiled at me knowingly as I met her gaze.
 

Damn it she knew that I’d been checking her out. It was obvious in her smile, obvious in the way her eyes twinkled. It was almost as if she enjoyed the attention.
 

“Uh, fine. Tom’s put me on a big account and I’m grateful for that,” I explained.
 

“Yes,” Bridgit said. “He mentioned. But let’s not talk shop. Tom does enough of that during the week. What about life outside the office? How was that?”
 

My mind flashed back to all the filthy sex Andrea and I had been having. We hadn’t really done much else with our time. I hesitated a moment, trying to come up with a hobby I could talk about, or to maybe dredge up the title of a book I’d read. One I could remember and discuss with Bridgit. “Oh we’ve both been burning the candle at both ends,” I lied.
 

“Have you?” Bridgit asked, that Cheshire smile once again forming along her lips.
 

“Andrea’s been quite busy,” I said, realizing Tom probably knew full well the hours I kept and possibly shared that information with Bridgit.
 

“I’m sure she has,” Bridgit replied.
 

It was quite a confusing exchange. And then my eyes darted to Bridgit’s tits again and I wanted to kick myself for being so damn obvious and adolescent.
 

“So our little chat last week helped, did it?” Bridgit asked.
 

Once again my mind darted to the past. Little chat? Had I spoken to Bridgit and forgotten about it? Sometimes I got like that when I drank too much. “Uh…I’m not sure I follow,” I said, thinking it best just to be honest.
 

“Didn’t Andrea tell you about our conversation?” she asked.
 

An uneasy feeling wormed it’s way into my stomach. “Conversation? No. She didn’t,” I said.
 

Bridgit’s smile widened. “I thought she might not,” Bridgit explained. “She seems like the private type.”
 

This was doubly confounding and an anger welled inside me at Bridgit’s opaque conversation. “I’m really not sure what you mean,” I said, trying to keep the tightness out of my tone.
 

“I’m just teasing you, sunshine,” Bridgit said. Don’t get mad.
 

“I’m not mad,” I stated. “I’m just not sure what we’re talking about here.”
 

Bridgit glanced over my shoulder. “Looks like your wife is having a lovely time,” she said.
 

My chest turned to stone. Somehow I knew what I was about to see even before I turned around. Actually seeing it only confirmed what I’d, somehow, been expecting.
 

Andrea was seated on the white couch. Tom was sitting next to her with one leg crossed over the other, leaning in to her with his hand on her knee.
 

My vision tunnelled, zeroing in on that hand on my wife’s knee. It was nothing. Just a touch. But the fact that Andrea didn’t look at all uncomfortable about it sent a furious jolt of jealousy ripping through me. Jealousy that only caused my cock to harden further.
 

My head began to spin as I waded through all the possible reactions I could have to the situation. Did I march over there and tell my boss, my mentor, the man my future depended on to unhand my wife? Did I grab Andrea by the hand and storm out of that apartment, quit my job knowing I would probably never get another opportunity like that?
 

Those both seemed reasonable. What seemed utterly and completely unreasonable was standing there leering at another man hitting on my wife and getting turned on by it. But that was what I did.
 

I don’t know how long I stood there before finding the strength to wheeze out my next question. “What’s happening?” I asked Bridgit.
 

“Looks like they’re just having a bit of fun, David,” she said.
 

Fun? Fucking fun?!?
 

For who? Tom?
 

Except it wasn’t just Tom. Andrea looked like she was having some fun herself. My chest constricted to the point where I didn’t know if I’d be able to ever breathe again.
 

And still my cock wouldn’t quit bouncing.
 

“Tell me, David, have you and Andrea ever…experimented in your marriage?”
 

Experimented? Now what the hell did that mean? “I beg your pardon?”
 

“Ever wander into something a little unconventional? Off the beaten path, so to speak? Loosen the old morals a little and share each other?”
 

My heart sank. So that was what this was about. Tom and Bridgit were swingers. “I…uh…” I stammered, unable to form a coherent thought.
 

Questions flew through my mind. Was this the only reason Tom had taken a liking to me? Had my rise at Siren been because he had an eye for Andrea and knew he could get to her through me? The idea seemed to cut me off at the knees and make me shrink a few inches.
 

And yet there was Andrea, smiling and giggling away at Tom’s repartee.
 

And there I was, unable to tease apart whether I hated her for it or loved her more. I jumped when I felt the backs of Bridgit’s fingers whisper against my cheek.
 

“You have nice skin,” she said.
 






Chapter Five

 


My blood was pounding in my veins, heart thundering in my chest as I tried to make sense of the situation. I tried glaring at Bridgit but it came off more as a mopey, droopy sighing glance. My body felt deflated and it seemed all the tension in my muscles had drained to my cock which was now achingly stiff.
 

Then Bridgit’s eyes fell to my lap.
 

I thought I might die from humiliation.
 

“Tom was right about you, then,” she whispered.
 

“What?” I grunted, my jaw clenching.
 

She scowled. “Sweetheart, don’t be such a wet sock about it. Here, have another drink.” A drink materialized in front of me, seemingly out of nowhere.
 

I took it, slammed it and immediately felt better as the warmth of the alcohol worked it’s way into my belly. My anger ebbed. None of the tension between my legs eased. “Is this…is this the reason…” I could barely bring myself to say it. “Is this why I’m at Siren?” I sputtered. “So that he can…” That, I couldn’t bring myself to say.
 

Bridgit shook her head and tilted it to one side in sympathy. “Here, darling,” she said. “Why don’t you follow me into the kitchen. We need to cool you down a little. You look like you’re ready to pop your top.” She swirled around and swayed into the kitchen.
 

My eyes seemed no longer my own. They drifted down her body and watched her shapely ass swing through the door and out of sight.
 

That’s when David the Second made his entrance. Smiling, as usual. He sauntered up inside my mind and gave a little wave. “Hello, David.” His voice was menacing. He didn’t have to say anything else.
 

As soon as he appeared I knew it was game over. Another glance at Andrea, Tom’s hand on her thigh now, melted any resolve I might have been harbouring. The thought of Bridgit’s beautiful ass coaxing me into the kitchen and all the possibilities that might be laid out there, so to speak, were like a damn siren-song. One I couldn’t possibly ignore.
 

I wanted to stay and watch what happened with Andrea. How far would she take this? Was she in on it? Part of their little game? Or was Tom just that good at seducing women that he had her under his spell even though I was still in the same damn room as them?
 

And while that possibility enraged me to no end, it was also deliciously erotic in the most depraved way. How far would she take it? Would she let him fuck her? Right in front of me.
 

Clenching my hands into fists, I stormed into the kitchen after Bridgit. “What is going on? I demand to know!”
 

Bridgit lifted the tea-towel she’d been running water over, squeezed the water out of it, then handed it to me. “Put it on your neck,” she said. Spoken in that way that some women past a certain age have that adds “and don’t fuck with me,” to the end of every sentence.
 

I did what she said. The cool cloth soothed my ruffled feathers. The booze soaked up into my head. I’m pretty sure I heard a few of my own inhibitions relaxing. Like buckles being undone on an old leather suitcase.
 

“There,” Bridgit said. “Is that better?”
 

I nodded, uncertain of what sort of sound I might make if I tried to speak.
 

“Good,” she said. Her voice was low and soothing. 
 

It sent a little frisson of goose-skin rippling down the back of my neck.
 

“Now before you get yourself all worked up again why don’t you sit down and listen to what I have to say?”
 

And don’t fuck with me.
 

I sat.
 

Bridgit folded her arms across her chest and leaned against the wall, smiling. “Tom came home and told me about you the day he hired you, you know?”
 

Well that felt a little better. “I…of course I didn’t know that,” I managed.
 

“Said he hasn’t seen talent like that in years.”
 

I sat a little straighter, fighting the urge to puff out my chest. That felt much better.
 

“So if you think any of this,” she said, twirling a finger around, ”has anything to do with work you can think again. Tom doesn’t mix business with pleasure.” She contemplated this for a moment, then let out a hearty laugh. “Not in a bad way, anyways. He’d never lead you on about your prospects, David. But he likes you. He really likes you. He wants to see you succeed. And when he really likes someone he gets a little…possessive.”
 

“Possessive?” I whispered.
 

“Wants them all to himself. Wants to know them in every way. Hell, wants to be them sometimes, it seems.”
 

It was all very confusing. And yet on some level it made sense. Tom was hungry. Hungry for success. You could practically smell it on him. People that were that driven had strange needs. I sort of started to get it.
 

“Making a little more sense now?” Bridgit asked.
 

“I…I guess,” I replied.
 

“Good. Now listen. Tom might be acting a little aggressive about all this but he knows when to say when. He’s not going to make you do anything you’re not comfortable with. So if you want to put a stop to it or just tap the brakes all you have to do is go out there and say that to him. He won’t even hold it against you. Tom doesn’t believe in grudges. He’ll probably respect you more for it.”
 

Well that was reassuring.
 

Bridgit leaned forward, then took a seat at the table.
 

My eyes darted to her chest as she unfolded her arms from across it. God, what was wrong with me? It was like I just couldn’t help myself. It wasn’t just that she was attractive. Something about her was positively magnetic.
 

A smile flickered to life on her lips. “But that bulge in your pants tells me you don’t really want to do that, do you David? You’re not too interested in walking out there and putting a stop to anything, are you? Pretty little wife like that. Seeing another man pawing at her, lusting after her, craving her the same way you do. That puts a little extra spring in your step doesn’t it?”
 

I wanted to tell her to fuck right off for being so damned right about me.
 

Her smile widened. “Makes you a little angry too, right? A little jealous? Maybe more than a little? Downright I’m-gonna-go-out-swinging-and-show-that-ass-hole kind of jealous. Am I right?”
 

I knew she wasn’t looking for an answer. She already knew.
 

“And that just adds a whole lot of heat between your legs.” She leaned back in her chair, studying me.
 

“And if you’re right? Then what happens?” I asked.
 

Bridgit smiled again and shrugged. “Who knows? No two couples are the same.”
 

“You’ve…you’ve done this before?”
 

Bridgit nodded. “Once or twice. Though we usually stick with folks our age. But we like you two. Couldn’t stop talking about you all week.”
 

A very confusing pride welled inside me at her flattery. “So, what? I just sit here and watch Tom take advantage of Andrea?” I said, my insides hardening at what I’d said.
 

Bridgit chuckled. “Oh honey you are so deliciously naive. Maybe that’s why he likes you so much. Sharp as a tack but oh-so innocent. Your pretty wife, too.”
 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I snapped.
 

Bridgit shook her head and the smile faded from her expression. “You’re going to have to learn not to talk to me like that, though,” she said, her gaze boring into me.
 

It was such a stare I looked away like a dog that had been beaten. “I’m sorry,” I muttered.
 

“That’s better.” I heard her smile again. “You want to go see what’s going on out there?” she asked, glancing toward the door.
 

God how I didn’t and Lord how I did. I was terrified of what I might find and yet it was an impossible temptation to resist. I stood up, my legs shaking a little, palms damp. I trudged step after heavy step, put a hand on the door and leaned around it.
 

My body seized as I laid eyes on the scene.
 

Tom’s strong paw was planted on Andrea’s breast. His lips were pressed against hers in a kiss. From the way his jaw was moving I could tell his tongue was mowing in and out of her mouth.
 

It was disgusting! Depraved!
 

And yet it made me absolutely delirious.
 

I jumped as Bridgit’s hand cupped my sack. I felt her tits press against my back. “What are you doing?” I whispered.
 

“Just having a bit of fun myself,” she whispered back. “You don’t mind, do you?”
 

My vision went a little blurry. Did I mind? Fuck. Of course I didn’t mind. But there was Andrea right there. Any moment she could open her eyes and see that Bridgit was touching me. Of course she had her face full of fucking Tom.
 

Anger and jealousy twisted through me at her betrayal. But another wave of lust quickly overcame the powerful emotions. My cock flexed in Bridgit’s hand.
 

“That’s it, David,” she whispered. “Just let go and give in to it. You’ll see how good it feels if you just let it happen.”
 

The way she growled the invitation made it impossible to resist.
 

I let go of my rage and let the lust take me. When Bridgit undid my zipper and reached in I was paralyzed, unable to do a thing about it. When my cock sprang out and she closed her fist around it the warmth of her palm shot to the base of my brain.
 

Eyes open I stared at Tom’s hand slip off of Andrea’s breast, down the sweater, past the wool skirt she was wearing and in between her legs. I sucked in a breath as I saw her soft thighs open slightly, then wider, parting for him. Letting him in.
 

Through the crashing waves of my arousal I felt Bridgit stroking me. Her hand gliding along my cock in smooth, even strokes, pinching slightly each time her fingers touched my glans. Like she was trying to milk the seed out of me.
 

It was so illicit. So lascivious and taboo and yet I couldn’t get enough of it. Staring at Andrea’s hot cheeks, at the way her head tilted back when Tom kissed her neck only caused me to flex harder. I grunted and turned to Bridgit.
 

Her stroking had nudged me to the very edge of an orgasm. She smiled and nodded. “It’s okay, David,” she whispered. “Just give in to it.”
 

One final glance at Andrea and Tom on the couch and I did. A heavy wave of pleasure crashed over me and I felt a thick stream of spunk shoot through my shaft. I looked down at Bridgit’s hand caressing me.
 

She pinched my glans, causing another gush of my ejaculate to come bubbling out. It landed on the wood floor in an impotent splatter. Looking up I saw Tom’s hand buried between Andrea’s legs. And by the way her body was shaking there could be no doubt that she was coming.
 

Another man was making my wife come before my very eyes. I nearly drowned in my own pleasure.
 






Chapter Six

 


And just like that it was over.
 

My mind was still reeling as I surfaced from the intense climax. There was Andrea, standing in the living room and straightening her wool skirt.
 

Tom was at the bar fixing more drinks.
 

My cock was back inside my pants, zipped up and stowed. The only evidence that any of it had actually happened was the sticky smattering of my ejaculate on the floor.
 

Bridgit dropped the tea towel on the floor and wiped it away. As if nothing could have been more mundane.
 

“Shall we eat?” she said.
 

“Let’s eat!” Tom cried out, raising his drink in the air.
 

My eyes met Andrea’s. Her gaze was steady and intense. By the way she was looking at me there could be no doubt about what I’d just witnessed. She knew what had happened. She hadn’t been drunk or not herself. She’d let Tom do all those things to her.
 

I shivered at what that might mean.
 

Tom and Bridgit kept up a steady stream of small talk throughout the meal. They joked and laughed and talked about work a bit but mostly about the vacations they were thinking of taking. And would we consider ever going with them?
 

Every so often I would steal a glance at Bridgit looking for something, some sign of remorse or regret. There was nothing there. She ate her steak with a smile and rosy cheeks.
 

What the hell did it all mean?!? my mind kept screaming.
 

After dessert Tom insisted his personal chauffeur drive us home.
 

I wanted nothing more than to be alone with Andrea, to grab her by the shoulders and scream at her “what have you done?”
 

It had to wait until we got home.
 

Only after we’d stepped into the hallway, the door clicked shut behind us, did I turn and watch as Andrea calmly removed her shoes. Jealousy and rage and more of that wicked lust burned inside me until she turned around to face me. I thought of slapping her across the face. I’m so glad I didn’t. “What in the fuck is going on?” I demanded.
 

Andrea stepped toward me.
 

I took a step back, pressing against the door behind me. “What are you doing?” I whispered.
 

“I wanted to kiss you,” she said.
 

“What was that? Why did you do that with Tom?” I snapped.
 

“Why did you do that with Bridgit?” she asked.
 

I balked at this. Of course I couldn’t just tell the truth. Well, you know, I let my lust get the better of me. Second David took over. Didn’t exactly seem reasonable, did it?
 

“You had fun, didn’t you?” Andrea whispered.
 

Damn it. “You certainly looked like you did,” I countered.
 

Her eyes narrowed. “David,” she said, her voice even. “You’re being a bit of a wet sock again.”
 

Hearing the word was like having two freight trains colliding inside my mind. That’s where she’d learned the phrase. From Bridgit? “What did she say to you?” I blurted. “Last week? What did Bridgit say to you?” I seethed, grabbing Andrea by the shoulders.
 

Was this a dream or a nightmare? Would this ever end?
 

The smile that wormed across her lips made my stomach turn to stone. “Do you really want to know now? Or do you want to take me upstairs and fuck me, David? Because that’s what I think you really want. You just might not know it yet.”
 

Well if I hadn’t known it I figured it out then. I didn’t even wait to get upstairs. I spun Andrea around, staggered forward until her cheek was pressed against the wall. I yanked down her wool skirt and peeled her white cotton panties to the side to find her dripping with slick. The smell of her arousal was utterly intoxicating.
 

My prick was, of course, rock-solid again. Unleashing it I pointed it at her pussy and jabbed it into her as deep as I could get.
 

“Oh God,” she gasped. “Yes. Fuck me. Fuck me, David.” Then she craned her neck to look over her shoulder at me. “Did that make you jealous? Seeing Tom’s hand between my legs?”
 

I groaned as I stabbed my rigid prick into her pussy again.
 

“He put his finger in my pussy, David. Tom put his fingers into my pussy. Right where you are now. That’s where his hand was.”
 

“Fuck!” I groaned through clenched teeth. I started thrusting, mashing Andrea’s face against the wall as the trigger cocked on my orgasm.
 

“Now fuck all that hot seed into me, David! Fuck it up into me!” She screamed as her pussy began to clamp onto me.
 

Click, went the trigger.
 

A hot rush of ejaculate shot through my rod. I jammed my hips against Andrea’s ass, lifting her up off her feet, her cheek sliding up the wall as I blasted seed into her.
 

At the peak of my climax, hers finished and a small smile formed on her lips. “Fuck me. Fuck it into me. Fill me up with seed, David,” she kept whispering.
 

Which only sent more heat surging through my shaft and into her.
 

Confusing?
 

Yes.
 

Arousing?
 

Unbelievably.
 

When I finally came down my deflating cock flounced out of her followed by a hot splatter of my emission. Some it spluttered straight onto the floor but some drizzled down the inside of her thigh.
 

Andrea stayed in place. With her ass jutting out, she kept her cheek pressed against the wall, eyes closed.
 

I still couldn’t believe the evening was real. Staggering back I slumped against the wall, fell down until I was sitting on the floor with my head in one hand. I don’t know how long I stayed like that before Andrea was standing before me, hand outstretched. “Come on, David,” she said softly. “Let’s go upstairs.”
 

Seemed like a good idea to me.
 



***

 


“What the fuck happened,” I whispered in between Andrea’s hot kisses.
 

She caressed my cheek as she kissed me again. “God that was so hot, David,” she whispered, fresh urgency in her voice. “I can still feel you dripping out of me.”
 

I finally pulled away from her and stared at her. She looked…out of control. Like she’d been whipped into an erotic frenzy from which she might never emerge. “What the fuck was that, Andrea?”
 

She bit her lip. “Are you mad? Don’t be mad. I love you, David. I’ve never felt so close to you.”
 

Her words liquefied the anger that had started hardening inside me again.
 

“I should have told you. Bridgit said to tell you but I just couldn’t find the right time. And last week was so hot.”
 

Adrenaline surged through me. “Tell me what?” I snapped.
 

“Last week,” Andrea said, kissing me again. “Bridgit started talking about us starting a family. She started talking about me being pregnant. Then she started saying all sorts of lewd things. Asking what our sex life was like. Maybe it was the alcohol but it got to me somehow. I started telling her all about it. How we did it. It felt so naughty and wrong but it got me so excited.”
 

My mind was reeling from her revelation.
 

“Then she told me that her and Tom like to share sometimes. That drove me crazy. I couldn’t stop thinking about it last week. I thought about it while you fucked me, David. Thought of what it would be like to be with another man,” she whispered. “Thought of what it would be like to be with Tom.”
 

More jealousy stabbed through me. So that’s what had driven her urges? Thinking of him?
 

“But it just made sex hotter, didn’t it David?”
 

I couldn’t disagree. Still, anger roiled inside me.
 

“I have to tell you something, David.”
 

Oh God. Did I want to hear this?
 

“I thought of Tom coming inside me, too. What that would be like. Can you imagine? Can you imagine watching another man put his…his seed into me?”
 

My cock started to rise again.
 

Andrea’s hand found it, wrapped around it in a fist and started to stroke. “I saw you watching us. I saw you watching as he kissed me. Did it feel good? Did Bridgit’s hand feel good on your cock?”
 

I couldn’t believe my ears.
 

“When she touched you while you watched Tom making me come with his hand, David? How did that feel? Please. I want to hear it.”
 

My shock twisted into heat. “It…it felt…” I was beside myself. I couldn’t believe what I was about to say. “It felt good. She…she made me come, Andrea. She made me come while I watched you and Tom.” I pressed a hand between Andrea’s legs. She was soaked with her own juice and my ejaculate.
 

“Oh God yes, David!” she moaned. “Get into me. I want to feel you again.”
 

Pressing through the fog that had shrouded my mind, I crawled between her legs and mounted her again. I shoved my hard prick into her sex.
 

She bucked and splayed her legs apart. “Are you thinking about it? Are you thinking about me and Tom together?” she begged.
 

The vision formed inside my mind. Of Andrea’s legs spread open, her pussy filled with Tom’s cock. The next thought kicked my arousal up a notch. Of Tom’s face twisting as his cock tightened and shot a wad of cum into Andrea’s tight snatch.
 

Into Andrea’s bare, unprotected pussy. Andrea’s welcoming pink sheath splattered with flecks of Tom’s seed. Seed that would worm it’s way into her, find her soft place and take root. Tom’s seed that would make her belly swell. “Oh God,” I moaned.
 

It was like being perched on the edge of a gaping chasm, balanced so precariously on tip-toes, ready to fall in. My cock lurched inside her.
 

A faint smile lit her lips. “Can you imagine it? Can you imagine seeing Tom…leaking out of me?”
 

I did then. I imagined staring at her defiled sex, slick with Tom’s ejaculate. A desperate, helpless, hopeless feeling gripped me. How could this be a fantasy? My thrusts sped up. I stared down at my cock disappearing inside her. My last deposit was being pushed out between my flesh and hers.
 

“Baby,” Andrea whispered.
 

We locked eyes.
 

“Think of Tom cumming in me.”
 

The vision blossomed again, inspiring another rush of hot cum to spill from me..
 

Andrea’s pussy started to squeeze.
 

Our bodies tangled, I delved as deeply into her as I’d ever gone. She wrapped her arms and legs around me and held me as we came together.
 

A sudden flood of guilt and shame replaced the arousal as it ebbed. How could I possibly be getting off on this? And shouldn't I be mad that she was? What had happened to us?
 

I rolled off her and buried my head in the pillow.
 

“David. Sweetheart,” she said, petting my back. “It’s okay.”
 

I groaned and lifted my head to look at her again. She was glowing. “Andrea,” I whispered. “What’s happening?”
 

She smiled and shook her head. “I’m sorry. I should have told you all about this last week. That Bridgit,” she said, chuckling. “She’s really something, huh?”
 

I shook my head. “So that’s what gotten into you,” I said. “Bridgit and her scheming.”
 

Andrea giggled. “Not like you were any less taken in by it.”
 

She had a point. My stomach flipped, then flopped as I considered what we were discussing here. “Andrea you’re not…are you really thinking of…going all the way? With Tom?” Jealousy buzzed through me again at the thought.
 

“All I’m thinking about is how hot I am for you,” she whispered. “Surely Bridgit told you, didn’t she?”
 

“Told me what?” I asked.
 

“That it’s your decision. She made a point to repeat that last week. It has to be you calling the shots. Otherwise it won’t work.”
 

Was it just me or did Andrea’s expression get a little more nervous as she waited for me to reply?
 

And as much as I couldn’t believe any of this was happening, I found myself actually, genuinely contemplating it. Contemplating letting my wife sleep with Tom. And all because of how damn hot it made me. And how that heat tightened my sack between my legs.
 

David the Second made another entrance. Smiling and whistling a tune inside my mind. Knowing full well what I was going through. And watching me like he knew exactly how all this was going to end.
 






Chapter Seven

 


I woke up with a massive hard on the next morning. Rolling over I laid a trail of gentle kisses along Andrea’s arm. She groaned and stirred awake.
 

I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been this horny. We had good spells and bad spells when it came to sex. Like any couple does. But fucking twice the night before and then wanting it again in the morning? That was unheard of.
 

Andrea purred at me as I rolled her onto her back and dipped my hand between her legs. “Mmm, sweetheart I’m a little sore from last night,” she whispered.
 

It was a frustrating response. But I didn’t want to be juvenile. I’d had more sex in the last week than a lot of men get in a year of marriage. I knew I shouldn’t be complaining.
 

But that persistent tightness between my legs just would not quit. It was a nagging, almost infuriating feeling. Like my body was laughing at me for allowing myself to get so worked up about something so twisted.
 

As Andrea dozed, I tiptoed off to the bathroom and jerked myself to release into the sink. I took a shower, put on fresh underwear, then slipped back under the sheets with Andrea. Unfortunately, by the time I’d done so, my cock was starting to harden again.
 

The slightly sweaty, sleepy scent of Andrea between the sheets didn’t help. There was something a little raunchy about it, a little unclean. It got my engine revved right back up again.
 

When Andrea’s eyes finally fluttered open, she smiled and wormed closer to me on the bed.
 

I grunted as I felt her palm settle against my rock-hard erection.
 

“You’re hard again already?” she whispered, gazing up into my eyes.
 

“What do you mean already?” I asked.
 

“I heard you masturbating in the bathroom,” she replied.
 

Her answer injected a fresh discomfort into my mind. It was rare for us to speak frankly about anything sexual. It was absolutely unheard of for her to bring up that she’d heard me masturbating.
 

I’ll admit it was slightly humiliating. I did have a wife there, after all. And in my, perhaps slightly chauvinistic mind, wives were there to tend to their husbands needs.
 

Me going off to masturbate in the bathroom had been a kind gesture. Now that she brought it up the way she had it seemed…weak, or something.
 

“Are you upset?” Andrea asked. “Don’t be upset. I just heard you is all.”
 

“And you weren’t inclined to do anything about it?” I asked, a little too much snap to the end of the question.
 

“Honey,” Andrea purred. “I’m doing this now, aren’t I?” Her hand rubbed up and down my shaft.
 

Already I felt my vas charging with a fresh emission. Still, I was at odds with myself. Or, more accurately, I was at odds with David the Second who was grinning in the back of my mind and humming “I told you so.”
 

Because in the end I always seemed to succumb to what he wanted. When it came to Andrea, when it came to sex, hell, when it came to women he was always there to make a decision that real David could feel bad about later.
 

“You want to fuck me in the mouth?”
 

The whispered question sent a shiver racing down my back.
 

Second David stepped to the fore. I imagined him smiling and rubbing his hands, waving me out of the way and saying “I’ll take care of this.”
 

It wasn’t that I didn’t want to fuck Andrea in the mouth as she’d so lewdly put it. But I wanted to straighten things out between us. I wanted to straighten them out in my own mind. Figure out what the hell we were going to do about Tom and Bridgit. Figure out what we were getting ourselves into.
 

But when Andrea reached into my underwear, pulled out my cock, opened her mouth and let her pretty little tongue fall from it, David no. 2 was right there to take the reins.
 

“Here,” she said, peeling off the top she was wearing and exposing her breasts. She scooted down the bed, so her legs were hanging over the edge. “Turn around,” she whispered.
 

My cock throbbed in excitement as I realized what she was suggesting. I scrambled up onto my knees and turned to face the foot of the bed.
 

Andrea was lying with her back arched, her mouth wide open and her hands cupping her tits, pressing them against each other for my viewing pleasure. “Come on David,” she said, “I want to see how deep I can take you,” she said before letting her tongue flop out again.
 

Well, no matter what David was in charge, I wanted to see how deep she could take me, too. I wanted it more than I wanted anything else in the world right then.
 

Leaning over her I put a hand on each tit. The soft mounds felt so warm in my palms. I twisted the stiff and point wrinkled flesh of her nipples between fingers and thumbs.
 

Then I looked down at my cock bouncing with excitement right above her face. Lowering it, I eased the tip into her mouth. The sweet rush of pleasure at how warm and wet her mouth was made me shudder and lance more of my shaft into her.
 

Suddenly gripped by a violent lust, I thrust more of myself into her. Until I felt my head touch the tight muscles at the back of her throat. Then deeper, feeling her relax and watching as a bulge formed in my neck from my cock. My nuts settled on her nose.
 

Now this was filthy. This was an Andrea I’d never seen before. A woman that acted like a whore, coaxing me into her mouth with her wagging tongue and letting me shove my dick so deep into it that my nuts touched her face.
 

This wasn’t my wife anymore. This was a dirty little slut that was ready to do whatever I asked of her. I could tell. I could tell from the way she was letting me have whatever way I wanted with her. She was priming me. Getting me excited and wondering about just how low she would go if I asked her. 
 

Asked her?
 

Nah.
 

Told her.
 

That’s what Andrea was making very clear to me, here. Just like Bridgit had told her. Letting me feel like I was the one calling the shots. That this was all about me.
 

Andrea made a choking sound.
 

This made me realize I’d had my cock stuffed down her throat for enough time for her face to turn red. I pulled it out, long strands of spit and bile following it out, clinging to Andrea’s lips.
 

Tears were streaming down her face.
 

I was gripped by a sudden empathy. What the hell was I doing? Treating my wife like she was a porn star? I made to swing my leg over her head, to cuddle up beside her, caress her cheek and tell her I was sorry for what I’d done, that I loved her and wanted to do something that would make her happy, too.
 

But as I started to move out of position, Andrea slapped her hands on my thighs and held me in place. She ran her tongue in a big circle around her lips, globs of spittle drizzling down her chin. She narrowed her eyes at me. “Is that all you’ve got?” she asked quietly.
 

It was like a dare and a hand outstretched at the same time. What’s a matter? Are you chicken? and Are we going to do this thing together? This beautifully dirty thing that makes us so fucking hot for each other, sweetie?
 

It made my spin so fast I didn’t if it was David one or two in charge any more. Hell I barely knew who I was. I just knew that what we were doing felt so damn good and made me crave Andrea in a way I don’t think I’d ever felt.
 

I eased my cock back in.
 

She gagged when it touched the back of her throat. But in that way porn stars do when they want to make sure they’re putting on a good show. When they want whoever’s watching to know just how damn dirty it is what they’re doing.
 

I started thrusting. Slowly at first. Watching the bulge in her neck shrink and grow as I sawed in and out of her. Squeezing her soft tits and listening to the gentle smack of my sack settling against her face.
 

But when memories of all the filthy things she’d said the night before started drifting into my mind I got lost in them. Memories of how she was going to let Tom come inside her. Visions of what that would look like.
 

Most importantly the vision of what Andrea would look like. Right in that moment where she was receiving his seed into her body. Would she be coming too? Because how hot would that be? How hot would it be to watch her body draw in his emission as she climaxed.
 

I was broken free from that spell by the rhythmic glug, glug, glug at the back of Andrea’s throat. I looked down to see she’d opened her mouth wide. There was room between her lips and my cock. She’d done it so I could hear that guttural gagging sound as I smashed my cock into her face.
 

A lust-filled rage filled me. This was hot. It was all so hot. But I felt owned by it a little. Like now that it had been set in motion I just realized I didn’t know where the brakes were and, oh, by the way, there’s no steering wheel either.
 

And so, in that excited lust-driven state I did what I think any other man would do. I just succumbed to it. I said “here you go, David Two, you have a go at it. Let’s see how you do.”
 

I let myself slip beneath the surface, into the dark embrace of a fantasy I didn’t fully understand. Let it’s fingers wrap around my neck to see if it would choke.
 

I let the vision in.
 

Andrea with her legs up around another man’s waist, clinging to him. Her hands on his arms as he pounded into her. Her head thrown back, back arched. Pussy wet and slippery.
 

And the pained expression on her face as she began to come.
 

A switch was flipped.
 

I grunted and doubled over as I shot my wad into her throat. The scent of her damp pussy wafted from between her legs. An orgasm tore through me and I groaned.
 

Andrea wrapped her lips around my cock and sucked the semen out of me like she was drinking from a straw.
 

When I saw her turning red again I yanked my cock out of her throat. Swinging my leg over her head, I spun around and lay down next to her.
 

Her face was filthy. Streaked with tears and saliva and clumps of my cum.
 

And yet I couldn’t stop staring into her eyes.
 

The shadow of a smile formed at the corner of her mouth.
 

I kissed her on the lips, not caring that they smelled like my own spunk. When I pulled away it was to gaze into her eyes again. “What are we doing?” I whispered.
 

“I don’t know,” she whispered back. “It’s crazy. Are we crazy?”
 

“We’re crazy,” I replied.
 

“Should we stop?” she whispered.
 

And this time even David Two was speechless. Even he seemed shocked by Andrea’s lewd behaviour. “I don’t know,” he whispered.
 

And neither did I.
 

Andrea rolled onto me and mashed her lips against mine in a kiss. For the time being, the answer didn’t seem to matter.
 






Chapter Eight

 


I spent the first half of Monday at the office in a daze. A brain fog had descended on me that morning that I couldn’t shake. No matter how hard I tried to concentrate on work my mind would drift back to Andrea. To what had happened with Bridgit and Tom. To how hot our sex life had been. To how dangerous, yet exciting, this adventure was becoming.
 

By the time noon rolled around I’d barely even answered my emails, something I normally finished before nine in the morning. I shook my head, trying to clear it, and furrowed my brow, staring at the computer screen trying to read the same email for the tenth or eleventh time.
 

I felt like I’d lost a few dozen IQ points over the weekend.
 

The knock at the door came as a welcome reprieve. I didn’t have time to answer before it swung open and Bridgit, dressed in a trench coat sauntered in carrying what looked to be a picnic basket on one arm.
 

I stood up, somehow feeling an intense need for formality at her entrance. “Um…good morning, er, good afternoon. Or, I’m not really sure what time is it?”
 

Bridgit flashed a somewhat impatient looking smile as she swung the door shut. She set the basket, complete with red and white checkered table cloth covering it, down on the coffee table and walked up to my desk. “Hello, David,” she said, her eyes roaming down into my lap before rising to meet mine again.
 

“Hello,” I muttered. For some damn reason my cock had decided that this would be a good time to spring to life again.
 

“How’s your day going so far?” Bridgit asked. She removed the leather driving gloves she was wearing and placed them on my desk.
 

“It’s…uh…a little slow, to be honest.”
 

“Hmm,” Bridgit mused, smiling again. “Mind if I sit down?” she asked, glancing at the chair behind her.
 

“Uh, no! Of course. Of course I don’t mind. Here, allow me.” I walked briskly around the desk to pull out a chair for her. For some reason Bridgit just inspired that sort of old-fashioned chivalry in me. Made me feel like I was back in the fifties, back when a man holding the door for a woman was not just okay, but expected.
 

It was only when she’d settled in the chair I pulled out for her that I realized how strange it was that she was there. I’d only met her a few weekends ago. What was she doing paying me a visit in the office? “Is everything okay?” I asked, walking around to take my seat behind my desk.
 

“Fine,” Bridgit replied, smiling politely. “I wanted to stop by and see how you were doing.”
 

It was a strange explanation but no stranger than the turn our lives had taken in the last few weeks. “Things are fine. Just fine. Just…I’m having a bit of trouble concentrating today,” I said, a little surprised by my own honesty. Somehow Bridgit seemed to inspire that in me, too. She didn’t seem like the kind of woman who would tolerate anything but absolute honesty.
 

“That’s perfectly normal, David,” she said.
 

“Perfectly normal?”
 

She seemed a bit impatient that I didn’t understand right away what she meant. “You’ve been through a lot recently, haven’t you?” she asked.
 

“Um, I suppose. Do you mean…”
 

Bridgit smirked. “Of course that’s what I mean. It’s not every week you decide to step outside the boundaries of your marriage, is it?”
 

The question set me off kilter a bit. I suppose hearing it put so succinctly is what did it. Because that was, in fact, what had happened. Andrea and I had stepped quite far outside the boundaries of what had otherwise been a very traditional marriage. “No,” I answered, sounding a little muted. “It’s not.”
 

“It’s going to mess with your head. Until you get used it, that is. You’re dealing with emotions you didn’t even know you could feel just a few weeks ago. It’s going to skew your perspective. No wonder you’re feeling a little tired.”
 

It was a very satisfying explanation for the cloudiness in my mind.
 

“Have you and Andrea had a chance to talk?” Bridgit asked.
 

“About?” I asked.
 

Bridgit sighed in exasperation and rolled her eyes. “Oh don’t be daft David,” she said. “You might not be firing on all cylinders but I know you’re not an idiot,” she snapped. “About this,” she said, twirling her finger next to her head. “All of this.”
 

I had to take a moment to sort out how to answer her question. Her and Tom had certainly dragged us into their orbit. But this felt a little invasive, her asking me what I’d talked to Andrea about. Wasn’t that our business?
 

But the look she was giving me had the same effect her very presence did. “Don’t fuck with me,” it said.
 

This was the boss’s wife. A woman who, though she wasn’t my superior, was making it somehow very clear that she held sway over me by virtue of being married to the man that was.
 

It was as strangely erotic as it was unsettling. A sort of subliminal domination, if you will.
 

“We talked about it yesterday,” I admitted.
 

Bridgit’s terse smile was replaced by a pleased expression. “Good,” she said, her voice low and soothing. “That’s very good. And what did Andrea say to you, David?” she asked.
 

I sifted through the cloudy memories of our conversations, buried beneath the very stark images of our couplings and the fantasy we’d shared. “She said…she said it was up to me,” I replied, offering what I thought had been the most important revelation Andrea had made. And the one I thought Bridgit would want to hear.
 

“Excellent,” Bridgit whispered, stretching out the “s” in a way that made her sound ever so slightly like a hissing snake. “I’m glad she finally came around to sharing that with you.”
 

“Finally?” I asked, feeling like a dullard for not understanding why she’d used the word.
 

“It was obvious she hadn’t talked to you when you came for dinner on Saturday. I could sense there was a bit of tension between you two.”
 

Bridgit’s keen sense of the state of our marriage was as disconcerting as the rest of her. And why was she prying her way even deeper into our lives now?
 

“And what did you decide, darling?” she said, making doe-eyes and flashing a wooing smile my way.
 

What had I decided? In a way it felt like the real answer was “nothing.” Because I hadn’t felt like myself all weekend. Not like David One and not like David Two, either. It was a stretch to say that I had decided anything. A decision had been made, but was it mine? “Andrea and I…” I began, then paused, unsure of how to phrase the awkward admission.
 

Bridgit didn’t prod. She waited patiently with her hands folded in her lap, fingers still.
 

“We…”
 

She raised an eyebrow but continued to wait.
 

“We had…a good time,” I finally managed. “On the weekend. At your house, I mean.”
 

Bridgit tilted her chin back and smiled. “Oh good,” she said. “That’s so lovely to hear.”
 

Never had I heard the word lovely sound so menacing. What was it about that woman? She wasn’t cruel. Something close to it, something authoritative demanding of submission, yes. An authoritarian matriarch that seduced you into obedience with each smile.
 

“Tom will be so pleased,” she added.
 

I sat up a little straighter at the mention of his name. “Does he know you’re here?” I asked.
 

“Sure,” Bridgit said, nodding. “I was just up in his office. We’re going to have lunch in a bit,” she said, glancing back at the picnic basket.
 

A relief swept through me at this. For a while I’d thought that Bridgit had brought the basket for me and that I’d have to sit through a lunch with her. Not that would have been terrible. But it would have been tiring and I needed all my energy to get through the rest of the day.
 

I tensed again as she stood up and unbuttoned her trench coat. She let it fall off her shoulders and onto the chair. Beneath it she was wearing a black skirt that came half-way down her thighs, a simple white blouse that draped very pleasantly over her breasts and a little gold chain around her neck. She walked around the desk and sat down on the corner of it.
 

My stomach tightened as she began hiking up the skirt to reveal that she was wearing nothing beneath it. The neatly trimmed hair around her pussy was dark and thick. “What…what are you doing?” I stammered, my eyes dancing between hers and the wavy lips that led to her sex.
 

Bridgit levelled me with her gaze. “Tom sent me down to see if you were hungry.” Spoken as an order. Not a question.
 

My eyes were drawn to the soft folds leading to a hole that ended in darkness. I could already see her slick dewing on the rippled flesh, droplets of it condensing, the scent of her arousal wafting through the office.
 

I glanced up to see her staring down her nose at me.
 

Was she intimidating? Maybe. But what drew me onto my knees in front of her was not the fact that she was married to Tom. It wasn’t her commanding attitude or that I was scared of her in any way.
 

What made me kneel was the confidence she exuded. It accentuated her good looks. Made her glow. She didn’t have to negotiate with men the way younger women did. She was past all that. She stated up front what she wanted and good luck to you if you wanted to find out what happened if she didn’t get it.
 

I pressed my thumbs against her damp flesh. “Does…does Tom know about this?” I asked, looking up into her eyes. A jolt of adrenaline shot through me at the phone she was holding.
 

“Don’t smile,” she said.
 

The recorded sound of a shutter clicking twisted my stomach into a knot.
 

Bridgit smiled. “He does now,” she whispered. “Now let’s see why Andrea thinks so highly of that tongue.” Putting her hand on the back of my head, she pressed my face against her sex. “Eat,” she whispered.
 

My cock was already rock-solid as I began to lick.
 






Chapter Nine

 


My mind was still reeling from what had happened with Bridgit an hour later when someone else knocked at the door. I offered a weak “come in,” straightening the front of my shirt and hoping whoever it was wouldn’t notice the dark stain Bridgit’s mucus had formed. My heart skipped a beat when Tom walked in.
 

He smiled, shut the door, then walked over and took a seat in the same chair Bridgit had chosen. He leaned back, extended his arms to check his cuffs, adjusted a cuff-link, then glanced at his watch before looking back at me. “How are you, David?” he asked, his voice as friendly as ever.
 

My heart had started racing a little faster. There was a ringing in my ears that was quite distracting. Nevertheless I managed a weak smile. “Fine, Tom. Just fine.”
 

“Good,” he said, nodding. “You enjoyed Bridgit’s pussy then?”
 

The shock of hearing him come out and say it caused me to suck in a quick breath. I aspirated a fleck of spittle and immediately began to sputter trying to cough it out. It took a good minute or so before I regained my composure.
 

Tom waited very patiently. “Are you alright?” he asked once I’d settled down. “Do you need a water?”
 

“No,” I answered, clearing my throat one last time. “I’m fine.”
 

“So?” he asked, raising an eyebrow and waiting expectantly for my response.
 

“So…” I left the word hanging.
 

“Did you enjoy it?”
 

This was, of course, an absurd conversation to be having with one’s boss and mentor. I had no idea what he was after, coming in here and asking that. Nor did I understand what part Bridgit had to play in this, beyond using my mouth and tongue to satisfy herself. Nonetheless, Tom looked about as serious asking the question as he did discussing campaign budgets. It seemed like it would be up to me to come up with a reasonable response. “I hope Bridgit had a good time,” I muttered, my voice turning up at the end of it and making it sound like a question.
 

Tom exhaled slightly as his smile widened. “She got what we needed.”
 

“I beg your pardon?” A panic rushed through me at the vaguely sinister statement.
 

Tom glanced at the back of his hand, perhaps to make sure his fingernails were appropriately manicured. “Tell me, David, has Andrea been enjoying our soirees?”
 

I waited for a moment before responding, watching Tom still studying the back of his hand. “I think she’s…I think it’s challenging her assumptions of what a marriage is. Both of ours, for that matter.”
 

Tom smiled at this. “I hope that’s a good thing?” Tom said.
 

“I think it is, yes,” I replied.
 

“Good. Because Bridgit and I are really enjoying your company, David.”
 

“Thank-you,” I muttered. “That means a lot to me.”
 

The door opened and Bridgit sauntered in again. This time without the picnic basket or her trench coat.
 

Tom turned to smile at her. “Hello darling,” he said, standing, picking up her hand and kissing the back of it.
 

Bridgit stared at me as he did. “Hello dear,” she replied. Without another word she walked over to where I was sitting, pushed my chair out from behind my desk, leaned forward and began unbuckling my pants.
 

I clutched the arms of my chair, padding back with my feet and trying to roll away but it was no use.
 

Bridgit had my trousers open in no time, hauled my cock out, dropped to her knees and wrapped her freshly made-up lips around it.
 

The feeling of her hot wet mouth ensconcing my muscle melted my brain like a shot of heroin.
 

Somewhere in the background, Tom droned on. “You see I had a good feeling about you, David. Right from the very start. I think Bridgit told you that. I had a good feeling that you’d be the kind of fellow who’d be into this sort of arrangement. Despite how well put together you are, there’s a wildness to you. There’s no denying it. There’s a look in your eye, a certain gait you have when you walk down the hall. It says challenge me. Isn’t that right, Bridgit?” Tom turned his gaze down toward my lap where Bridgit was dutifully sucking me off with sloppy wet gurgles.
 

She popped off my cock to catch her breath, leaving her mouth a seductive “O” shape as she gazed into my eyes. “That’s right darling,” she said quietly. Then she stood up, spun around and hiked her skirt up over her deliciously curvy ass.
 

Grabbing my cock between her legs, she lowered herself until the head of it was pressed against her sweaty sex. She painted it back and forth along her slit, like a barber lathering up a brush.
 

I gasped as she slipped a half-inch of my cock into her surprisingly tight lips, held it there and squeezed with remarkable force. I shuddered, then looked up to see her smiling at me over her shoulder.
 

And then my eyes were drawn by motion at the center of her ass crack. To the dark and winking orifice that puckered in slow motion like a camera shutter in time with her Kegels. Ejaculate drained from my nuts, pooling at the base of my shaft at the sight.
 

“You seem happy with the arrangement too, David. Am I reading that right?” Tom asked, tearing my gaze away from Bridgit’s shapely ass.
 

“I…I’m…” I was speechless is what I was. I mean who wouldn’t have been? This situation certainly violated every human resource law and regulation that existed if not the ones that hadn’t even been written yet.
 

But there was something so incredibly alluring about Bridgit, about the confidence with which she could walk into my office, fall to her knees and suck my dick, then tease me with the possibility of entry that was more intoxicating than any drug.
 

I glanced at my cock as a hot trickle of Bridgit’s arousal drizzled down it and settled at the base of my sack. Another shudder raced up my spine.
 

“David?” Tom repeated. “Am I reading that right?”
 

My mind began to swim. I looked at Bridgit’s ass again. The I looked down at her fingers drifting up and down the sides of my shaft. Her weeping cunt released another dribble of lubricant onto me. I had no idea what to think.
 

And then it occurred to me that Andrea wasn’t there. That it was me and Bridgit and Tom. And that Andrea might not exactly be okay with that. Then I remembered the picture. The picture Bridgit had taken and allegedly sent to Tom.
 

How would Andrea react if she saw it, too?
 

“Is there something else we can offer you, David?” Tom asked. “Something to sweeten the deal? Maybe something your not getting at home.” He glanced at Bridgit and gave a quick nod.
 

She immediately reached around her backside with both hands and stretched her ass apart.
 

“Something that would get you on board?” Tom asked, his voice quieter now.
 

My vision tunnelled, focusing on Bridgit’s widening back hole. It was dark in there but the light that made it in revealed the rippled walls of her forbidden tunnel.
 

My imagination ran rampant at what it would feel like to slide my cock into that place. My cock, in turn, lurched, pressing deeper into Bridgit’s cunt.
 

Bridgit smiled at Tom. “I think we might have a deal, sweetheart,” she whispered.
 

I really don’t fault myself for shaking the devil’s hand in that moment. Maybe somewhere out there there’s a bigger man that would have slapped Bridgit off, told Tom to go and fuck himself and handed in his resignation.
 

I and the Second David, because the two had begun to fuse in that moment, was not that bigger man.
 

“What do you say, David? Do we have a deal?” Tom whispered.
 

I swallowed back the dryness in my throat and nodded. “Yes,” I whispered back. “We have a deal.”
 

My hips flexed as Bridgit’s tight snatch slid down my shaft, spearing my cock into her, my pelvis meeting her ass cheeks in mid-air.
 

It only took a few dozen thrusts before the deal was sealed.
 

Tom took a picture with his phone. Just to be sure.
 






Chapter Ten

 


I arrived home that evening with a strange mix of guilt and arousal brewing inside me. I set my computer bag down by the door, sighed, then walked through the hall to the kitchen. I rummaged through a few of the half-empty bottles standing in the cupboard before finding a twelve year old scotch that seemed like it would take the edge off the way I needed. I poured half a glass of it and took a long swig.
 

The booze burned pleasantly down my throat and into my gut.
 

“Da-vid.”
 

The sound of Andrea half-singing my name drifting down the steps tightened my chest. My cock, still feeling a little raw from  my lunch time dalliance, surged to life again. I groaned.
 

What the fuck was I going to do?
 

Recounting the events of the past few weeks didn’t help. How had I let things get this far? What had started as a lucid wet dream was threatening to twist into a nightmare. A pang of guilt gripped me as I remembered agreeing to the unspoken deal David had presented. And for what? The chance to stuff my meat into Bridgit’s ass?
 

“Da-vid.”
 

Her sing-song voice grew more insistent.
 

Slamming the rest of my drink, I trudged into the hall and up the stairs, resigned to accept my fate whatever that might be. Halfway up I realized there was really only one way to handle this. Only one way forward that wouldn’t plant a ticking time-bomb in my relationship with Andrea.
 

I had to tell her the truth.
 

If I didn’t, I would forever live with fear that Tom might reveal what had happened in my office that day. He had the pictures to prove it. I felt like a total jerk.
 

I loosened my tie as I stepped through the bedroom door.
 

From the sound of her voice I’d expected Andrea to be tucked beneath the covers, waiting for me to come up and join her.
 

She was anything but. She sat propped up on pillows against the headboard. Her legs were hanging open and she was plying the soft folds of her slit with two fingers, playing with the slick dripping from it.
 

But what took my breath away was a sight I’d never seen before. The full bush that had once crowned her opening had been shaved. The lips of her bare sex were parted only slightly by her fingers, the wet flesh within looking as inviting as a ripe peach that had been split open.
 

A slow smile spread across her mouth. “Do you like it?” she whispered, then giggled.
 

I guessed the question was rhetorical by the way her eyes glimmered with delight and mischief. I was too stunned to speak, anyways.
 

When her gaze darted to my lap, I realized I was also hard again. I tried my best to pry apart Davids One and Two. I needed to be sober and level-headed, to deal with this in a way that Andrea deserved. “Honey, we need to talk,” I said.
 

Andrea bit her lower lip, lifted her hand and crooked a finger, beckoning me closer.
 

I opened my mouth to protest. David Two was laughing inside my head. I felt the exact moment I was defeated.
 

Oh I ran through a good long list of excuses. I’d tell her later. It wouldn’t matter anyways. What was done was done. Having sex would clear my head and make it easier to collect my thoughts.
 

Lies. All of them. The truth was that I just couldn’t resist a woman with her snatch bared pleading with her eyes for me to burrow into her.
 

I took a step toward the bed.
 

“Take your clothes off, sweetie,” Andrea whispered.
 

My head fell a bit as my hands moved to obey. I tugged my tie apart. Unbuttoned the top buttons on my shirt, then pulled it off over my head. Soon I was standing in the center of the room naked, my stiff cock saluting my lack of resolve.
 

“Good,” Andrea said, her eyes wandering down my body. “Now come here.”
 

I shuffled forward, eyes locked on Andrea’s shaved and glistening sex. It was such a mesmerizing sight I felt like I’d never be able to look away.
 

“Can you do something for me, David?” she asked quietly.
 

“Of course,” I replied. Guilt twisted through my arousal.
 

“Get on your knees,” she said.
 

I did.
 

She put a finger under my chin.
 

Somehow I understood it was meant to draw me closer. I leaned forward until my lips were just an inch from her dripping sex. The acidic scent of her lubricant was electrifying. I looked up. Our eyes met.
 

Andrea was still smiling. “Eat,” she whispered.
 

The word sent a fresh pulse of guilt through me. At how only hours earlier Bridgit had said the exact same thing and I’d obeyed. I nearly pulled away and confessed. Nearly. Andrea’s cunt was too enticing.
 

Closing my eyes I pressed my tongue against her slit and began to slide it up and down. Her juice tasted sweet. Slurping her lips into my mouth I pressed my tongue into her pussy and ran it along her hot walls.
 

“Oh David!” she moaned above me. Her sex contracted around my tongue.
 

Pulling my tongue out I swept it up and found her clit. The nub of flesh was hot and swollen. When I suckled on it, Andrea shuddered. 
 

“Holy fuck David. Just like that!” she whined.
 

So I kept going just like that. Sucking on her clit, I found her entrance with two fingers and pressed them in. She closed around me again. I started sawing the fingers in and out of her, curling them up a little to find that soft place up inside her pussy.
 

My cock was throbbing in my lap. I reached down with my other hand and started to rub myself.
 

Andrea began to pant. “David…David…David…I’m going to…”
 

I kept my rhythm as steady as I could as she climbed up toward her climax.
 

Her pussy slickened, so wet it started running down my hand, past my wrist and down my arm. I don’t think I’d ever felt her quite that wet. Then the muscles in her cunt clenched again, so tight I wondered if I was ever going to get my fingers out of there. I glanced up just as Andrea’s eyes shot open.
 

She stared down at me, mouth agape as if something terrifying were about to happen. “David,” she let out one last whisper. Her hand settled on the back of my head as the orgasm began.
 

The first squirt startled me. Nothing like that had ever happened before. It shot into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat and making me gag a little. I looked up at Andrea with wide eyes but she was lost to her climax already. Her head was thrown back, her body shaking as the orgasm ripped through her.
 

My only choice was to swallow the jet of liquid and keep licking her pussy. She had me locked tight against her sex. The next shot was not as unpleasant. It was surprising how much of it there was but at least now I expected it. It was more watery than her natural lubricant and went down easy. The third and fourth squirts were less voluminous and I swallowed them easily.
 

Andrea’s thighs shook, the shiver running up her body and ending in her head tilting forward and her coming to look at me. A slow smile spread across her lips again. Her eyes filled with joy. “David,” she whispered. “That was amazing.” She let go of the back of my head and slid onto her back.
 

My eyes fell to her pussy again. It was a deliciously filthy sight. Defiled by my fingers, still pulsing slightly like the mouth of a squid trying to feed. My cock lurched at the sight of it.
 

Andrea extended her hands toward me. “Come here,” she said softly. “I want you inside me.”
 

For a moment David the First tried to make a comeback. “Andrea, we should really…”
 

“Shush,” she soothed. “Not now. Just come here.” She pressed her tits against each other and waved her legs a little. “Get inside me, David,” she whispered.
 

Maybe there are guys out there that could resist a naked woman lying in front of them, legs splayed, inviting them inside. I wasn’t one of them.
 

Lowering myself over her I pressed the head of my cock against her sex flexed my ass, driving the muscle into her.
 

She sucked in a breath. Her eyes closed. “You’re so stiff,” she whispered.
 

A wave of guilt washed over me but I started to thrust nonetheless, burying my face in the crook of Andrea’s neck. I wondered if this was the last time I was going to fuck her. What would she do when she found out what had happened with Bridgit in my office? It felt good but a sadness welled inside me at how weak I’d been.
 

“Stop it.”
 

The two soft words made my eyes snap open. I looked into Andrea’s stare. “You want me to stop?”
 

“I want you to stop beating yourself up.”
 

A panic rushed through me. How in the…
 

“You were a naughty boy today, weren’t you David?” she asked.
 

For some reason my cock hardened inside her at the revelation that she knew.
 

Andrea giggled.
 

“What…what are you talking about?” I stammered, still not entirely certain we were referring to the same thing.
 

Andrea stopped laughing and stared straight at me. Straight through me, almost. “Tom sent me a picture, David. A very, very naughty picture.”
 

I froze. Tom had sent her the picture he’d taken? Of me buried balls deep and coming inside Bridgit?!? “I was going to tell you,” I said. “That’s what I…”
 

Andrea pressed a finger against my lips. “Relax, sweetheart. It’s okay. It made me so hot. I couldn’t wait for you to get home.”
 

My eyes widened. “Are you serious?”
 

Andrea smiled again. “So serious. I fingered myself while I was waiting for you, David. Staring at that picture of you inside Bridgit. It was so hot.”
 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Even though we’d had a few raunchy evenings with Tom and Bridgit this seemed totally different. I’d actually fucked her this time. How could Andrea be okay with that?
 

“What’s wrong?” she said softly. “Would you prefer it if I was mad?”
 

“No of course not,” I replied right away. “But…it’s just…hard to believe.”
 

“Well believe it sweetheart. And you better believe you owe me one, too.”
 

“What?”
 

Andrea’s smile changed a bit. “Bridgit and Tom invited us over again this weekend,” she said.
 

“They did?”
 

Andrea nodded.
 

I somehow knew what she was about to say next.
 

She put her hand gently on the back of my head and drew me closer to whisper into my ear. “Tom’s going to fuck me, David. And he’s going to let you watch.”
 

I gasped. My cock throbbed inside Andrea’s tight sheath even as my insides twisted. I pulled away, locked eyes with her and was about to protest when her hands drifted down my back and settled on my ass. Her fingers curled to claws and she dug her nails in like spurs into the side of a horse.
 

The slice of pain short-circuited my mind. My hips began to thrust, as if of their own volition.
 

Andrea was still staring into my eyes. “He sent me a picture of his cock today, David,” she admitted.
 

My cock throbbed again. I groaned. From the tightness her words brought as much as from the powerful rush of lust they sent coursing through me.
 

Andrea shook her head. “I can’t believe we’re doing this. I can’t believe I’m going to do this, can you?”
 

I shook my head faintly but couldn’t stop rutting into her. The arousal I felt was terrifying. Our whole marriage was changing right before my eyes and yet I could do nothing to stop it. Andrea was telling me she was going to take another man inside herself and all I could do to reply was try and fuck into her more deeply.
 

“I’m going to take another man inside my body, David.”
 

Lurch.
 

“I don’t know why but it makes me so hot. Knowing that you’ll be there watching. Knowing that it’s so wrong what we’re doing, God it makes me want to come. I’m so close to coming. Are you, David?”
 

Throb.
 

I nodded.
 

“I’m so close,” she repeated, squinting her eyes shut. A moment later they popped open again. Andrea shook her head. “And it’s so wrong, this next part, David.”
 

Flex.
 

My stomach hollowed at what she was about to say.
 

She held me gaze with hers. “It’s so wrong but we’re going to do it anyway, aren’t we David?” She closed her eyes for a moment as her hips rose to meet my thrust.
 

I wasn’t sure what she was talking about. I was sure it was something terrible. Something so terrible as to be irresistible.
 

“But it’s going to be okay,” she said softly. “Everything is going to be okay. I just know it.”
 

My body shook as I neared my climax. I pawed at her breast. “What are you saying?” I begged.
 

A peaceful expression settled on her face. She smiled slightly. “I think you know, David. Don’t you? You know what I’m talking about.”
 

I slowed my thrusts. The world closed around me, forcing my brain into that confined pre-orgasmic space. “I know,” I grunted.
 

“I’m going to take Tom’s seed into my body.” Her breath felt hot against my cheek. “I’m not on the pill, David. But I’m going to let him come inside me. While you watch, sweetie. I’ll take his cum into my pussy while you watch.”
 

My world exploded like fireworks erupting against an inky-black sky.
 

Andrea drew in a breath and closed her eyes. Her body shuddered.
 

We came together thinking of the same thing. Tom erupting inside my wife.
 






Chapter Eleven

 


I was a wreck at work for the rest of the week. The file I’d been assigned languished on my computer screen waiting for clever copy to be written. But I just couldn’t tear my mind away from the rapidly approaching dinner with the Pollacks.
 

My thoughts about it vacillated between sheer terror, like hanging off the edge of a skyscraper by my fingernails, to a burning, throbbing lust that hardened my cock and wouldn’t let go.
 

I was forced to relieve the pressure it created by masturbating in the bathroom an embarrassingly large number of times on Wednesday.
 

But when I arrived home each night there was Andrea waiting for me. She had taken to greeting me at the door completely naked. As soon as it was closed behind me she would sink to her knees, haul out my organ and suck it to life, if it wasn’t already rigid.
 

By the end of the week I’d developed a Pavlovian response to walking through the door. My arousal was such that when Andrea took me into her mouth and tickled the underside of my nut sack with her fingers I shouted and blew a copious load almost immediately.
 

We didn’t speak much, strangely enough. There were several occasions when I wanted to start a conversation. Not even about anything in particular. But each time Andrea silenced me by either sitting me down in a chair, straddling my lap and taking me inside herself, or dropping to her knees and stifling my urge to speak that way.
 

I woke up on Saturday morning to find her propped up on one elbow, staring at me and running her fingers gently through my hair. She looked angelic and for a moment I forgot about what awaited us that evening. When the memory of it resurfaced a spike of adrenaline shot through me.
 

David One, long since locked up in some forgotten cell inside my mind, rattled the bars and demanded to be heard.
 

I gazed into Andrea’s loving stare. “We don’t have to do this,” I whispered.
 

Andrea smiled and pressed her palm against my cheek. “Of course we don’t.”
 

The reassurance was like balm on a burn. My pulse settled as soon as she said it.
 

“It’s all up to you, remember?” Andrea added. “It won’t work any other way.”
 

That made me feel even better. I remembered what Bridgit had said and what Andrea had confirmed. This was all up to me. I called the shots. If I didn’t like what was happening I could put a stop to it.
 

“But David,” Andrea went on. Her eyes wandered around my face. “Think of what it’s going to be like to watch another man’s cock move into me.”
 

I sucked in a breath as she dragged her fingers along my rising shaft.
 

“Look at my pussy, David.” She pulled the sheets back and spread her legs. The lips of her sex stayed sealed. “Think of that first moment when you see Tom’s cock splitting my hole and stretching me apart. What’s that going to feel like, David?”
 

My heart was thundering inside my chest again. My cock continued to stiffen even though Andrea had stopped her teasing it with her fingers. My vision began to narrow as my mind focused on the image she had conjured.
 

“Think of what it’s going to feel like to watch that cock throbbing inside of me.” She caressed the side of my face with her hand. “It’s so dirty, isn’t it David?”
 

“Yes,” I whispered. “God it’s so dirty. It’s filthy. You’re filthy.” It was out before I knew what I was saying. “I’m sorry I didn’t mean…”
 

But instead of shock or a slap on the cheek I saw Andrea’s eyes widen along with her smile. “No,” she said, a certain urgency in her voice. “You’re right.” Swinging her leg over my lap she clambered onto me, arched her back, then grabbed her tits. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, her head tilting to one side as she smiled. When she opened them again to look at me, they were filled with mischief. “I am filthy,” she whispered. “I’m a filthy little slut.” She curled her tongue around the “l” in slut. “I’m your filthy little slut.”
 

My cock jumped.
 

Andrea bit her lip and giggled.
 

I let my hands settle on her waist, pressing her lower onto my lap so the damp lips of her sex kissed the head of my cock. “You’re going to be my filthy slut and let my boss fuck you,” I said, pre-cum already oozing from my cock in excitement.
 

She smirked and shook her head. “I don’t have to let him do anything, David. He had me from the moment we walked into that penthouse.” Her smile faded.
 

“What?” I felt the blood drain from my face.
 

Andrea’s lips parted. “I knew he was going to fuck me when he first laid eyes on me.” She shrugged. “Sometimes you just know with guys.”
 

“What?!?” I roared. A burning rage tore through me as I tried to sit up.
 

Andrea flopped forward, pressed her hands against my chest and kept me from sitting. She lifted her ass, found the head of my cock with her pussy, then slid down it slathering it in wet heat as she burst into giggles.
 

“What the…”
 

“David, relax. I was just messing with you. Bridgit told me to try it. And from the way you feel,” she gave me two quick squeezes with her pussy, “it did the trick.”
 

My heart was pounding. My ears were ringing. The relief I felt at her admission was indescribable. And yet I couldn’t let it go, even though it had just been teasing. I clung to it. To the way it hurt me and to the way that pain made the succour of her cunt feel even warmer and wetter than it normally did.
 

“What would you do, David? What do you think you’d do if that were really true? Or if you came home one day and I told you I’d already slept with Tom. That I couldn’t wait? That he…had me under his spell?”
 

The ringing in my ears got louder. “You’re joking,” I grunted. “You’re toying with me.”
 

Andrea’s smile looked absolutely wicked. “Maybe. Maybe not. Maybe I already have slept with him and I just haven’t told you.” With her hands still on my chest, she lifted her hips and let me glide out of her leaving a trail of her clear slick on my shaft. She lingered at the tip of my cock and wiggled her hips. “Maybe his cock has already been inside me. Doesn’t my pussy feel different to you?” She slid back down and squeezed me again once she’d settled on my root.
 

Of course this planted a very dark seed inside my mind. I knew that Andrea would never cheat on me. We had a wonderful marriage. And yet she was acting so differently these days, so out of character. Was it impossible to imagine that she would do something behind my back?
 

I trembled at the notion that it wasn’t impossible at all. Maybe it was just how turned on I was. Suddenly I felt quite scared. By the possibility that this wasn’t all just a game anymore. What if Andrea really were…changing? “Andrea, sweetheart,” I said brushing my fingers against her legs. “I love you. This is…so hot, what you’re doing. But please. I need…I need to know.”
 

She bit her lip and raised and eyebrow. “Need to know if he’s been inside me already?”
 

I groaned as my cock flexed inside her. My hands wandered over her thighs. I looked into her eyes and the fear of not knowing whether she was telling the truth, the fear of wondering whether she was really changing, tightened around my heart like a python trying to choke the life out of it’s prey. “Baby,” I muttered. “Please?”
 

Andrea just kept rocking back and forth, back and forth, sliding my cock in and out of her drenched pussy and staring at me with that smile. She pressed her fingers to my lips.
 

I kissed them.
 

She opened my mouth and put one in.
 

I sucked it, holding her gaze.
 

“You’re going to see it tonight, David. You’re going to see Tom’s cock inside me. Because I’m your dirty little slut.”
 

The dam broke and my cock began to spew inside her. I shuddered but couldn’t take my eyes off of her face. Off of that slightly sinister, toying expression that I’d never seen before.
 

Andrea closed her eyes, grabbed her nipples and tugged at them. “God it feels good when you fill me up,” she whispered.
 






Chapter Twelve

 


Tom and Bridgit greeted us at their door that evening.
 

Andrea, still a little flushed from our lovemaking, had showered and put on the sexiest dress she owned. It was a long black thing that clung to her curves and outlined them perfectly. She accented it with a gold chain around her neck, at the end of which dangled her engagement ring.
 

I gasped when I first saw her walk down the stairs. She normally kept it in her bedside drawer because she was scared of losing the precious thing.
 

The fact that she would choose this night to put it on cut through me with surgical precision.
 

Ready to watch as we throw our vows away? she seemed to be asking.
 

Tom took a deep breath and a step back as his eyes roamed up and down Andrea’s frame. He shook his head and smiled faintly. “Stunning,” he whispered. He was already devouring her with his gaze. When he held his hand out, Andrea put hers in it and allowed herself to be led inside.
 

This left Bridgit and I staring at each other in the doorway. A faint smile curled at one corner of her mouth. “Well?” she asked. “You just going to stand there?”
 

I muttered a “no, of course not,” as I crossed the threshold and tried to squeeze past Bridgit down the hall.
 

She was having none of it. Placing a hand behind my neck, she yanked me forward, mashing my mouth against hers and plunged her tongue into my mouth. She reached between my legs with her other hand, cupped my balls and gave them an almost painful squeeze.
 

Enough to make me grunt.
 

When she pulled away her red lipstick was a little smeared and she was wearing a far more wicked grin. “Ready for your big night, stud?” she asked wiping a thumb along her lips.
 

“I…I guess,” I muttered.
 

Bridgit leaned closer, her eyes studying mine. “Let’s get you a cocktail, handsome. You need to loosen up a little.”
 

My heart lurched as she took my hand and led me into the expansive living room. Mainly out of dread at what I would find there.
 

But Tom and Andrea were just talking by the balcony door, sipping cocktails.
 

This calmed me somewhat but I found it next to impossible to take my eyes off of Andrea. It was like falling in love with her all over again. Seeing her for the first time and being drawn in by the magic aura that seemed to follow her everywhere.
 

How had I lost that ability? How had I become blind to her charms?
 

“Hard to stop staring isn’t it?” Bridgit said next to me.
 

I turned to find her holding a tumbler half full of ice and whisky. Accepting it, I took a generous gulp before turning to stare at Andrea again. “Why?” I asked in a whisper.
 

Bridgit shook her head as she watched Tom and Andrea talking. “I got it, too. The first time I saw Tom with another woman, knowing he was going to be with her I thought I was going to explode. With jealousy and lust and emotions I couldn’t even name.”
 

I felt a certain connection with Bridgit as I turned to look at her in that moment. A sympathy at how she’d so perfectly described how I felt just then.
 

She smiled. The most pleasant smile I’d seen her give me yet. “That fades, though. The blade gets dull,” she mused, turning to look at her husband again. “You start having to do dirtier and dirtier things to catch the same buzz you’ve got going there now.”
 

I resisted scoffing at this. While my imagination was certainly capable of conjuring up far dirtier things, this behaviour was totally and completely over the line for Andrea. I had no idea why she was indulging this fantasy but I couldn’t see it going much farther than the Pollack’s apartment.
 

Tom appeared beside us, his arm around a rosy-cheeked Andrea’s waist.
 

It gripped my insides, how easy and comfortable she was around him. How naturally this seemed to come to her. I couldn’t remember there being a time when she’d been so comfortable around me.
 

Had there been? Or was my mind just playing tricks on me in the heat of the moment?
 

“Shall we eat something first?” Tom asked, smiling at me but directing the question at Bridgit.
 

Bridgit waved her martini glass wistfully through the air and gave Andrea a quick once over. “I don’t think so,” she said, scrunching her nose. “It might just kill lover boy over here if we wait any longer,” she said, jerking her thumb in my direction.
 

The three of them started chuckling together.
 

Which caused the next incision in my chest. How familiar Andrea seemed around them. Almost as if she’d spent more time around them than I had. As if they had a far better relationship with her than they did with me.
 

Her cruel teasing twisted through me. Could it be possible that she had been with Tom already? Or was she simply following Bridgit’s advice and heightening my tension with a made up story?
 

“Let’s go to the bedroom then,” Tom said, bringing his glass up and clinking it against mine. As he pulled Andrea with him, she let her gaze linger on mine. Her stare was electric. Her eyes had a fire in them I’d never seen.
 

My cock surged to life, drawing attention to the painful ache that had accumulated between my legs.
 

“Come on sweetheart,” Bridgit’s whisper tore me out of my paralysis. “Let’s hit the bedroom so you can watch your wife get fucked.”
 

That last word punched a hole in my chest. For a moment I didn’t think I’d ever be able to breathe again. I imagine the way I felt walking down that hall was what walking toward the gallows must feel like.
 

Stepping into their equally cavernous bedroom, I was greeted by the sight of Andrea and Tom locked in a kiss.
 

Other than the four post bed, the room was sparsely furnished. The view, however, was extraordinary. A massive wall of glass looked out on the sparkling lights of the city.
 

As breathtaking as it was, it was difficult to appreciate in my state. My eyes instantly returned to watching Tom’s kiss with Andrea.
 

He had one hand on the small of her back, the other behind her head. He was holding her body against his as his tongue plied her mouth in a dominant way. Her engagement ring hanging between her breasts glinted each time the light hit it.
 

Tom finally pulled away. He stared deep into Andrea’s eyes.
 

The way she returned that stare screwed my insides into an even tighter knot. I clenched my fists at seeing my wife look at another man that way. How long had it been since she’d gaze into my eyes that way?
 

“Easy, David.”
 

Hearing Bridgit say my name as well as feeling her light touch on my arm yanked me out of myself and back into the room.
 

“Just let it roll over you like a wave. When it’s passed you come up for air again. Understand?”
 

I nodded and turned my attention back toward Andrea and Tom. Bridgit was right. Jealousy rolled over me like a wave. In the deepest part of it it seemed like it would never pass. But when it did I could breathe again. And there was a fiery lust burning through me like I’d never felt.
 

Tom turned to me. “Do you want to undress your wife for me, David?” he asked. He lifted his scotch of the nightstand and took a sip.
 

It was an absurd question. Andrea turned to face me. One hip jutting out ever so slightly. Shoulders square. The pose daring me to answer “no” to Tom’s request. And something about the way she was looking at me pulled me in her direction.
 

Tom smiled, glad that I’d accepted the request.
 

When I came to stand in front of Andrea, my palms were sweating.
 

She leaned forward and kissed my lightly on the cheek. “It’s going to be okay,” she said softly.
 

The words took me to the other night. Our conversation about protection and how she’d said she was going to take Tom’s seed inside her body. As much as the thought excited me, this was real life. That was a dangerous game and Tom deserved to know. I turned to him. “She’s not…on anything.”
 

A slow smile spread across Tom’s lips as he turned to look at Andrea. “Of course. I’ll be careful,” he said.
 

The way he spoke the words stabbed right through me and the ache between my legs swelled. Because he had no intention of being careful. That much was clear. I was handing my wife over to possibly be bred by my boss.
 

This was crazy!
 

I was surely crazy! Wasn’t I?
 

Andrea turned her back to me and looked over her shoulder. “Help me with my dress?” she whispered.
 

And instead of telling them all that they were crazy, taking Andrea’s hand and dragging her home, I reached up with trembling hands and began to undo the zipper on the dress. I stared as the fabric widened exposing the soft and creamy flesh on her back in a “V.”
 

When the zipper was fully open she shrugged, causing the fabric to slip off her shoulders, slide down her beautiful body and pool on the floor as if a magician had just revealed his latest trick.
 

“Exquisite,” Tom said, his eyes raking down to her toes then back up and settling on her breasts.
 

“My bra, David?” Andrea asked.
 

Once again I had the chance to put a stop to it. To shake my head and tell them all enough was enough. But second David wasn’t just in the driver’s seat. He had his head thrown back and was laughing maniacally as the car plunged headfirst down a ravine, the bottom of which no one could see.
 

I wanted to know what was at the bottom of that damn ravine.
 

So I reached out – hands suddenly steadier, my head swimming slightly less too, it seemed – undid the clasp of Andrea’s black bra and let the straps fall apart.
 

Another shrug of her shoulders and that was on the floor, too.
 

Tom’s eyes widened as her breasts were revealed.
 

“I think I can get my underwear myself,” Andrea said, giggling as she wormed and wiggled her panties off.
 

I caught my breath at the hungry look Tom shot her as his eyes fell to her shaved peach.
 

“Go, David,” he said, unbuckling his belt. “Put her on the bed and get her ready for me.”
 

So I took Andrea’s hand and walked her slowly to the bed. I helped her sit to the sound of Tom removing his clothes behind me. Then, somehow knowing what he meant by “get her ready,” I sank to my knees.
 

Andrea seemed to know as well. Her thighs fell apart. She ran her fingers through my hair, then pulled me in toward her already wet slit.
 

There was no need to get her ready. She was as ready as she’d ever been. Thrilled, obviously, at the prospect of taking another man inside herself.
 

This drove what felt like a knife up into my ache. As I gazed into her eyes I couldn’t help but ask myself the question was she doing this for me? For us? Or was this for herself?
 

Bridgit’s hand on my shoulder startled me. “Come on, baby,” she whispered. “She’s good and ready as is. You just come with me.”
 

Her soft voice made me swing back under her spell again. So tender and yet so convincing. The way she helped me to my feet and led me away quietly changed everything.
 

The moment, the painful, questioning moment that had nearly blossomed for me at Andrea’s feet was gone. Now there was just Bridgit’s hand on my arm, patting it as she told me everything was going to be okay.
 

And as I looked at Andrea she, too, changed. From my partner, my wife, my life, my everything into an artifact. A fleshy doll that was about to indulge me in my sinful fantasy.
 

There was something…sinister about it. But I couldn’t put my finger on exactly what. All I could do was watch.
 






Chapter Thirteen

 


I watched from the couch Bridgit and I had settled down on. I watched as Tom exposed himself to Andrea.
 

For a man his age he was in remarkably good shape. His chest and abdomen still had definition. His arms weren’t huge but you could see muscle there. And his cock hung between his legs like a cudgel with a blunt head. As he strolled toward Andrea it slapped against his thighs.
 

I dug my nails into the arm of the couch.
 

Bridgit traced a line up my neck and into my hair with a finger. “Just let it roll over you. Pretty soon you’re going to be begging to see it again. Trust me.” Her other hand fell into my lap and unzipped my pants.
 

Tom came to a stop in front of Andrea.
 

She stared up into his eyes but I could feel where her gaze wanted to gravitate. She wanted to look at his cock. She wanted to stare at the shape of his tool in wide-eyed wonder. It had been a long time since she’d been with another man.
 

The memory of her teasing shook through me. Had she been with him already? Was that why she was able to resist looking at his meat?
 

“What is it sunshine?” Bridgit purred beside me. “You’re awfully stiff.” She giggled at this. “And not in a good way.”
 

In that moment she seemed like my only confidant. My only friend. I turned to face her. “Have they done this already?”
 

The way she furrowed her brow in puzzlement seemed genuine. “What?”
 

“Has Andrea already been with him?” It came out sounding far more desperate and pleading than I’d meant. I didn’t even know if I wanted to know the answer. “Or…no. Don’t tell me.” I shook my head and looked away. If the answer wasn’t the one I wanted to hear I felt like my whole world would shatter. Better to live in ignorance. At least for now.
 

“David,” Bridgit said.
 

I turned to look at her again.
 

“Get out of your head. You’re going to break something in there. Just sit back and relax. Enjoy. This doesn’t change anything between you and Andrea.”
 

Time slowed as I contemplated what she’d said. “What?” I said, my voice tight, my eyes darting to look at Bridgit.
 

She shook her head. “It’s just sex, David. It’s like drugs. It’s only bad for you if you’re trying to live a perfect life. Trying to follow rules someone made up that don’t mean anything. Forget the rules. They don’t matter. Instead of worrying about if what you’re feeling is right or wrong just let yourself feel.”
 

It was like watching the sun come out after a summer storm. Suddenly I felt so light and free. It was crazy but something clicked and what Bridgit had said made sense in a way I never would have believed before that moment.
 

There was Andrea, naked and wet, ready to receive Tom inside herself. There was Tom, towering over her, his cock in his hand as he rubbed it awake. And here I was my body shaking like an earthquake watching it all happen.
 

I took a deep breath and just let myself feel.
 

And it felt amazing.
 

“Get on your knees you beautiful creature,” Tom ordered Andrea.
 

Without flinching she sank to her knees before him.
 

“Take my cock inside your mouth,” he ordered.
 

Her lips parted. She slurped the half-stiff thing into her mouth.
 

Bridgit reached into my shorts and found my throbbing cock. She eased it out past my pants. The head of it was an angry red. She caressed it with her fingers causing clear pre-cum to ooze out the tip.
 

My whole body thrummed with excitement.
 

Andrea’s cheeks hollowed as she pulled on Tom’s meat, hardening it. After a few long sucks she had to rise to meet it’s diagonal salute to her softness.
 

My chest tightened when Tom put two hands on her head and stepped forward, thrusting his cock deep into her throat until his sack settled against her chin. “Take it. Take all of my cock,” he said, closing his eyes and savouring the sweet wet tightness.
 

Andrea took it.
 

She took it like a professional porn star. She took it with wide lips and a throat whose muscles clutched around the head of Tom’s cock, massaging it.
 

When Tom finally stepped back his cock flew out of Andrea’s mouth. A glob of bile went flying through the air to land on the carpet. Another strand of it clung to her lips until it became heavy enough that it dripped onto her tit.
 

Her mouth hung open as she gulped in air.
 

And again the wave of anguish came. Surely she had done this before. How could she not have? She seemed…prepared that he would enter her that way. I’d certainly never taken her in the mouth so aggressively.
 

Bridgit’s words dragged me back down to earth and kept me from spinning away.
 

Just let yourself feel.
 

“Up,” Tom commanded, nodding his head slightly.
 

Andrea scrambled to her feet. Her eyes were locked with his.
 

Tom touched her chin, tilted his head and kissed her on the lips. “Now get on your back,” he said after pulling away.
 

Andrea sat down. She seemed as calm as I’d ever seen her. As if she were utterly unmoved by the whole thing.
 

Easy. Just feel it.
 

I got out of my head and my mind drifted down between my legs. Down to where Bridgit had been stroking my softly with just the tips of her fingers. Down to where the ache was like a champagne bottle ready to pop open. The foil and cage removed, the cork slowly working up through the neck from the pressure.
 

The way Andrea’s legs fell open in front of Tom brought tears to my eyes. To see her perfect, unshaven flower split and slick spill out and to know it was for him tightened a delicious anguish inside me.
 

“Are you ready to take my cock?” Tom whispered, staring into her eyes as he crawled between her legs, hips cocked and ready, stiff flesh wagging at her entrance.
 

What happened next nearly made me weep.
 

Andrea didn’t smile and nod. She didn’t whisper a sultry “yes,” or answer his question in any sort of sexy way. Instead I saw a single tear roll from her eye and down her cheek. Her lips began to tremble as she struggled to form the word. “Yes,” she finally said.
 

My heart swelled inside my chest. Because this was an Andrea I’d never known or seen. This was a vulnerable Andrea that had existed only before we’d met. I imagined this was what she must have looked like during her first sexual experience. Shy and more than a bit scared.
 

Tom wiped the trail of her tear off her cheek with his thumb. “Don’t worry,” he said. “Everything’s going to be okay.” And before he’d finished speaking, he speared her with his flesh.
 

Her eyes widened and her mouth fell open. She reached up and clutched the back of his neck as he drove his cock up, up, up inside her cunt. Up until his balls slapped against her ass the way they’d fallen on her chin.
 

He held himself there, regarding her with a stern gaze as she trembled beneath him.
 

Andrea just quivered and held his stare, her feet in the air, swaying gently.
 

My cock was bouncing in my lap. Bridgit’s touches had turned to the occasional graze with her nails. Out of the corner of my eye I saw her staring at the creamy fluid seeping from the tiny eyelet at the head of my cock, smiling lecherously.
 

“Do you like that Andrea?” Tom asked. “Do you like letting your husband watch you be a whore. An easy woman who’ll spread her legs for anyone?”
 

The words made her shudder but she nodded quickly.
 

“Say it,” he commanded.
 

“What?” Andrea asked.
 

“Tell your husband you’re a whore.”
 

She turned to me. Our eyes met. Hers widened at seeing Bridgit manually stimulating my erection. “I’m a whore,” she whispered.
 

Tom jabbed his cock deeper into her, regaining her attention. “Tell him you’re an easy woman. That you’ll spread your legs for anyone.”
 

Once again her eyes fell to me.
 

I was teetering on the very brink of a titanic emission.
 

“I’m…I’m…I’m…” she stammered, unable to push it out.
 

“Say it,” Tom ordered through clenched teeth, thrusting up into her again.
 

“I’m…easy.” Her eyes rolled back into her head.
 

Something stabbed me in the gut as I watched the exchange. It was almost as if Tom were hypnotizing her with his thrusting cock, training her with pleasure to not just say these filthy things but to really believe them.
 

A silence settled on the room. Interrupted only by the soft squishing of Andrea’s pussy clenching on Tom’s cock as she came.
 

Bridgit swiped her middle finger up the underside of my shaft.
 

Pop!
 

The top came off. The cork went flying through the room. A gush of ejaculate came bubbling out of the swollen head of my cock, running over and spilling into my lap.
 

The ruined orgasm nearly tore me in two.
 






Chapter Fourteen

 


“You’re not mad, are you David?” Bridgit asked with a chuckle.
 

I was breathing heavily, the remains of my load still seeping from me as I stared at Tom and Andrea on the bed.
 

He had started thrusting into her, still staring at her in that dominant way.
 

Her head had fallen to one side and now we were staring at each other again. The connection between us was incredible. What I’d thought might break under the pressure of sharing her seemed only to have grown stronger because of it. It’s difficult to explain but I felt closer to her in that moment than I ever had in our whole relationship.
 

Watching her body rocking back and forth as Tom sawed his muscle in and out of her slit was hypnotic for me, too.
 

I reached for my cock, desperate to recapture the orgasm Bridgit had denied me.
 

She swatted my hand away. “No way, mister,” she said. “No fair. You’re my toy for the evening.”
 

It was the first time I’d heard her put it that way. The realization that that was what we were to them was a little jarring. It quickly turned into something erotic, however. Thinking of how they’d groomed us, how they’d both seduced us and brought us to this moment.
 

It was kind of romantic for them, really. Sort of sweet that they shared the same hobby, as dirty a hobby as it might be.
 

The feeling of Bridgit’s warm palm wrapping around my half-flaccid member had me up and rigid again in no time. I glanced toward the bed as Bridgit began stroking me again. I grimaced and groaned as another climax began to build between my legs.
 

“Look at me,” Tom ordered Andrea.
 

She did. She looked up at him, straight into his eyes, her mouth parted slightly in that way men like to see when they come.
 

Tom grabbed her thighs and spread them wider. His thrusts intensified. He clenched his jaw as he powered into her tight pussy.
 

Andrea’s mouth fell open wider. She glanced down at his cock stabbing into her sex, then quickly back up at him.
 

Tom was staring at her with a feverish intensity. “I’m going to seed your pussy now,” he said, stretching her legs wider still.
 

My eyes popped wide open. I turned to Bridgit who was watching them fuck, smiling and biting her lower lip. “He can’t,” I whispered. “She’s not…she’s not protected.”
 

Bridgit looked at me, pouting and tilted her head to one side. Her grip on my cock tightened. “Oh, David,” she said. “I’m sure it’ll be just fine.”
 

Shaking my head I turned to look at Tom and Andrea again. Her legs were splayed open as wide as they would go. My cock jumped at the way she was accepting him inside herself. Receiving him and not saying a single thing to keep him from coming. I felt cum begin to churn at the base of my shaft. It bubbled up, threatening to spill, my body tensing in anticipation of the climax. This was the most dangerous thing I’d ever seen Andrea do and it was staggeringly arousing.
 

Bridgit let go of her choking grip on my muscle.
 

“Ah!” I moaned, reaching out to grab myself and finish the job.
 

The way she swatted my hand this time was anything but playful. “Stop that!” she snapped. “Can’t you learn your lesson?”
 

I turned to see her glaring at me. What the fuck?
 

“I decide if you come or not.” Her gaze was, well, frightening.
 

“Okay, Bridgit. Okay,” I whispered. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Tom’s lips tighten into a line.
 

“I’m going to seed your pussy now,” he repeated.
 

I turned to look.
 

Andrea’s expression betrayed that she was past the point of resistance or caring. She was a feral animal that cared about nothing but pleasure in that moment. Her eyes darted up and down from her pussy to Tom’s cock disappearing inside her and back to her cunt again. After a few moments she stared up at him and whispered “I want it. I want you to seed my pussy.”
 

A choked gurgle welled up through my throat.
 

Bridgit gripped my cock and gave it a stern stroke.
 

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I could believe even less how aroused it was making me. My wife with her legs spread for this man, telling him she wanted him to seed her pussy?
 

Tom closed his eyes and grimaced. His thrusting slowed.
 

For me, time seemed to stop. My eyes fell to the center of their bodies. To the appendage connecting Tom to Andrea. The sleeve of muscle that was in that moment flooding with Tom’s genetic material in preparation for delivering it into Andrea’s belly.
 

“No…” I whispered. But the word was just a reflex. A shadow of the man I’d been, the one that still cared about vows and boundaries and taboo. It was David One talking. That wasn’t me anymore.
 

David Two was screaming “yes!!!” at the top of his lungs.
 

The muscle flexed.
 

Andrea sucked in a breath. Her eyes dropped as she unfolded her legs even wider and gazed at organ stuffed inside her. Her eyes widened as the root flexed. She shuddered, her toes pointing curling as another, obviously more tender, orgasm gripped her.
 

“Look at him coming inside her, David,” Bridgit whispered next to my hear. Still pumping.
 

I was nearly there.
 

“If it takes she’ll get pregnant.” A lusty chuckle burbled from her throat. “Wouldn’t that be something, David? Raising your boss’s baby?” Her grip relaxed.
 

It tipped me over the edge. Staring at Tom’s cock throbbing inside my wife’s bare pussy, a gush of hot cum erupted from the head of my cock as a climax shook through me.
 

Bridgit was merciful and finished me with her hand this time. She stared as pulse after pulse of my creamy spunk spilled over her fingers and ran down to her wrist.
 

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Tom’s cock flexing inside Andrea. It seemed to last forever. Each stiffening would drive me to another peak of pleasure. Just as I thought it was over he pulled his cock from Andrea’s entrance, circled a finger and thumb around the ridge and stroked himself quickly.
 

Three more lashes of sperm flew from him and landed on Andrea’s belly. As if he were marking her as his or something.
 

She couldn’t stop staring at it.
 

As my orgasm ebbed the reality of what had just happened rumbled through me.
 

Bridgit let my cock sag, reached up and smeared the semen on her hand across my cheek. Like she owned me or something.
 

Tom rose from the bed, his cock also deflating. He took a deep breath, his eyes focused on the cunt he’d just pilfered. He smiled faintly as a trickle of his deposit began to ooze out of Andrea. Then he turned to look at me. “You can have your wife back,” he said. “Why don’t you have her next? We can make it a little competition. See whose swimmers are fastest?” He broke into a hearty chuckle, crossed the room and offered Bridgit his hand.
 

“If you’ll excuse me,” she purred, taking it and letting him help her stand. “Nothing makes me hotter than watching Tom fuck a fresh pussy. We have some, ahem, business we need to attend to.”
 

With that Tom whisked her from the room. Somewhere in the distance another door closed.
 

I didn’t care. I hadn’t looked at either of them as they’d been speaking. All of my attention was focused completely on the rivulet of Tom’s seed running out of Andrea’s sex.
 

I stood up on shaky legs and crossed the room.
 

The motion caught Andrea’s attention. For the first time since Tom had drawn her pulled his little hypnosis trick did she look at me again.
 

Staggering up to the bed, I fell to my knees and locked eyes with Andrea.
 

Her gaze darted between mine and her pussy. “David,” she whispered. “He put his cum into me. He left it in me, David. So much of it. I can feel it churning in there.”
 

The lascivious description enraged me and hardened me again. I scrambled onto the bed and pressed Andrea down onto her back with a hand on her shoulder. My face was burning red, my cock a pillar of hard flesh, my body ready for the challenge of staking my claim to Andrea.
 

Pointing it at her pussy, I thrust into her groaning as I sank into the puddle of warm goo inside there. Tom’s emission came squashing and squirting out between us. I stabbed at her furiously, Bridgit’s words echoing over and over in my mind.
 

If it takes she’ll get pregnant.
 

I groaned at the vision of Andrea sitting on the bed, hands on her growing belly, smiling at me and asking “do you think it’s Tom’s?”
 

“Yes, David. Yes! Fuck it into me! Fuck your cum into me!”
 

Her voice tore me from the lurid dream. I looked down to see her giving me the same intense and lusty snarl she’d given Tom.
 

“Fuck me so hard I get pregnant, David. You can do it. You can fuck me better than Tom did!”
 

It all swirled together into the most confusing arousal I’d ever experienced. Feeling my prick burrowing into my freshly fucked wife as she begged me to compete for her body with the man I’d just watched her have sex with. Another earth-shattering climax shook me as my cock began it’s dance inside her belly.
 

But in the background, hovering over the intense waves of hot pleasure, loomed an ominous question. How many times had I ejaculated already? How much sperm had I spilled over myself and Bridgit’s hand? There was only so much the body could produce, after all. Even if I was coming inside Andrea, was there anything left to compete with Tom’s emission?
 

It sharpened my pleasure as much as it tainted it.
 






Chapter Fifteen

 


Thankfully the Pollack’s weren’t interested in dinner.
 

After Andrea and I had donned our clothes and shuffled red-faced into the hallway, Tom emerged from one of the other rooms, closing the door behind him. His phallus was still awake and alert, swinging from side to side as he walked.
 

It was next to impossible not to look at it.
 

He smiled politely at us as he approached. “Andrea, Tom,” he said, glancing at each of us as if he were starting a business meeting with new associates. “Bridgit’s worked herself up into quite a heat. I’m afraid we’ll have to rain check on dinner. I’ve got my work cut out for me this evening.”
 

A great wave of relief swept over me. I was still reeling from what we’d just been through. I couldn’t imagine having to sit through dinner, too.
 

We were nearly out the door when Tom spoke again. “I’ll see you at work on Monday, David. And Andrea? I’ll see you next weekend. Let’s make it Friday night this time. You two show such promise. I have great plans for you.”
 

I glanced back at him, unable to believe he could be serious in what he was saying. How could he be so casual about all of this?
 

Tom merely flashed a managerial smile, spun around and disappeared back into the bedroom.
 

Andrea and I rode home in a cab in silence. I lost in my thoughts and staring out one window, she doing the same out the other.
 

When we walked through the front door we didn’t fall into each other’s arms or burst into tears or hug tightly. Nothing dramatic happened.
 

We stood in the darkened hallway, both staring toward the kitchen, our shoulders slumped forward, dull expressions on our faces unable to break out of the trance Tom had put us in. It was me who finally turned toward Andrea and put a hand on her shoulder to make her look at me.
 

She seemed to glow in that darkness. And despite Bridgit’s reassurance something had changed between us. I could see it. I could smell it. I could fucking taste it. The space between us was electric.
 

“You let him come in your pussy,” I whispered.
 

Andrea nodded. “He’s still in there. I can feel him.”
 

The words sent voltage through me.
 

Andrea’s eyes narrowed. “You have…there’s something on your face.” She brushed a finger against my cheek. Against the spot Bridgit had marked me with my own ejaculate. “What is it?” Andrea whispered.
 

My cheeks heated. I’m not sure why. After everything that had happened, who cared? “Bridgit…when I came…she rubbed it off her hand onto my face,” I admitted.
 

Andrea’s eyes opened a little wider. It was as if someone had breathed life into them. A second wind. She touched two fingers to her lips. Then she reached out and pressed her thumb against my lips. “Take it,” she whispered. “Take it into your mouth.”
 

The air began to sizzle.
 

I parted my lips and let her slip her thumb into my mouth, then closed my eyes. It felt good to touch her. It felt like us again.
 

“Get down.”
 

There was nothing menacing about the way she said it. It was ordinary. Like she was asking me to pass the salt.
 

I opened my eyes. 
 

Her expression was soft and kind. “Get down,” she repeated. “On your knees.”
 

And then some invisible hand seemed to settle on my shoulder and begin to weigh on me, pressing me toward the ground until my legs couldn’t take the strain. I lowered myself onto my knees in front of her, staring up at her almost beatific expression.
 

A smile fluttered across her lips before disappearing into the darkness. She pulled her thumb out of my mouth, grabbed the hem of her dress and lifted it. With her other hand she reached between her legs.
 

The dank scent of stale sex, pussy juice and semen wafted out. Something squished.
 

I gazed at her hand as it reappeared covered in still warm yellowish cum. And somehow I knew. I knew what she was about to do. I knew it was the way it had to be even if I didn’t know why. I closed my eyes to receive the offering.
 

She mashed her fingers against my face. Against my clean cheek, soiling it with seed. Cum dribbled down and clung to my chin for a few moments before dripping onto my neck.
 

Andrea rubbed her hand in circles, working the mess into my skin.
 

I opened my eyes just as she stepped back. She was smiling and admiring her handiwork. She bit her lip. “There. Now they’re even.”
 

The peace her words brought unsettled me.
 

She took me by the hand and led me toward the stairs. As she mounted them I followed, staring at her ass swaying in front of my face. She let go of my hand as she stepped into the bedroom. Grabbing both sides of her dress, she pulled it over her head and turned just as her legs touched the bed. Locking me in a lusty stare she let herself fall back onto the bed. She lifted her feet and set her heels wide apart, hooked on the edge of the bed, exposing her freshly creamed rose.
 

It shocked and paralyzed me, seeing the way her tender folds had been desecrated by Tom’s filthy seed. They were so pink and perfect and symmetrical and his semen was an ugly mess oozing out of them. The juxtaposition could not have been more alluring. Nor could the thought that it was swimming inside Andrea’s unprotected pussy hunting for a place to root have been more jarring.
 

I managed to tear my eyes away from her core to find her staring down at the spot between her legs. She glanced up. “It’s disgusting, isn’t it?” she asked. “That I let another man fuck his cum into me. Aren’t you disgusted with me?”
 

It was not a taunt. I don’t know how I knew this but I did. It wasn’t meant to demean or humiliate me. It was more of an opening. An invitation to delve deeper into the dirty game we’d let ourselves be dragged into.
 

I couldn’t resist falling to my knees, placing my hands on her thighs and spreading them apart. Another trickle of Tom emerged, running down her perineum and sticking to her ass hole.
 

Andrea reached out and tugged my tie off. Then she began to unbutton my shirt.
 

We stared at each other as she removed my clothes. Silent but connected by the moment, by how lewd it was and how exciting it was that we were discovering this new thing together.
 

As she tugged my belt apart and pulled my pants down my cock sprang out and nearly twanged from how stiff it was.
 

Andrea reached down and gripped it.
 

The feeling of her soft hand back on it sent an indescribable burst of pleasure up from my groin into my brain.
 

“Come on, David,” she whispered. “Come into me. I want to feel you inside me again. I want to feel you come inside me.”
 

Obviously not an offer I could resist. It was a little gross thinking that Tom was still in there, but it added heat somehow, too. I climbed up onto the bed, took my cock in hand and pointed it at her pussy as she fell onto her back and spread her legs. 
 

Her heels fell softly on my thighs. “Put it in me,” she said.
 

Flexing my ass I fell forward, spearing her with my prick. This displaced another glob of Tom and it oozed out around my cock, coating the root of my shaft. I looked up and into Andrea’s eyes again.
 

“Oh my God, David,” she whispered with a shudder. “It’s so dirty.”
 

I gazed down at myself, now fully inside her, and nodded. “You could be…” I whispered, but found myself unable to finish the sentence. The idea that something might already be growing inside her caused me to flex again.
 

“Say it. Say it, David.”
 

I shook my head. Could I? How real would that make it? Even if it were just a possibility, could I really live with not knowing? What if she was pregnant? After all we’d had sex while she was unprotected on a few occasions. Maybe I’d gotten to her first?
 

“David,” she said, touching my chin to make me look into her eyes. “Say it.” She started rocking back and forth with her hips, her clit grinding against the base of my shaft. The muscles inside her pussy started squeezing, milking me for my own gift.
 

I opened my mouth and kissed her on the lips.
 

Her hand settled on the back of my head, then drifted down to my neck.
 

Waves of hot pleasure pulsed up from my cock, soaking my brain and letting me let go of myself for long enough to do what she was asking. I pulled away from the kiss.
 

Andrea touched my forehead with hers. “Say it,” she said, her voice barely a breath.
 

“You could be pregnant.”
 

She drew in a sharp breath. Her pussy clamped down on my cock. Our bodies went still save for my cock lurching inside her, her sex suckling at it to draw out seed. Time seemed to stand still. We disappeared inside ourselves.
 

A low grunt signalling the end of my emission dragged us from nirvana back into the room. I was inside her again. My cock was inside her, flagging but still flopping, spitting out the last flecks of what it had to offer. My contribution to the mess.
 

She didn’t let go of my neck. She kept her hand there and pulled me lower until I was lying on top of her. She pulled my mouth to hers and we kissed. A deep, romantic kiss, like the ones we’d shared when we first met.
 

When I finally fell out of her she rolled me off and to the side but kept her arms around me until I fell asleep.
 






Chapter Sixteen

 


Tom was waiting in my office for me on Monday morning. Smiling and tossing a football up in the air, his feet up on my desk.
 

It startled me to find him there. I’d been lost in my thoughts since Saturday night. Andrea and I had barely said anything to each other all of Sunday. It hadn’t even felt that strange. We curled up on the couch together and binge-watched some episodes together. It was like we just didn’t want to even deal with what had happened.
 

Monday morning I powered through the cube-farm with my head down hoping no one would say hello. I planned to lay as low as possible all week. “T-Tom,” I stammered, still standing in the doorway.
 

Tom’s smile widened. He lifted two fingers and wagged them toward himself. “Why don’t you step in, David? Close the door behind you, will you?”
 

“Uh…sure.” It felt odd being invited into my own office. Odder still was the memory that just over twenty-four hours ago, Tom’s cock had been hurling cum against the walls of my wife’s unprotected pussy. I closed the door and leaned back against it, computer bag still on my shoulder.
 

“Did you enjoy yourself on Saturday?” he asked.
 

I coughed to clear the awkwardness that had tightened my throat. “I…uh…sure. Sure I did,” I muttered, my eyes falling to the floor for a moment before I managed to flash Tom a weak smile.
 

“I’m sorry, I’m in your seat,” he said, standing up.
 

“No, no, it’s fine,” I replied, waving at him to sit back down.
 

“Not at all, David. A man’s office is like his home. It’s his castle. You’re king here,” he said, waving at me to take a seat.
 

It eased the tension in the room. At least for me. Tom didn’t seem the least bit perturbed by any of this. I did as he asked and sat down in my chair.
 

Tom sat across from me. He leaned back and pressed his fingertips together, smiling at me. “Your wife is a hell of a lay.”
 

A tightness gripped my stomach. What the hell do you say to a man who can say that to you and mean it? I managed another weak smile.
 

Tom leaned forward and put his elbows on the desk. “David I don’t want this to cause any friction between us.”
 

“No, me neither,” I replied, a little too quickly.
 

Tom smiled at my eagerness. “I think you’ll find that as things progress you’ll get more used to all of this. It’ll feel less…foreign.”
 

Progress?
 

I couldn’t help but fixate on the idea that Tom had some sort of progression in mind for our little…whatever this was.
 

“Bridgit and I were talking after you two left. She’s got a real soft spot for you, David, I have to tell you that.”
 

I was oddly warmed by that. Somehow it dulled the edge of the memory of Tom fucking Andrea.
 

“She was hoping that you two would be available this weekend again. She wanted to give Andrea a special…present, of sorts,” Tom said, chuckling.
 

“What sort of present?” I asked.
 

Tom shook his head, still smiling slightly. “Oh I think it would be nice for both of you if it stayed a surprise.” There was a certain amount of mischief to the way he said it. A twinkle in his eye. “I’ll tell you this, though. If you enjoyed this past Saturday then next one is going to knock your socks off, David.” He swung a fist to illustrate my socks being knocked off.
 

I knew right away that it wasn’t an offer I was going to refuse. The intrigue of what could possibly be more intense than what I’d let him do to Andrea had already wormed it’s way into me and planted a steadily growing curiosity.
 

It wound it’s way through my mind until eventually it twisted around the memory of Andrea’s teasing, and of the question I’d asked Bridgit that had gone unanswered.
 

Had Andrea been with him more than once?
 

How could she have possibly gone from slightly uptight wife to lusty slut in such a short time? It seemed implausible. Was there something else at play here?
 

And then there was the absurd interaction with Tom and Bridgit in the very office I was sitting in. When he took a picture with his phone. I wondered what the hell that had been about.
 

“You seem troubled,” Tom said, setting his football on my desk. “Is everything okay?”
 

What to say?
 

Gee, Tom, I was just wondering if I’m being taken for a ride here is all. If you and the missus are actually leading me down the garden path with your perverted little game?
 

I shook my head instead. “It’s just all a bit much,” I muttered.
 

Tom reassured me with a smile. “I remember those times well,” he mused.
 

“Which times were those?” I asked.
 

“The first few times I shared Bridgit. Those were heady days,” he said, eyes wandering toward the window as he remembered past depravities. “Hard to get a rush like that anymore,” he said, drifting back into the room with me. “You remember this, David. Enjoy every second of it. There’s nothing like the feeling of that first thrill.”
 

It was strange advice from a man who had, equally strangely, turned from a business to a sexual mentor.
 

But I was growing more comfortable with Tom. Comfortable enough that I felt like I could ask a few questions, if I could bring myself to utter them. “Tom?”
 

“Yes?” he asked, eyebrows raised.
 

“Do you…do you ever worry? That, I don’t know, that maybe letting Bridgit do things with other guys might…she might get used to it or something? Maybe prefer it over you?” It was a worry that had only coalesced in the last few days but had taken up quite a prominent space in my brain.
 

Tom smiled again. “Wouldn’t be any fun if I didn’t,” he said with a conspiratorial wink.
 

“It wouldn’t?”
 

“That’s part of the thrill, isn’t it David? Dangling your wife over the precipice and seeing if you’re strong enough to hold on. Or if you’ll let go and send her careening into the arms of another man. Gravity only works one way.” He leaned forward over the desk. “So you better hang on as tight as you can.”
 

It was a somewhat enigmatic but completely terrifying way to end our conversation. Tom stamped the desk with his football, stood up, spun around and was gone.
 

It was some way to start a Monday.
 



***

 


When I got home that evening Andrea was chopping vegetables and humming to the Mozart playing on the radio. She didn’t hear me come in the door and so I stood in the dark hallway staring at her.
 

She looked more beautiful than ever. She must have washed and styled her hair because it bounced pleasantly around her shoulders as she moved. She was wearing a black dress that came down to just above her knees. A strange outfit for her on a Monday evening.
 

My cock began to rise at the memory of her coupling with Tom. Then my mind began to dart to each strange feature of this Monday evening.
 

Andrea’s dress. She normally wore sweats when I came home. Why the dress? Had she been out?
 

Andrea chopping vegetables. This was Monday. We usually had leftover roast on Mondays maybe with a salad. But no, she was cooking something. What was she cooking up? And why?
 

The strange conversation with Tom in my office that morning. I could have asked him. I could have worked up the courage to ask if there was something going on behind my back. Told him that none of this fit the way I felt it should. Told him that something was…off.
 

My cock got harder as I began to imagine Andrea cheating on me with Tom. Adrenaline flared through me. Because that would be terrible. That would be completely out of control. Out of my control. Not like this. This was still…safe, in some way. Or was it?
 

Andrea looked up. Our eyes met for a split second before her mouth fell open and she screamed. The chef’s knife she was holding fell to the tile floor with a clatter.
 

This yanked me violently out of my nightmarish fantasy. I dropped my computer bag and stepped into the light.
 

Andrea pressed a hand against her chest. Her head fell back and she stared at the ceiling, catching her breath. “Oh my God, David, you gave me a scare. What the hell were you doing standing around in the darkness like that?” she asked, lowering her eyes to look at me again.
 

“I’m sorry,” I said, putting my hands up by way of apology. I stepped around the table and put my hands around her to hug her.
 

She sighed and leaned her head against my chest.
 

I kissed her on the head. A glint of light from the floor caught my eye. It was one of the pot lights under the covers reflected by the knife. It bothered me for some reason, that knife lying so close to us there. I kicked it away with my shoe.
 

Andrea stirred. She looked up and into my eyes. “Seriously. That was creepy. How about you never do that again?” she asked, then smiled. “Let me go. I’ve got to get these vegetables into a frying pan.” She pulled away.
 

I let her go then watched her busy herself around the kitchen as I let my nightmare filter in again. “What’s with the dress?” I asked, watching her face like a hawk for her reaction.
 

“You like it?” she asked, smiling. “I thought it would take the edge off of Mondays if I dressed up.”
 

I smiled at this. “What’s with the cooking? Aren’t we having leftovers? There’s still some roast from last night.”
 

Andrea shot me a funny look. “I thought something fresh would be more fun. What’s wrong with you? You seem strange.”
 

My cock was rock-solid. I could hear each time my heart beat in my chest. It provoked a need inside me, to assert myself, to lay claim to what was mine, to tighten my grip on my wife so she didn’t go tumbling off the cliff. I stepped forward and turned off the burner, grabbing the bowl of chopped vegetables before she could throw them into the pan.
 

“What are you doing?” Andrea asked, looking puzzled. “Those are ready to go I just have to…”
 

I stared into her eyes.
 

Her lighthearted expression changed to concern. “David? Are you okay?” she asked. “What’s going on?”
 

Now suddenly I needed to know. I needed to know if she had cheated or if we were really in this together. It was that, not knowing, which I think I found most terrifying. The thought that something might be happening behind my back was going to tear me apart unless I knew the truth. “Andrea,” I said, trying to loosen the muscles in my jaw. “I need to know what’s really going on here.”
 

She shook her head. “What’s really going on here?” she asked, puzzled.
 

“You. And Tom. And Bridgit. It’s all…it seems so…you’re so comfortable around them. And you…you just let him do that to you.” I grabbed her by the arm and gave her a slight shake. 
 

This shocked her. It wasn’t violent but I’d never laid a hand on her that way before.
 

I didn’t care. This feeling was going to eat me alive. I needed her to understand that. “I need to know. Have you…did you do something with Tom? I won’t be mad I swear. I just need to know.”
 

It took a few moments for her face to relax again. “David,” she said quietly. “Of course I did something with Tom.”
 

The admission jabbed straight into my gut.
 

“You watched me do it on Saturday, remember?” Her smile returned.
 

I squeezed her arm again. “No. No. I need to know. I need you to tell me. That wasn’t you on Saturday. You’re not like that, Andrea. You’re not…easy that way. You just…you just let him fuck you.”
 

Her smile twisted into something stranger. Something less accepting of what I was saying. “David you wanted me to do that. Remember? You asked me to. That’s what we agreed to. That you were calling the shots. That it wouldn’t work any other way.”
 

I shook my head. “I know. I know. But…look, please. Just tell me. Just tell me the truth. Did they put you up to this? Did they get to you somehow?”
 

“Get to me?” she said, scowling. “David you’re being crazy. This is…you’re going a little over the top here.”
 

My frustration began to boil over. Because now that the idea had been introduced to me, now that the seed of doubt had been planted about the possibility of Andrea’s infidelity, it was growing like a fucking weed. And was there anything she could say that wouldn’t just chop off the head but that would tear it out by the roots?
 

“Oh I get it,” she purred. Her smile had returned. Which gave me the distinct impression that she didn’t get it at all, how serious this was. “Well guess what, David,” she said, “I have another little Monday surprise for you.” She turned around slowly and lifted up the dress.
 

No. No, no. This was not good. Even as David Two took his hat off and swung it wildly in the air he seemed to shake his head.
 

You’ll never know, pal. May as well get used to it.
 

My cock stiffened at the sight of Andrea exposing her soft and creamy ass. 
 

She wagged it right there in the kitchen. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. Another thing Andrea wouldn’t do. She’d just never been this sexual.
 

I looked up and into her eyes again.
 

“I was going to save this until dinner but who says we only have to do it once?” she said, her ass still swaying. “I can tell you all about how Tom fucked me. I mean the other time he fucked me. When you weren’t there.”
 

I almost screamed in frustration. But it wouldn’t have been any use. Andrea seemed to be enjoying this almost as much as she’d enjoyed Tom fucking her on Saturday. Toying with me, teasing and taunting me. It seemed to delight her.
 

Tom said to hang on tight. Or else she might slip away from me and fall. He hadn’t said anything about what would happen if she dragged me down with her. My arousal was so powerful that I didn’t know if we could ever have a normal marriage again.
 

I hauled my cock out of my pants.
 

Andrea’s eyes opened wider in delight at how hard I was. “Come on, David. Put it in me right here. In the kitchen.”
 

Anger and lust twisted together inside me. Stepping forward I grabbed Andrea by the shoulder and pressed her face and chest against the counter.
 

She gasped.
 

Guiding my cock to her cunt, I ran the head along her slit until it was wet with her slick. Then I lunged forward and impaled myself inside her with a merciless jab.
 

She sucked in a breath and raked her fingernails across the counter. “Holy fuck,” she whispered. “Something really has gotten into you.”
 

Holding her down I fucked her pussy hard, imagining Tom bending her over that very same counter and doing exactly the same thing.
 

She must have liked it because it only took a few minutes before she started mewling. Her cunt clamped down on me and she came with a violent shudder.
 

I flooded her channel with seed. The furious orgasm passed quickly. Before I knew it I was staggering back, falling out of her and supporting myself on the back of a chair.
 

Andrea lingered in that position. Perhaps to let me watch as the hole I’d filled closed up. Then she stood up and straightened the front of her dress. She reached forward and turned the burner back on and picked up the bowl of vegetables for stir fry.
 

Still staring at her smooth legs, I saw a drizzle of my essence ooze down her leg, past her knee.
 

Andrea turned and smiled. “So?” she asked. “How was your day?”
 






Chapter Seventeen

 


And so that’s how each day went, minus the conversation with Tom. Each morning I woke, my head was clearer. I was able to focus at work and actually get some work done. This was mostly due to the fact that every night when I got home, Andrea was waiting for me, ready to submit to my needs.
 

Wondering whether she and Tom had engaged in any illicit extra-marital activities on their own still haunted me. David One, wherever he was locked up in my mind, still wrung his hands about it. But David Two used the dark question to sharpen pleasure, contemplating it on the brink of an orgasm to intensify the convulsions of my cock.
 

And Andrea played right along. It was almost too good to be true. As if she’d turned into a sex doll or a bimbo. Her submission was intoxicating.
 

So much so that by the time Saturday evening arrived I was drunk on lust and the dozens of couplings she’d allowed me that week. She graced me with another one that afternoon, before we started getting ready to go to the Pollack’s penthouse.
 

It was different because this time wasn’t like the others. When I tried to put her on her knees so I could fuck her from behind and stare at her puckering ass hole, she rolled over onto her back and spread her legs for me instead. She welcomed me with gentle arms and closed her eyes and sighed as she took me inside herself.
 

It was much more romantic sex than what we’d had the rest of the week. She opened her eyes and eyed me tenderly. “I want you to know I love you, David. No matter what happens I’ll always love you. Okay?”
 

The sentiment shook me, my mind racing trying to think of the reason she might be saying it right then. Still, my cock stiffened inside her.
 

She bit her lip. Her mouth fell open. She looked like she was about to say something.
 

I braced for whatever revelation she might make. The tension was electric. I flexed inside her again, my vas charging with seed. “Fuck, baby,” I grunted.
 

She let out a breath. Her hands drifted up and over my neck, then slid down my back to cover my ass. “Fuck it David,” she whispered. “Fuck your hot cum into me.”
 

I blew my load at the softly-spoken command.
 

We arrived at the Pollack’s house a little after eight. Andrea wore her black dress, the one she’d greeted me with that Monday. We held hands on the ride up the elevator, Andrea smiling shyly as we stepped up to their front door.
 

Tom swung it open a moment after we knocked, wearing a huge grin and hoisting a glass of bourbon into the air. “You’re here!” he said, sounding like a master of ceremonies announcing that the games were about to begin.
 

I stepped aside to let Andrea in, then followed her in myself. My stomach turned to stone as soon as I stepped into view of the living room.
 

Bridgit was seated on the couch, one leg folded over the other, drink in hand. She was laughing softly. Seated beside her was a large and well-dressed black man. The stark contrast of his dark skin against Bridgit’s somewhat tan but still quite white complexion drove an electric jolt through me.
 

On the couch across from them sat two others, both as black as Bridgit’s companion, ice clinking in their glasses as they drank. These two turned and fixed their eyes on Andrea as soon as she stepped into the room.
 

Andrea turned to look at me, smiling. She leaned forward and kissed my cheek. “I love you, David,” she whispered. Then she spun around on her heel and sauntered into the living room where the two gentlemen were already standing and checking her out.
 

Tom’s heavy hand fell on my shoulder. “Welcome, David,” he said, his voice low.
 

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the sight of Andrea fraternizing with her new friends.
 

“I know this must come as a bit of a shock to you, David,” he said, “but I didn’t want to spoil the surprise.”
 

“Surprise?” I whispered, my eyes still glued to Andrea who, I could swear, had now started flirting with the men.
 

“You’ve never experienced the pleasure of watching your wife take a thick, black cock inside herself, have you David?”
 

The muscles in my throat went so tight I struggled to breathe. I had to force myself to relax them. Then all that tightness dropped right into my gut, then lower, blowing life into my cock and making it rise. “What?” I croaked.
 

Tom put his arm around my shoulder and squeezed. He swung his glass out toward the room, where Bridgit was allowing herself to be kissed on the neck and where Andrea was being poured her second glass of wine. "Don’t fight it, David,” Tom whispered. “Remember, embrace it. I guarantee you you’ll never feel this sort of excitement again.” He sounded like a ship’s captain professing his love of the sea.
 

But as one dark hand drifted down and touched Andrea on the elbow something snapped inside me. I shook my head, unable to tear my gaze away from the two men towering over my wife. “No. I can’t. I can’t do this,” I whispered.
 

Tom squeezed my shoulder again. “You can, David. You’ll see. You can.” He took his arm off my shoulder and turned me to face him. “And when it’s finished you won’t be able to stop thinking about it. Trust me, David. You’re going to spend the rest of your life trying to chase the feeling rushing through you right now. Just enjoy it.” He took a healthy swig of his drink.
 

I turned to look at Andrea again. My heart jumped at how close the two men had gotten to her. How they were standing on opposite sides of her, framing her beauty with their large, dark bodies.
 

My cock hardened.
 

But I resisted. Surely this was too much? Surely this was too far? Wasn’t it? Even though my cock was swelling surely I couldn’t allow this. My mind spiralled to try and find what was at the root of this resistance. It loomed out of a shadowy corner of my mind.
 

Letting Tom finish inside her had been dangerous. It had been a reckless and irresponsible thing to do. But Andrea had sounded so sure that “everything would be okay,” I sort of went along with it.
 

But this? This was different. This was completely different. It certainly had something to do with the fact that these men were black. Not in a racist way. I had no problem with black people. But there was something more threatening about them. Something that made me feel like I was losing my grip on Andrea a little, even as I watched her flirting with them in the living room.
 

They were large men, both of them. Far larger than I was. Their size caused an insecurity to creep up inside me and settle at the base of my brain.
 

If Andrea went through with this, if I let this happen, would I ever be able to satisfy Andrea again?
 

All of it just seemed too much. Looking at Andrea and seeing her giggling at something one of the men had said drove an arrow through my heart. “Tom, I’m sorry. I don’t think I can.”
 

Tom sighed. Finishing his drink, he reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone.
 

My brow furrowed as Tom thumbed through pictures in his gallery. When he turned the phone to me, the picture was of me buried inside Bridgit at my desk. “You remember that don’t you David?” he asked.
 

I cleared my throat. “Of course but…”
 

“Didn’t really bother you then, did it? Stepping out, so to speak. You hadn’t told Andrea what you were doing. Did you tell her when you got home? That you’d fucked another woman?”
 

My mind began to race. Back to that night after the strange interaction with Bridgit and Tom in the office. Back to what I’d said. Had I admitted it? Had I come clean? Why couldn’t I remember? 
 

Something else was gnawing at me. Was this why Tom had taken the picture in the first place? Was it to use it against me? To blackmail me? “Tom why are you doing this? Why are you showing me this?” I asked. “I barely had a choice about what happened.” That much I remembered.
 

“Come now, David. You’re calling the shots here. Of course you had a choice.”
 

The vague memory of Bridgit promising me her ass hole and me agreeing to the “deal” floated through my mind. My shoulders slumped forward.
 

“There it is,” Tom said, smiling again. “Now you remember, don’t you?”
 

“Sure,” I said, deflated and a little terrified by what might happen next. I glanced over Tom’s shoulder at the sound of Andrea giggling. It twisted through me like a corkscrew.
 

“Come on, David,” Tom said, putting a hand on my elbow. “I want to introduce you to Jayden and Mike.”
 






Chapter Eighteen

 


Jayden and Mike. Hulking men. Skin as black as night and dark, penetrating stares that would haunt my dreams for years. 
 

I didn’t walk across the living room to meet them. I walked a gangplank out over murky waters, trembling at what lay beneath the surface and wondering if I would live to tell the tale.
 

A fist closed around my heart as one of them leaned in over Andrea and sniffed the air, like an animal smelling if his female was in heat.
 

My female, rather.
 

“Jayden, Mike,” Tom said. “This is David.” He laughed. “I see you’ve already gotten acquainted with his wife.”
 

Jayden held out his paw, pink palm turned up in greeting.
 

A slight shame gripped me as I took it. The disparity in size was striking, as was the difference in strength of grip. I did my best not to wince as he shook it.
 

“Good to meet you bro,” he said.
 

I cleared the tightness from my throat. “Good to meet you too.”
 

Mike offered a fist which I bumped feeling about as uncool as I ever had.
 

Andrea giggled and hid behind her hand.
 

“Good, well, now that we’ve got that out of the way why don’t we all enjoy ourselves?” Tom said, putting a hand on my back to lead me away.
 

A slight panic gripped me. Andrea, who I was dangling out over the abyss seemed to slip from my fingers. As I stared at her framed by those two dark titans, it looked like she was disappearing between them. Moving away from me and into a world of her own. I stared at her wanting to say something but not worrying about sounding stupid or trite.
 

A moment passed between us. One she seemed to understand. She stepped forward, away from the men who were practically licking their chops as their eyes fell to her ass. She put her hand on my cheek. “David. It’s going to be okay. I promise. It’s all going to be okay.”
 

Then Tom pulled me away. Back through the living room, through the hall and into a darkened room with a single white work lamp standing in the corner pointed toward the bed. It was an odd choice of lighting but as soon as Andrea stepped through the door I knew the reason for it. The light increased the contrast. It played up the difference between her pale skin and Mike and Jayden’s dark flesh.
 

A jolt, followed by a shudder raced through me as the three took up their positions, like actors silently taking places before first curtain.
 

My mind raced with questions inspired by what Andrea had said. It was all going to be okay? What was?
 

Was it going to be okay that I was about to let these two men intrude into her? Was it going to be okay that I would sit there and watch them fucking her? Or was it going to be okay that I was also going to let them come inside her unprotected pussy?
 

This last one was like plunging down the first hill of a roller coaster after slowly climbing toward the top. I wasn’t really going to do that, was I? Let two strangers breed my wife, fill her with their seed and make her belly swell? Was I really going to sit and watch that?
 

The answer caused a sinking feeling in my stomach. Because Second David, David Number Two was in the driver’s seat, clutching the steering wheel and staring at me with that maniacal grin.
 

Ready friend? Hang onto your hat cause heeeeeere we goooooo!
 

Andrea looked at me so sweetly I thought I might melt.
 

Then Jayden’s hand rose up behind her. He lifted the zipper of her dress with a finger and a thumb, drew it down her back, causing the fabric to fall away.
 

I gasped as her naked body was revealed. She hadn’t worn a bra or underwear and now, in that darkness, her pale skin almost glowed white in the light. Her nipples had already stiffened in anticipation of her tryst.
 

My heart throbbed as my eyes fell to her womanhood to find it already glistening. She was incredibly turned on by this.
 

Our eyes met and somehow my insecurities were extinguished. David One stopped thinking about the future, worrying about what might happen and wringing his hands over how it would make him feel.
 

Mike let out a low whistle.
 

“Shit,” Jayden muttered.
 

Andrea giggled again, apparently understanding it as a compliment.
 

“You know how to suck a dick?” Mike asked.
 

Andrea bit her lip as she glanced at him out of the corner of her eye. “Let’s see what you’re packing,” she whispered.
 

My chest swelled. What a dirty slut to say such a thing.
 

“Oh you bet I’m packin’” Mike said with a smirk. He unbuckled his belt and dropped his jeans.
 

Andrea’s eyes widened, as did mine.
 

There, hanging between his legs, was not a phallus but a fire hose. So thick it touched both thighs even in it’s flaccid state and ending in a helmet of an uncut head so bulbous that it’s purpose could not be clearer. An ideal delivering muscle.
 

My eyes darted to Andrea who’d lost a bit of the easy confidence with which she’d reassured me earlier.
 

“Yeah,” Mike said, grinning. “Not so sure of yourself now, huh?”
 

Andrea let out a nervous laugh.
 

“Relax. I’m just messin’ witchya’. Step on over though,”
 

Andrea laughed again and gracefully stepped toward Mike. She flashed me a darting, wicked grin as she reached out with her hand to grab his cock.
 

The look caused excitement to surge through me, my cock swelling as her fingers came closer to touching his meat. When they wrapped around it, pale and slender against the gnarled veins that crawled along it’s sides, I temporarily lost the ability to breathe.
 

Andrea’s mouth fell open as she hoisted the thing up from between his legs. She looked up at him with disbelief and shook her head. “Oh my God it’s so heavy!” she exclaimed.
 

Mike smirked again. “How you gonna’ suck a cock from all the way up there?” he asked. “Get on your knees, baby!”
 

Jayden laughed at this.
 

“Yes sir,” Andrea muttered, eyeing the pink flesh of the head of his cock as she pulled back his foreskin.
 

“Hold on a sec,” Mike said, taking back his member. He swung it, letting it fall against Andrea’s cheek with a few fat slaps, then turned to me. “Howdya like your girl now?” he asked, grinning.
 

At that moment Andrea turned to look at me. Her smile was gone, replaced by a look of lust and awe and wonder. Wonder that such a thing as this dark cock could exist and that she would have the privilege of experiencing what heights of pleasure it could bring. Taking it back from Mike she put one hand at it’s root, the other on it’s shaft opened her mouth, stuck out her tongue and swiped across the side, eyeing me over the dark flesh.
 

My cock was so engorged it throbbed with each heartbeat of my racing pulse. This was really real and I could barely believe it. She was really going to do this and I was going to watch.
 

“What’s the matter, bruh?” Jayden asked. “Having a hard time talking?”
 

The two chuckled again.
 

Then Jayden crossed the room and leaned over me. “Hey man, relax. You look all tense. This ain’t nothing. We’re just having fun. You look like you swallowed a live lobster and now it’s chewing you up from the inside out. It’s just fucking, man. Chill.” He walked back to his position.
 

His words were strangely reassuring. Maybe this was just fucking. Maybe it wasn’t going to change anything. I wondered if they knew that she wasn’t on birth control? Had Tom told them? Did they know not to finish inside her?
 

Tell them, David. Stand up and tell them and there won’t be a problem.
 

Shame fell over me like a blanket. I knew I wouldn’t. Not because I couldn’t but because this was too thrilling. I was going to risk everything for a cheap thrill.
 

Men. 
 

The feeling didn’t last. When Andrea, still eyeing me with that lusty stare, opened her mouth wider and slipped the head of Mike’s prick past her lips I nearly choked. When she began working it deeper into her mouth I dug my nails into the arms of the chair. When I saw the vague outline of the head form in her neck I nearly blew my wad.
 

Mike put his hand on the back of her head and pulled her closer. He closed his eyes and tilted his chin up. “Fuuuuuck, that’s good,” he groaned.
 

Andrea held the pose like a seasoned tramp. It wasn’t until tears ran from her eyes that she tapped his thigh with her fingers.
 

Mike held her in place for a few more seconds before letting her come up for air.
 

Andrea sucked in a massive breath through her mouth. But as soon as her lungs had filled with air she plunged right back onto his now-stiff member, gobbling it up, her hand pressed against her lips as she began to sway back and forth on it.
 

Jayden had stripped and was in the corner watching and stroking his own cock to life.
 

After a few bobs Andrea came up for air again. She looked up at Mike. Her mascara was running and her cheeks were red. Her tongue flicked out of her mouth before she dove onto him again. This time she kept her mouth open wide as she fucked him with it. So wide that each thrust was accompanied by a sticky gack emanating from the back of her throat.
 

I saw Mike’s sack tighten between his legs. My eyes popped open wider.
 

Mike’s lip curled in a grimace. His ass cheeks tightened and he rocked forward onto the balls of his feet. He put a hand on her cheek and eased her off of him. “Alright baby, here’s some black seed.” The last word was spoken as a grunt.
 

The load that erupted from the head of his cock was thick and creamy. It shot the six inches between them and landed in a streak across her face with a wet splatter.
 

Mike tugged at his cock, coaxing more ejaculate from it. This time he pointed it lower.
 

Andrea’s hands shot down to her tits. She lifted them and bounced them up and down, staring up into his eyes begging for more of his emission.
 

Mike obliged. A rope of cum hurled from the head of his prick and glazed her tits. Then another, this one dappling across her chest in a pearly string of seed. Another grunt, then a sigh and a shudder as he finished.
 

My eyes were fixed on Andrea. I’d never seen anything so filthy. My wife’s face and chest coated with another man’s spunk was so damn dirty. And so incredibly hot I couldn’t believe it.
 

Andrea turned toward me slowly. Her eyelids looked heavy but not from sleep. She looked drunk. Drunk on how dirty she was being for me. “What do you say, baby?” she asked, her voice sultry. “You want to see it inside me?”
 






Chapter Nineteen

 


I nearly shouted “yes!” Instead, and from where the courage came I have no idea, I stood up and walked across the room toward her.
 

Even Andrea looked surprised by this. A little worried, almost.
 

I knelt in front of her barely able to tear my eyes away from the cum running down her chin and chest. “I want to watch that big cock fill your cunt with cum,” I whispered.
 

Her eyes widened into something wild. Dragging two fingers across her chin collecting cream, she swiped them across her tongue then slipped them down her chest. They were covered in spunk.
 

I watched as she stuffed them between her legs, sliding them along her slit before shoving them into her dripping pussy.
 

My stomach tightened at the sight.
 

“Is that it?” she whispered. “You want to see all this cum leaking out of me?”
 

Our eyes met. “Yes,” I whispered. “God, yes.”
 

A slow smile spread across her lips. A quiet chuckle twisted into a slightly crazy laugh. She clambered up onto the bed and spread her legs, feet held high, arms wrapped around her swaying thighs. “What do you say boys? Who’s it going to be?” she asked, looking from Mike to Jayden and back.
 

Mike was working diligently to try and revive his flagging cock.
 

Jayden stepped up to the plate. I shuffled back but not all the way to the chair. Instead I knelt a few feet away from the bed where I would have the perfect view of his black dick entering her puss.
 

His cock was already oozing milky pre-cum. By the way his veins were standing up in his neck it looked like he was going to pop.
 

A terrifyingly exciting panic rushed through me again. I was going to do this. There was no turning back. I was going to watch as Jayden fucked his seed into Andrea’s bare pussy. The thrill was so electric it nearly burned me.
 

Jayden knelt on the bed, erection stiff, put his hands on Andrea’s legs and splayed them wider.
 

My eyes darted to her sex. The cleft of flesh was split revealing her tender pink insides. Her natural lubricant was running out of it crystal clear but sticky, pooling at her ass hole before landing in fat drops, darkening the sheets.
 

Jayden pointed the tip of his hard muscle at her entrance. Pre-cum dripped down onto her clit then mingled with the trickle of her own fluid before disappearing. Wagging his cock from side to side he grazed her lips.
 

Andrea’s mouth fell open. She pressed her chin against her chest and stared down between her legs at the mighty dark phallus about to enter her there.
 

Jayden fell forward, supporting himself with one fist on the bed. Flexing his ass he dipped the tip of his cock into her opening.
 

Andrea gasped. Her body tensed. Her eyes shot up to his. “It’s…it’s so big. Be gentle? Please?”
 

Jayden’s expression darkened as he contemplated what she’d said. “You bet it’s big.” Before the last word had been spoken he thrust his hips forward spearing her with his meat.
 

In it went, inch after inch disappearing into her, accompanied by the sound of a warbled, slightly pained, moan.
 

My gaze was fixed on her pussy. Jayden’s dark skin plying into her was a shocking contrast to her pale flesh and the pink I could see surrounding him. When it was halfway in Andrea shuddered. Her hands shot forward to his chiselled abs and she pressed against them holding him in place. “That’s…that’s it,” she hissed. “That’s all I can take.”
 

Jayden’s dick lurched inside her.
 

The vision of what her insides might look like tore through my mind. A tight pink channel filled with dark meat, the head of which was already seeping. Their liquids mingling, making her more slippery and easing Jayden’s entrance.
 

“Baby,” Jayden rumbled, “you about to find out how much you can take.”
 

Andrea’s eyes shot open wider but that was all she had time for.
 

Letting go of his weight, Jayden drove the rest of his dark spear into her pussy. The sound that emanated from her core was that of a wet peach being crushed by a fist. Squish.
 

And Andrea, instead of screaming in pain at the rough intrusion, sucked in a quiet breath, mouth and eyes wide open in disbelief at what he’d just done. What part of her he’d just touched.
 

“You feel that? You feel that, baby? Ain’t no one ever touched you there before, huh?” Jayden growled.
 

Time seemed to stand still.
 

A breath left her lungs in a soft hiss. “Oh. My. God,” she whispered. “I didn’t know…”
 

Jayden winced and sucked in a breath. “Fuck that’s tight. Do that again.”
 

My eyes darted to Andrea’s expression. The shock had faded, replaced by a half-curious and entirely wild look in her eyes. My eyes shot to where their bodies met. Something tightened in my chest.
 

I could see Andrea’s pussy squeezing and a paralysis gripped me at what that meant. She wasn’t simply lying there accepting him. She was doing Kegels, clenching his cock and trying to draw the seed out of it with her cunt. It was the filthiest thing I’d ever seen, my wife milking another man’s dick with her pussy.
 

She’d never looked more beautiful to me than she did right then.
 

Jayden’s steely nerve snapped. Propping himself up on two fists on either side of her shoulder he rose up forming a plank above her. When he pulled his hips back to withdraw his dick it came out a milky, sticky mess. Then it piled back into her again as he began to pump.
 

The bed began to shake. Each rough thrust came with a wet slurping sound as Andrea’s body accepted him. Her hands rose up onto his shoulder, crawled up onto his muscled back, then fell to the small of it. She began to pull in time with his thrusts, driving him deeper into herself with each thrust.
 

A tear formed at the corner of one eye, then rolled down her cheek.
 

Jayden’s brow furrowed. “You alright?” he asked. “That hurt?”
 

This time it was Andrea’s expression that hardened as his thrusts eased. Her feet shot up, ankles wrapping around his thighs, hips bucking up demanding him to continue. “Don’t you fucking stop!” she said through clenched teeth.
 

Jayden grinned and redoubled his efforts.
 

Andrea closed her eyes and moaned, head falling to one side as waves of pleasure crashed over her.
 

It was a moment I would cherish forever. A moment I thought would never be replaced as the crown jewel of my memories. It was. By what happened next.
 

With Jayden drilling deep into her core, Andrea’s eyes fluttered open and she met my gaze. Her body was shaking and shuddering on the bed, tits slapping against each other across her chest, arms and legs clinging to him like she was holding onto life itself. Her mouth fell open.
 

I realized I was gripping the chair so tightly I might break a finger.
 

Andrea shook her head slightly from side to side. She mouthed the words but she may as well have screamed them. “I didn’t know, David. I didn’t know.” Then a moan began from deep inside her chest like an air raid siren winding up.
 

I needed no explanation as to what it was she didn’t know. It was clear as day. She could never have known that a man could touch a spot so deep inside her. She’d never suspected something could stretch her as wide, or fill her so completely. She had crossed a threshold, that was clear.
 

A terror wrapped around my arousal. Now that she had stepped into this different world, would she ever be able to come back to the one we shared?
 

The question didn’t linger.
 

Jayden let out a low grunt. My eyes darted between Andrea’s stare and the dark pillar of flesh stabbing into her slit. The moment had arrived.
 

“Aw shit, I’m gonna’ nut,” Jayden announced. After a few more strokes into her pussy he began to pull out.
 

This had a slightly cooling effect on my arousal but it also brought a sense of relief. It meant Tom had made clear that Andrea was unprotected. It meant Jayden knew and he was about to be a gentleman about it and pull out instead of depositing his load inside her. It also meant I was about to see his emission splatter all over Andrea’s belly. For all of these reasons I was grateful.
 

Then Andrea did something I will truly never forget. Shaking at the precipice of her orgasm, she dug her nails into Jayden’s back and lifted her legs to wrap them around his trunk and locked eyes with him. “Oh no you don’t,” she whispered.
 

Jayden’s eyes shot open in shock. His sawing stopped but Andrea’s grinding didn’t.
 

I couldn’t breathe.
 

“What the fuck?” Jayden whispered, his voice tight as he clung to the edge trying not to burst.
 

A faint smile curled Andrea’s lip. “I want that black seed.” Then she finished the job for him. Writhing on the bed, pussy clamped around his muscle she ground her pelvis against his cock and in doing so hurled herself over the edge with a scream taking Jayden with her.
 

He threw his head back, eyes squeezed shut tight and groaned.
 

I watched his heavy sack pull up, charging his vas. When I saw his cock flex inside her I almost fainted. It was too late. There was nothing that could be done. Jayden’s emission had begun.
 

Charge, pump. Charge, pump.
 

His cock continued to lurch, the muscles at the root flexing, drawing in seed from his testicles then sending it spewing out through the head to coat Andrea’s cervix.
 

Once again my mind conjured the vision of what must be happening within her. I saw Jayden’s creamy ejaculate spraying her walls. I imagined her cervix contracting through her orgasm, creating the necessary negative pressure to up-suck his semen, to draw it deeper into her body where it would swim and find her egg.
 

I saw our life together change in an instant.
 

Andrea’s scream seemed to last forever. Jayden's groan ended first. As he drifted back into himself he began wriggling. Grabbing her ankle he unwrapped her from around his waist, yanked his fat hose of a cock out of her and stumbled back up off the bed. He staggered back, hand on the back of his head, eyes staring at the seed that had begun dribbling out of Andrea. “Bitch what the fuck?” he whispered.
 

Mike was also staring at her pussy, an expression of disbelief on his face. He turned slowly to Jayden. “Dude what the fuck?” he said quietly. “Tom said…”
 

“I fucking know what Tom said, motherfucker!” Jayden snapped, already scooping up clothes, dancing up and down on one foot to poke a leg through his underwear. “Bitch wouldn’t let me go!”
 

This seemed to stir Mike to life. He reached down and grabbed his clothes, stuffed his hands through the arms of his hoodie then pulled it up and over his head. When it emerged through the neck of the shirt, he was shaking it. “Dude your fucking wife is crazy,” he said, staring straight at me.
 

I didn’t respond. I could barely hear him. All of my attention, every part of my being was fixated on the sight of Jayden’s cum running from Andrea’s pussy.
 

Her arms and legs were splayed on the bed. Her eyes were closed and she was wearing an angelic smile.
 

I shuddered in my chair.
 

“Let’s get the fuck out of here,” someone said, I couldn’t be sure which one of them. And then they were gone.
 

I saw Tom standing in the doorway, arms folded across his chest, the robe he was wearing open to reveal a raging erection. Behind him stood Bridgit looking over his shoulder. She was smiling as if she’d just seen the sweetest thing.
 

Tom crossed the room. He leaned over me but I couldn’t bring myself to look up at him. I could not tear my gaze away from the beautifully filthy sight of my defiled wife laying on the bed. “Go to her, David. Go to her and make her yours again. You’ll never enjoy anything more than this. It’s the most beautiful thing.” He straightened and walked across the room to where Bridgit was standing. “Oh and by the way feel free to stay. Bridgit and I will be fucking in the next room.”
 

And then they were gone and it was just Andrea and me. Somehow I managed to pry my fingers away from the chair. Despite my dizziness I stood up and crossed the room. I stood at the foot of the bed, my eyes raking up and down Andrea’s soft curves but ultimately coming to stare at the depravity between her legs.
 

Another man’s seed was in her.
 

Her eyes fluttered open. A smile formed on her lips as she tilted her head. She raised a weak hand and beckoned me to her.
 

I was out of my clothes and on top of her within seconds. As I pressed my weight against her I let my cock settle against her slit. I was so close to coming that I knew if I pressed into her I would be done for.
 

She craned her neck to kiss me. She tasted sweet. “Did you see that, David? Did you see him come inside me?” she whispered.
 

Gazing into her eyes I felt like I was in a dream. Was this really happening? Had Andrea really turned into this dirty slut?
 

“Put it into me, David,” she said. “I want you to know what this feels like. I want you to feel another man’s cum inside me.”
 

Dirty, dirty girl.
 

I didn’t need to be asked twice. Cocking my hips I found her entrance with the tip of my cock and lunged forward.
 

Dopamine flooded through my brain. Jayden’s mess came gushing out around my iron-hard shaft.
 

Andrea purred beneath me.
 

My hips erupted in a furious rut. As my cock pumped in and out of her it sucked out copious amounts of Jayden’s load. It spilled from her and formed a dark stain on the sheets.
 

My mind was reeling. I became animal. Consumed by the notion that Jayden’s seed was at that moment already swimming into her depths I groaned and fucked even harder.
 

This was living. This was as real as it got. Primal, feral competition between men. A race, the winner of which ensured the success of his own genetic material. A true legacy.
 

I launched into an orgasm as if I were diving off a spring board. Time slowed. All of my darkest fantasies followed me as I twisted and flexed through the climax. The heat was blinding.
 

When I opened my eyes to see Andrea grinning up at me from the bed I began to fall. Down onto her and out of my trance. The beautiful tension that had built up inside me disappeared. It was replaced by the horrible vacuum of despair.
 

What the fuck had we just done?
 






Chapter Twenty

 


There are times in life when you feel as if you’ve walked into a revolving door that only goes one way. You can try to turn around but you are powerless to do anything but watch that threshold disappear into the past. You are forever changed.
 

A sunny Saturday morning four weeks after our final dalliance with Tom and Bridgit was one of them.
 

I woke to find Andrea hovering above me. She wore a soft smile and an angelic expression. She’d changed in those six weeks. Something had softened her. She was more doting, more loving, more attentive than she’d ever been. We still had sex but rarely mentioned our adventure.
 

Well, she rarely did.
 

I thought about it constantly. I spent long nights in turns savouring the memories of her depravity and dreading what the outcome might be.
 

Andrea didn’t seem like she was worried about it and I wasn’t sure why. She’d had unprotected sex with a stranger. Why was she not more concerned that he might have…
 

I couldn’t even form the words in my mind. It had been traumatic, in a way. I guess it was just easier to try and bury my fear than try and deal with it.
 

But that morning I knew something was different. The way she was looking at me so intently was…weird. “Everything okay?” I whispered, stroking her cheek with a finger.
 

“Everything’s fine. Good morning,” she whispered back.
 

“Good morning,” I replied, frozen in place. My body braced for an unseen impact that seemed to be screaming toward me through the silence between us.
 

“David…I have to tell you something.”
 

I struggled to breathe.
 

Andrea picked up my hand and ran it down her naked breasts, down to her belly and pressed my palm against it.
 

My stomach twisted. I thought I might faint.
 

“David I’m pregnant.”
 

My jaw dropped and my eyes shot open. It couldn’t be. I shook my head. My neck was stiff. “You’re…what?”
 

Bridgit’s expression filled with excitement. Her eyes darted around my face, as if she were taking in each and every detail of my reaction to remember for later.
 

The air between us was electric.
 

I managed to take a breath. “Are you…is it…” I no longer had any idea if I was David One or David Two. I didn’t care. Every muscle in my body seemed so tight from flexing it might rip.
 

Andrea leaned forward and pressed her cheek against mine. Her breath was hot on my neck. 
 

I heard her lips part along with the sticky sound of her tongue moving in her mouth. I braced myself for the world as I knew it ending.
 

“It’s yours.”
 

All that tightness, all the terrible and delicious pressure that had built up in me whooshed out as relief flooded through my mind. “Oh my god, Andrea,” I whispered.
 

She giggled.
 

I groaned, put a hand to my forehead and closed my eyes to stop the room from spinning.
 

It’s yours.
 

Two more words I would never forget.
 

“But…”
 

My eyes shot open and. Our gazes met. But? But what for chrissakes?!?
 

“I have a confession to make.”
 

And again the tightness crept through me. Slow and twisting it wound around me until it was hugging me so hard I couldn’t breathe again.
 

Andrea bit her lip. “I wasn’t one hundred percent honest with you, David. I was having so much fun playing our little game that I left a tiny detail out.”
 

“Jesus, Andrea, what is it?” I seethed.
 

She looked like a cat pawing at a half-dead mouse, enjoying it’s suffering.
 

“I always knew it was yours. It’s close to two months now. All those times I let them come inside me I already knew there was no chance it would take. You’d already sealed the deal.”
 

Whoosh.
 

There it went again. So that explained it. Explained why Andrea had been so cavalier. It explained why she’d kept repeating that everything would be okay. Why she’d let herself be so easy, bedding Tom and those other guys.
 

And she’d done it all for me.
 

“You’re fucking crazy,” I said, but couldn’t help a slow smile from forming on my lips.
 

Andrea fell onto her back laughing and covering her mouth with her hands.
 

I watched as my crazy wife delighted in the erotic way she’d played me. She was more gorgeous than I’d ever seen her.
 

“Totally fucking crazy,” I said again.
 

Andrea turned and looked at me, still smiling. “Not crazy, David,” she said giving her head a soft shake. “Easy.”
 

I snorted out a laugh at what she’d said. My thoughts drifted to a darker place. “Did Tom know about this?” I asked.
 

Andrea bit her lip and nodded. “He did. I hadn’t had a chance to tell you when Bridgit started asking questions and it just kind of flopped out. I made her swear not to tell. I was going to tell you that first evening. But then we got to, well, you know,” she cracked a shy smile. “Then I was going to tell you the next day but things got so hot between us and I just…” She sighed. “I don’t know. I was having too much fun watching you squirm. I’m sorry.” Her expression fell.
 

I chuckled. “I think we both know you don’t have to apologize,” I replied.
 

Andrea smiled again. “I knew I’d tell on myself eventually. And then you started getting so into it. God, watching you watch me was so hot. You were so turned on, your cock was so hard. All from watching another man fuck his seed into me. Here and there I thought that maybe I should be offended that my husband was turning me out to all these men but it was so hot I just ran with it. You’re not mad, are you? I hope you’re not mad.”
 

I wasn’t mad. Strangely, I wasn’t mad at all. It was the experience of a lifetime, one I’ll never forget. And Andrea was right. I was as complicit in it as she’d been. We’d done it together. I was glad at least one of us had enough sense to be sure it couldn’t go in a bad direction. No. I wasn’t mad one bit. I was thrilled at how lucky I was to have married such a crazy woman.
 

Leaning over her I kissed her on the lips. My heart swelled at the thought that we’d soon be embarking on another adventure together. “I love you,” I said, staring into her doe-eyes.
 

“I love you too, David. So very much.”
 



***

 


Standing on the balcony of Tom and Bridgit’s penthouse I took a deep breath of spring air. It smelled sweet. A hint of warmth cut through the chill. Summer was just around the corner.
 

Tom had invited us for drinks the following weekend. Or, rather, he’d peeked into my office on Thursday and said he expected to see us that Saturday evening.
 

Before I could say anything in reply he’d slipped back through the door and I didn’t see him the rest of the week.
 

Now, standing there next to him, I felt an uncomfortable silence form between us. A part of me wanted to bring up our shared adventure. Trouble was I didn’t know where to start.
 

“I hear congratulations are in order?” he said. He lifted his glass and touched it against mine with a soft clink.
 

I opened my mouth to speak, but still couldn’t find the right words to say.
 

An easy smile formed on Tom’s lips. “Relax, David,” he said, putting a hand on my shoulder and giving it a squeeze. “You’re all tense.”
 

I shot him a weak smile.
 

“I suppose Andrea let you in on our little game then?” Tom said.
 

This was an opening I could work with. I looked over at him. “She did,” I said.
 

Tom nodded.
 

We heard laughter behind us, muffled by the glass doors. Turning we saw Andrea and Bridgit chuckling about something. Andrea was glowing, her cheeks a rosy red colour. Bridgit looked as good as ever.
 

“I hope there are no hard feelings?” Tom said, looking out over the city again.
 

“There aren’t,” I replied. There really weren’t. In fact I wanted to thank him. But how do you thank a guy for taking you for that sort of ride?
 

“Good,” Tom said and took a deep breath. “Because I have something to tell you, David.”
 

My insides went a little tight. I didn’t like the ominous note in his tone.
 

“I’m afraid there’s no longer a place for you at Siren.”
 

The bottom fell out of my stomach. My smile faded as I met Tom’s stern expression. I nearly staggered back, unable to believe he would do something like this to me and here at his apartment, of all places. “Sir…I…”
 

Tom put up a hand to silence me. “Just because we have to part ways doesn’t mean our friendship needs to change. I don’t like to mix business with pleasure.”
 

I was devastated. This was impossible. And why now at the worst possible time? With a baby on the way? The blood drained from my cheeks as I began tucking my pride away, ready to beg if need be.
 

Tom spared me that indignity. After another dozen seconds of staring at me gravely, his mouth cracked into a grin. “I’m just messing with you, David. Sorry. Couldn’t help myself. Remember that seed money I talked to you about? Well I’ve found you an investor. You’re too good to waste away behind a desk. You’re a visionary. You deserve your own company and it’d be criminal of me not to help you.”
 

This was…amazing. I couldn’t believe it. I’d always dreamed of starting off on my own but never thought it would happen this quickly. “Tom,” I said quietly, “I don’t know what to say.”
 

“No need to say anything, David,” Tom said, giving a dismissive wave. “You’re a hell of a guy and that was one hell of a ride we took, wasn’t it?” He grinned.
 

Relief flooded through me. My knees went a little weak. “God, Tom, you gave me a scare there,” I said chuckling. I reached out to shake his hand.
 

He grabbed it with a firm grip and gave it a few pumps. “Congratulations, David. You deserve it. You’re a hell of an ad-man and a hell of a husband.”
 

I eyed Tom with a certain admiration. Even though I was moving on to greater things I was sure going to miss him. “Say, Tom?”
 

“What is it, David?” he asked.
 

“As much as I appreciate this I don’t want it to come between us. What I mean is…”
 

What did I mean?
 

David Two cracked a wry grin in the shadows at the back of my mind.
 

Tom looked at me with almost the same expression. “Don’t you worry, David. Once you start there’s no going back. You can rest assured you’ll be seeing Bridgit and I again. Sooner than later if I have anything to do with it.”
 

Not only had he been a great business mentor, Tom had expanded my idea of what a great marriage could be. And he’d done it all in a way that made it seem so easy. I owed him a lot and I meant to repay the favour.
 

“What do you say we go and see if dinner’s ready?” Tom asked.
 

That sounded just fine by me.
 











***


Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!


Also by Jason Lenov for Thirteenth Line

Filthy Little Thing

A snow storm strands three travellers at a seedy motel.

Adam worries how his shy wife, Mercy, will cope with having to share the only room left.

Bored at having to ride out the storm with only two channels on TV, Nelson suggests an innocent game of truth or dare.

As Mercy sheds her usual bashful demeanor, the situation turns explosive.

How low will Adam let his wife descend?

Nice and Naughty

Norbert and Audrey have a wonderful marriage but things have gone a little stale in the bedroom.

An unexpected stay-cation offers an opportunity to add a little spice. Skeptical at first, Audrey allows herself to be convinced.

Together they stumble upon Norbert's hidden fantasy and a secret from Audrey's past is revealed.

The two flirt with opening their marriage to an alternative lifestyle. But will Norbert be able to stand sharing the gift of his wife.


Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and Keira's hidden desires. 

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife lifestyle. 

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes difficult to find. 

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?



The Sowing Song


Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?


The Summer House


When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?




Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?







cover.jpeg
a hotwife fantasy '

JASON LENOV





