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Chapter 1

I  stared  intently  across  the  large  room.  Only  a  few  guests  remained.  The whole party would probably be over in under an hour. 

Elizabeth's posture had changed, indicating she was on at least her second glass  of  wine.  She  wasn't  standing  upright  anymore.  Her  hip  jutted  out slightly to one side. Her smile was sort of sly. She was swirling the wine in her glass, giggling every once in a while at whatever the large black man in front of her was saying. 

He  was  smiling  too.  I  watched  his  eyes.  Whenever  he  thought  she  wasn't looking,  they  would  rake  down  her  body,  lingering  at  her  well  endowed chest, sweeping along the shape of her legs, before shooting back up to her eyes. She never caught him. Or, if she did, she never let on. She loved the attention. She lived for it. It drove me wild. 

"She at it again?" 

I  turned  to  see  James  standing  behind  me,  whisky  in  hand,  watching Elizabeth over my shoulder. 

"Hm?" I asked, feigning ignorance. 

"Come on Ken, you don't have to do that with me," he answered. 

I  turned  back  around  to  see  the  space  between  Elizabeth  and  her conversation partner had narrowed, if only slightly. 

"I guess you could say that," I muttered. 

"You should lock that down, you know? It can't be good for business." 

"Hm," was all I could say. My insides were twisted up into a knot. My mind was, too. That was the thing about it all. I could never tell if watching her do that was keeping us together, or if it was one day going to tear us apart. 

A young woman walked up to the man she was speaking with. I watched him frown, excuse himself with a slight bow, then move to another corner of the room. Elizabeth watched him go. Then she turned towards us. 

"Here she comes," James said, taking a sip of his drink. 

"Yes. Here she does." 

Elizabeth  walked  like  a  runway  model.  Both  feet  always  landing  on  the same line. It made her hips sway from side to side. It made men notice her. I watched heads turning, following her as she crossed the room in the tight red dress she was wearing. Until they saw she was headed for me. They all

looked away when they realized who she was, the Ambassador's wife. But not without a fight. 

It was hard  not looking at Elizabeth. Her ample breasts and generous hips were a magnet for men's eyes. They had been for me. They still were. That and the faint smile that she always wore at these events. I thought she made a very good diplomat's wife. James considered her more a liability than an asset. I'm pretty sure his problem with her was that he didn't get to go to bed with her every night. 

I  felt  my  cock  move,  thinking  of  what  would  certainly  happen  later  that evening.  When  she  got  tipsy  she  liked  to  flirt.  When  she  got  drunk,  she loved to fuck. 

"Hey boys," she said, stopping a few feet in front of us. "Having fun?" 

"Elizabeth," I heard James say. He nodded at her and took another swig of scotch. "You look fabulous, as usual." 

"Why  thank-you!"  Elizabeth  smiled  and  looked  him  up  and  down.  "I  see you got your suit dry-cleaned. Very flattering." 

James chuckled at the quip. He'd known us long enough that he was used to Elizabeth's quick wit. He had a thick skin, too. He'd seen and heard enough as a freelance journalist that things like that didn't bother him. Despite his jabs at her, I knew he found her amusing. 

Elizabeth  looked  between  us  and  her  eyes  lit  up.  "There's  Amelia.  I   must say  hello.  Excuse  me  gentlemen."  We  stepped  aside  and  let  her  pass.  I allowed myself a passing glance at her round ass, perfectly outlined in the tight  red  dress.  I  knew  a  lot  of  other  men's  eyes  were  on  it,  too.  I  took  a deep breath as a cold chill of jealousy settled around my heart. 

"So?" James asked after she'd left. "Where they sending you next?" 

"Singapore," I said, turning back to him. 

"Singapore? Isn't that a little...off your career track?" 

I shrugged. "A little. I asked for a change. I've put in enough time here." 

"Heart of darkness getting to you, huh?" James said with a smirk. 

It  was,  just  not  in  the  way  he  thought.  "Something  like  that,"  I  muttered. 

Thankfully, he didn't pursue it. 

"How long do we still have you for?" 

"Two months," I replied. 

"Well, we'll miss you at poker night anyway. I'll miss taking your money." 

I chortled. I was a terrible poker player. I liked the drinking part of it but I almost always lost. 

"I'm sure the next guy won't be nearly as good of a loser as I am," I said. 

"Yeah. Who is the new guy anyway?" James asked. 

"Not sure. He's coming in a few days for a debrief." 

James nodded and took another sip of his drink. A few more people drifted towards  the  door.  Among  them  was  the  large  black  man  I'd  watched  her talking  to.  My  cock  moved.  My  stomach  tightened.  A  voice  whispered  at me from the back of my mind. James was right. Elizabeth's antics could be dangerous in my line of work. James was also right about that making her a liability. I could never tell her that. Not because she'd take it poorly, she'd probably just laugh. 

The real reason I didn't tell her was because I didn't want her to stop. 

Chapter 2

"Did  you  have  a  nice  time?"  I  asked,  watching  Elizabeth  peeling  the  red dress off. 

She smiled with one side of her mouth. "Sure. Did you?" 

"Meh, you know how it is with these things. Another day, another boring party."  The  assignment  in  Cosoro  on  the  east  coast  of  Africa  had  been  a quiet  one.  The  country  was  moving  forward.  A  few  American  companies had  mining  operations.  I  had  a  staff  of  two  that  handled  visa's  and  other paperwork. Mostly it had been about hosting dignitaries at luncheon's and parties like the one we'd just had. 

"Hm," she mused, letting the fabric spill down into a puddle on the floor. 

My cock bounced at the sight of her bare flesh. She was wearing a black bra and a matching thong. My eyes roved up and down her olive skin. I knew she knew I was watching her. She didn't let on. She liked it that way. She loved her body. She loved that she could use it to control men's eyes. 

I watched her teeter a little as she tried to push the thong down. She let out a giggle at how tipsy she was. 

"You tired?" I asked, knowing full well she was not. 

She  stood  up,  put  her  hands  on  her  slender  hips,  her  fingers  stretching towards toned abs. 

"Yup." 

"Too tired?" 

"What do you think?" she asked. Reaching back, she unclasped her bra. I caught  my  breath  as  her  large  breasts  fell  out.  Her  nipples,  pink  like rosebuds, were already stiff. I had a hard time tearing my eyes away from the  creamy  white  orbs.  When  I  did  look  up  at  her,  she  was  staring  at  me with a smile. That kind of attention made her almost as drunk as wine. 

She let the bra fall on top of the red dress, then, hooking her thumbs into the thong she took a breath and steadied herself to try and get it off again. 

I held my breath as the black fabric gave way to her tugging, revealing the finely trimmed patch of auburn hair just above her sex. A little lower, the

view  of  her  soft,  peachy  mound  made  me  stiffen  even  more.  When  she stood up, I saw her sly smile. 

She paraded over to the side of the bed. She mounted it slowly, displaying herself  for  me,  revelling  in  my  attention.  She  pulled  the  covers  away, revealing my semi-stiff cock. She looked at it for a second, a greedy glint in her eye. Swinging a leg over me, she lowered herself onto it but didn't let me dip inside. 

Instead, I felt the pulsing heat of her soaked slit pressing against the base of my cock. She moved her hips forward, letting me slide along the length of her opening. I hardened even more. 

"Ken?" she asked quietly. 

"Hm?" I said, raising an eye. 

"Can I ask you for a favour?" 

"Sure," I replied, trying to play it cool. She loved that, too. She loved the thrill  of  making  a  man  want  her.  She  loved  watching  him  transform  from gentleman  into  hungry  wolf.  All  because  of  her.  She  leaned  over  me,  her wine-scented breath warm on my cheek. 

"Will you lick my pussy, Ken?" she breathed. 

My cock bounced as soon as she said it, pressing the head of it against her moist sex. She didn't wait for an answer. She began to crawl up my body. 

My breath quickened as her breasts grazed against my cheek. She paused, knowing what I wanted. It was fun trying to resist her, playing her the same way she played me. I always lost, though. Just like poker. I always preferred the company over the game. 

I reached up and grabbed the low-hanging orbs. She grinned, knowing she'd won this round and would certainly win the next. I pulled one towards me, flicked  my  tongue  out,  touching  the  tip  of  her  pink  nipple  and  making  it

wet. Then I pulled her in and sealed the pink bud inside my lips, sucking at it greedily. 

She didn't moan, but she breathed a little louder. I moved to other side and put the other nipple in my mouth. My tongue circled the stiff flesh. My cock hardened between my legs. 

She  waited  until  I  was  done.  Her  nipples  were  even  stiffer  than  they  had been  and  glistening  wet.  She  started  crawling  up  my  body  again.  As  her hips got closer, I smelled the scent of her wet sex come wafting up from in between her legs. 

My cock stiffened completely as her messy slit slid up my chin, then settled on my waiting, open mouth. She sat up and let her hands slide up her body, cupping her breasts. Then she spread her legs a little wider and I tasted her tangy  juices  trickling  onto  my  tongue.  Putting  a  hand  on  each  side  of  her ass, I pressed her closer and drove my tongue inside. 

"Oh fuck, Ken..." she groaned as I pierced her tight pussy, relishing its taste. 

She  was  hot  inside  and  wetter,  too.  More  of  her  juice  came  spilling  from her.  My  cock  throbbed  in  response  to  the  taste.  Her  hips  started  moving back  and  forth,  sliding  her  soft  pink  flesh  along  my  tongue.  I  pushed  her back, let my tongue drift up to the top of her slit until I found her swollen clit. 

She  moaned  again.  I  began  to  lick  slow  circles  around  it,  savouring  her taste. 

"Oh fuck yes, Ken..." she groaned. She put her hands on mine, on her ass. It took a moment but we both settled into a rhythm she liked. She moaned her approval and I started flicking around her clit faster with my tongue. 

My  cock  was  jumping  with  each  sweet  swipe  around  her  nub.  My  whole body  ached,  needing  the  feeling  of  sinking  into  her.  Her  hips  started  to move  faster,  back  and  forth  across  my  mouth.  I  knew  I  wouldn't  have  to wait  long.  More  juices  spilled  from  her.  Her  moans  melded  together  into one long, desperate note. I pressed my tongue harder against her clit. 

Her  eyes  popped  open.  She  looked  down  at  my  face,  buried  between  her thighs. Her jaw dropped. She was going to come. 

Her  thighs  shuddered  against  my  cheeks.  The  moan  stopped  and  she  held herself there, suspended in ecstasy above my mouth. I worked furiously at her  with  my  tongue.  I  felt  more  wet  heat  drooling  from  her  sex,  onto  my neck. I stared up at my wife, her face a portrait of ecstatic agony. She let a breath escape. I felt her coming hard above my mouth. 

As a groan erupted from her, her hips started moving again. She opened her legs,  the  weight  of  her  body  pressing  heavier  onto  me.  I  could  barely breathe  but  I  loved  it  when  she  did  this.  I  kept  spinning  furious  circles around her clit until she couldn't take it anymore. 

She  shrank  back,  pulling  herself  off  of  me,  covering  her  breasts  with  her arms and giggling. My beautiful whore. 

I practically threw her off of me and down onto the bed. She kept laughing. 

She  was  definitely  drunk.  It  made  me  hungry  for  her.  I  spread  her  thighs and  crawled  between  them.  She  looked  up  at  me,  sultry  but  smiling.  She purred as the head of my cock touched her sex. 

"Come on Ken," she dared, "fuck me like a slut." 

I clenched my jaw at her dirty mouth. I could feel the heat coming off her pussy. I couldn't wait any longer. Pressing against her, I felt my hard cock slip inside. 

Her  eyes  rolled  back  in  her  head  and  she  let  out  another  moan.  Her  tight walls pressed against me, our heat mingled as I drove myself inside. I came up to my hilt and held myself there, basking in the feeling of her clenching sex around mine. I knew I wasn't going to last long. 

I  started  driving  myself  into  her  over  and  over.  I  felt  my  shaft  swell  with cum. I steeled myself against the rising tide of my own climax, hoping to give her another. 

Her mouth was open. Her eyes were closed. Each thrust drove her deeper into the soft bed. I watched her lip start to quiver. I felt her pussy tighten around  me.  I  knew  she  was  close.  I  couldn't  resist  my  body's  urge  any longer. Sawing into her as deeply as I could, I felt myself start to come. 

As the first hot burst of seed spewed from me, her pussy clamped onto my cock. Her eyes popped open. She was coming with me. 

"Oh  fuck  Ken,  fuck  it  all  into  me!  Fill  me  up  with  your  hot  cum!"  she begged. 

I  groaned  as  blast  after  blast  of  my  hot  load  filled  her  insides.  The  sweet warm feeling of the peak of my climax swelled over me as I watched her lips  curl  into  a  smile.  I  hung  there,  over  top  of  her,  staring  deep  into  her eyes, trying to hold onto the moment forever. 

It gave way, though, the way they always do. The bliss of a shared orgasm slipped  past  us  even  as  my  hips  bucked  against  her,  hoping  to  stretch  the moment  out.  I  could  only  do  so  much  and  soon  the  delicious  cocktail  of chemicals that had soaked my brain faded into the past. I slowed my thrusts then slipped out and rolled over to one side of the bed, breathing hard. 

When I turned and looked over at her, she was trying to keep her eyes open but losing the battle with sleep. I put an arm around her and drew her close. 

She smiled. Soon she was breathing deeply and I knew she was asleep. 

I sat up and grabbed the covers. As I was about to pull them over both of us, I saw the trickle of creamy white oozing in between her slightly spread legs. 

An excitement gripped me. It was a guilty pleasure I had, whenever she was drunk. Before I pulled the covers up, I reached over and put a hand between her thighs. I looked up. She was out cold. I pressed my fingers further, until the tips were touching where I'd come. 

I let the thought drift over me slowly. I closed my eyes. 

There she was, lying just the way she was. Except it wasn't me beside her. It was him. The large black man from the ballroom. What was inside her, was his. She was filled with his sticky, white cum. My eyes shot open. My cock

throbbed. I pushed my hand into her and scooped out some of my own hot mess. 

It  had  been  like  this  since  we  got  here,  this  fantasy.  Now  that  we  were leaving, I knew I would never see it come to life. A thought struck me. 

We  were leaving, after all. None of what happened would follow us to the other  end  of  the  earth.  My  cock  moved  at  the  thought  of  seeing  her  with another man. The only thing standing in the way was my pride. 

Chapter 3

I know exactly where it came from, my little fantasy. Her name was Janice. 

She had been a little older than me, twenty-four, I think, when I'd met her as a senior in college. She wasn't interested in me, something I only found out later because she was so incredibly good at stringing me along. 

We  were  on  the  same  debate  team,  although  it  seemed  like  she  was  there because someone had told her it was a good thing to do. Not that she was stupid. She was pretty smart. More pretty than smart, though. 

I fell for her harder than I'd ever fallen for anyone and she seemed to love that. She'd let me take her out to dinner, to the movies, even dancing, but she'd never do more than kiss me. 

I guess I didn't mind, though my body ached to be inside her and I didn't do anything to hide that fact. We'd be making out on the couch and every time I tried to go a little further, touch her a little closer, she'd push me away and laugh. It drove me crazy. 

After a while it got irritating and it was obvious it wasn't going anywhere so I called it quits. We remained friends and about six months later a group of us were hanging out. I forget her friends name, the one who said it, but I'll never forget the feeling in my gut. 

"Do you remember when Ken was putting the moves on you and you were fucking Taylor the whole time?" she said. The two of them laughed. Some of our other friends cast awkward glances at me, others chuckled. 

I  sat  there  staring  at  her,  unable  to  believe  what  I'd  heard  or  that  it  had actually happened. Taylor wasn't there but I knew who he was. He was a six foot four wall of muscle, more or less the exact opposite of the kind of wiry, glasses wearing guy I was. Oh, and black. Black as night. 

Of  course  we  hadn't  been  in  a  relationship,  Janice  and  I  so  it  wasn't cheating.  Still,  it  became  obvious  to  me  the  more  I  thought  about  it  and from  thinking  back  on  how  she'd  acted  that  she'd  not  only  been  fucking Taylor, she'd been having as much fun  not fucking me but pretending like she might. 

After  I  got  over  the  initial  embarrassment  of  the  situation,  I  couldn't  stop thinking  about.  Every  time  I  thought  of  Janice  laughing  and  pushing  me away,  then  going  and  fucking  Taylor  later  that  night,  a  fresh  burst  of jealousy and angst would tear through me. 

It wasn't just jealousy, though. Buried somewhere inside that cold thrill was another feeling. I had no idea why, but every time I thought about her doing that to me, fucking Taylor, I felt an arousal that was thrilling and disgusting all at the same time. 

I still remember the first time I touched myself thinking about it. I thought maybe I could get it to go away. I'd been obsessing about it for weeks. As I stroked myself towards orgasm, something about that feeling changed. The closer  I  got  to  release,  the  further  from  my  sane  mind  I  drifted,  the  less jealousy I felt. As I hung on the cusp of my climax, I pictured Janice with Taylor  buried  deep  inside  her,  his  body  tight,  his  ass  clenched  as  he furrowed  his  seed  into  her.  That  thought  and  the  thought  of  Janice,  legs spread, leaking creamy white sent me barrelling over the edge of the most intense orgasm I'd ever experienced in my life. 

My friendship with Janice, or whatever it had been, soured after that. What never soured for me was that fantasy. Even though my feelings for Janice faded, the way I felt about her "cheating" never failed to make me come. 

I dated a few other women but I never fell for any quite as hard as I'd fallen for Janice. I also never revealed or even hinted at my fantasy. It seemed too

personal, too close and I was never serious enough with any of them to feel comfortable revealing something like that. 

Until I met Elizabeth. 

I'd already spent eight years in the foreign service and I was ready to ship out to my next assignment in South Africa. I'd concentrated on the area and had  moved  up  the  ladder  to  the  point  where  it  seemed  a  possibility  that  I would be appointed an ambassador sometime in the next few years. 

I met her a week before I was supposed to go and almost immediately fell for  her.  I  tried  not  to.  She  was  stunning.  Much  too  stunning  for  a  wiry policy-wonk. There was something irresistible about her, though. 

In many ways she was very similar to Janice. She had an incredible body. 

She smiled a lot. She loved to flirt. She seemed like the kind of woman who knew how to get exactly what she wanted from a man. A woman that could have any guy she wanted. 

She had the same sense of mischief Janice had, I've since learned. She loved controlling  men.  She  loved  making  them  squirm.  She  loved  playing  them against each other. She did it all with sex and that magnificent body. 

We  met  at  a  party  and  had  a  brief  conversation  before  she  was  whisked away to go talk to someone else. I couldn't stop looking at her all night. The way  she  walked  across  the  room  with  that  confident  strut,  hips  swaying slightly.  The  way  she  smiled  and  laughed  when  men  spoke.  The  way  she made them comfortable around her with just her eyes. Looking away at all the right times, drawing them close. 

Heads would turn as she walked back and forth through the room and I saw that men couldn't  not at her. I think that was what did it for me. It sounds crazy but the idea of having a wife that other men desired, drove me mad with lust. I could barely concentrate on any conversation. All I could think about was what it would be like, being with a woman as beautiful and as desired as Elizabeth. 

I  knew  I  didn't  stand  a  chance.  I  knew  I  was  leaving  soon,  but  I  steeled myself and asked for her number anyways. 

"Why do you need my number? Why don't we just go to your place?" she'd asked with a smile. 

I wasn't sure whether she was joking or not. It turned out she wasn't. We did go to my place and had the most mind-blowingly good sex I've ever had. 

We talked late into the night. I got to know her a bit and realized there was much more to her than just her looks. 

She  had  a  degree  in  international  affairs  that  she  didn't  know  what  to  do with and was biding her time working in an insurance company while she figured out what to do with her life. She was quick witted and wicked smart and by the time the sun came up, I could honestly say I was in love. 

"I like you, Ken Sanders," I remember her saying with a smile as we curled under the covers together. "I like you a lot." 

It  wasn't  what  I'd  expected  but  as  I  came  to  learn,  that  was  Elizabeth. 

Predictably  unpredictable.  We  spent  most  of  our  free  time  together  that week. I was a little insecure, being with such an attractive woman but her sense of humor and kindness put me at ease. We laughed a lot and by the end of the week, we'd made our promises and said our goodbyes. 

I remember telling her I would do everything possible to get out of South America as fast as I could and come back and marry her and then we'd be set. I couldn't take her on the posting, since she was just my girlfriend at the time. She promised she'd wait but leaving her at the airport nearly tore me apart. 

She  did  wait.  I  pulled  every  string  I  possibly  could  and  after  a  year  was back stateside but that year was the most agonizing of my life. From almost the  moment  I  stepped  onto  the  plane  the  memory  of  what  had  happened with Janice filled my mind. I spent the flight in a state of haunting angst. 

When we landed the first thing I did was buy a phone card and call her. 

Hearing her voice made it better. She smiled and said she missed me and that she couldn't wait to come visit. That smoothed it over, too. Until I hung up. From the moment I hung up to the next time we talked, I would sit and think about her and what she might be doing. I would torture myself with visions  of  her  with  other  men  deep  inside  her.  My  imagination  would conjure hellish scenes of betrayal that would send bolts of jealousy searing through me until it felt like I had no adrenaline left. 

Every  second  of  every  day  I  had  to  push  thoughts  of  her  with  other  men away.  Maybe  I  was  just  trying  to  protect  myself.  Maybe  I  knew  that  a bombshell  like  her  would  come  to  her  senses  with  a  little  time  away  and find  herself  some  rich  stud  who'd  take  better  care  of  her  than  I  could. 

Jealousy consumed me and it almost tore us apart. 

I  couldn't  have  a  conversation  without  asking  what  she'd  done  the  night before  and  with  who.  At  first  she  tolerated  it,  thought  I  was  just  being protective but after a while it got tiring and old. I tried my best not to bring it up every time we talked but it was hard. 

My  dreams,  or  nightmares  rather,  were  filled  with  pictures  of  her  in compromising  positions.  Sucking  another  man's  cock  or  on  her  back  with her legs spread open, some thick cock ramming into her pussy. 

The  days  were  hell  but  at  night  I'd  use  the  same  thoughts  to  masturbate myself to climax after explosive climax until I fell asleep. I felt like I was going insane. 

We  almost  broke  up  over  it  but  somehow  a  year  passed  and  I  was  back. 

Once I was on the same continent, in the same room, in bed with her, all of that melted away and I felt like I'd been a crazy person for even thinking it. 

We patched things up and married a few months later. I got the appointment as ambassador to Cosoro on the east coast of Africa a week after that. 

It wasn't a glamorous post but it was a good office with a good staff and a rather too large house for a young couple. I was one of the youngest people to have been appointed an ambassador in the history of the Foreign Service and I attributed it to the ten years I'd put in in the same region. 

The pay went very far in that country and we got used to a good life. 

We talked about starting a family but we wanted to enjoy each other for a little longer before all of that. It wasn't a busy posting but nothing after five o'clock most days. We had plenty of time to settle into our marriage. Plenty of time for me to reacquaint myself with what Elizabeth was really like. 

The  first  few  months  we  played  "in-love,"  just  happy  to  be  back  in  each others arms. 

The fantasy, or rather me revealing it to Elizabeth didn't start all at once. It started slowly, like I think these things usually do. She'd get a little tipsy at a party and smile a little too much at a handsome man. He'd get an idea and it wasn't until someone noticed, walked through the room and whispered in his ear who she was that he would lay off. 

I lived for those moments. Even though they tore me up inside, I loved to watch her flirting with other guys. Now that I had her, now that we were married and on the same continent it felt safe. I wasn't scared that she would run  off  and  cheat  on  me  because  she  fell  asleep  beside  me  every  night.  I would just sit back and enjoy the buzz of watching her flirt. The occasional swell of jealousy only added fuel to the fire. 

She  never  let  on  that  she  noticed  me  watching  her.  As  soon  as  I  saw  her getting a little tipsy I'd have my eyes on her like a hawk. 

Her  posture  would  change  first.  Her  body  would  start  to  look  a  little more...easy. Her hip would swing out to one side. She'd smile a little wider, giggle a little louder at his jokes, touch her neck. You know, flirt. I would stare  at  her  relentlessly.  I  found  myself  getting  angry  any  time  someone came  over  and  distracted  me  from  it.  My  eyes  would  be  stinging  to  look back and see what she was doing. 

She could never take it any further than that. As soon as the men found out she  was  the  diplomat's  wife,  they  knew  it  was  hands  off.  I  could  tell  she loved it, though. All that attention before they knew. She just soaked it up. 

We'd always have the hottest sex on those nights. I never mentioned it and neither did she but I found out later she noticed. 

Chapter 4

I had a hard time keeping the fantasy in my head. I had a hard time only taking  it  out  at  parties.  I  got  into  a  little  habit.  Whenever  Elizabeth  was around other men, I'd take some time out of my day and try to watch. 

We didn't have a large staff but there was a cleaning lady, Efua, who came twice  a  week.  The  cook,  Keyon,  was  there  every  day  and  usually  did  all three meals. And there was the gardener, Adisa. He was the one that fed my guilty secret. 

He  came  three  times  a  week  and  kept  the  place  immaculate.  He  was  lean and  muscular  and  always  wore  a  baseball  cap  against  the  sun.  He  would come right after breakfast Monday, Wednesday and Friday. Curiously, even though  he'd  been  taking  care  of  the  place  for  years  before  we  arrived, Elizabeth would have to go and tell him what to do every time he came. 

Not knowing then why she was doing it, I didn't even think that her motives were anything but innocent. But every time she got up and went outside, I would go to my office in the back of the house, the window to which gave me a perfect view onto the backyard. 

The Friday morning after the party was the same. We finished our breakfast and Elizabeth looked at the clock, got up and said she had to go and talk to Adisa, even though we were leaving soon. I watched her go, gazing at her deliciously round ass and as soon as she'd disappeared down the hall, strode to the office and positioning myself at the window. 

I soon saw her walk around the corner of the house. She was wearing round sunglasses  and  a  wide  smile.  She  waved  at  him.  He  got  up,  smiled  and waved back. 

I'd seen them do this so many times and it always made me feel the same way. I felt my cock start to harden. As she got close to him it became the

difference in their size became apparent. His broad chest nearly blocked my view of her. I could just see her face over his shoulder. 

She  started  with  some  chit-chat,  she  always  did.  It  was  always  sunny  in Cosoro  so  you  couldn't  really  talk  about  the  weather.  She  always  found something,  though.  She  was  great  at  asking  questions.  Consequently,  I knew a lot about the gardener. 

He  was  single.  No  girlfriend.  Liked  where  he  lived.  Liked  playing  soccer with  his  friends.  He  didn't  drink.  He  didn't  smoke.  That  was  all  the  stuff she'd told me that he'd told her. I knew something else about him, though. 

He liked my wife. 

Of  course  he  hadn't  told  her  that.  Or  maybe  he  had  and  she  just  hadn't shared that with me. No, I knew he liked my wife because of what I'd seen him do countless times, whenever she walked out. His chest puffed out as he stood a little straighter. He didn't walk around like that when she wasn't there, I'd spied on him enough to know that. The way he smiled. He never smiled like that to anyone else. He liked my wife, alright. And I knew she liked that fact. 

I watched them talking. I saw her laugh, throw her head back, in that way she did when she wanted a man to know how  hilarious she thought he was. 

My cock hardened even more. I felt a small twinge of guilt, spying on them like that, but I wasn't going to be able to indulge in anything like this once we were in Singapore. I pushed the feeling away and let myself drift into my fantasy. 

I saw her start giving him instructions. What the hell she could have been telling him to do, I had no idea. Elizabeth didn't know the first thing about gardening. Clearly this was just an excuse to flirt with the gardener, but why would  she  keep  up  the  act  once  she  was  already  outside?  She  pointed towards some shrubs and looked that way. 

I couldn't see his eyes but I knew what he was looking at in that moment of her inattention. I knew they were roving up and down my wife. I knew he was  undressing  her  in  his  mind,  wondering  what  it  would  be  like  to  fuck such a tidy little white prize. 

When  she  looked  back  at  him  again,  I  could  tell  she  knew.  She  knew exactly what he'd just been looking at. And she fucking loved it. 

"Car's ready sir!" 

Edward's voice coming from the door startled me and made me jump. I put a hand on my chest as my heart gave a sudden thud. 

"Be right there," I muttered, unable to take my eyes off of Elizabeth outside. 

Her  eyes  darted  up.  She  must  have  seen  me  moving  in  the  window.  She looked up. She stopped talking. For a second, our eyes met. I saw one of her eyebrows go up. I saw Adisa start to turn around. I'd just been caught. 

I  spun  around,  grabbed  the  briefcase  and  started  moving  papers  from  my desk  and  into  it.  My  heart  was  pounding  now.  I  felt  a  swell  of embarrassment  make  my  cheeks  red.  Would  she  ask?  Would  she  bring  it up? A hot thrill rushed through me at the prospect of her mentioning it. If she did, would I tell her? Would I be able to let her in to this private part of my life? 

When  she  walked  into  the  office  all  of  that  hot  courage  that  had  been boiling red hot inside turned the pallor of a cowardly white. I looked up to see  her  staring  at  me  with  a  smile.  She  stood  there  watching  me  sweep papers into my briefcase for a while before saying anything. I smiled back as I made a beeline for the door. She stepped in my way. 

"Elizabeth,  sweetie,  I'm  already  late  for  my  appointment,"  I  said,  smiling and pretending we hadn't just shared that moment through the window. 

She stood there, looking up at me and smiling, but not letting me pass. 

"Elizabeth, I've really got to go!" I said, trying to move her gently to one side. She wouldn't budge. "Elizabeth!" 

"What was that?" she whispered, staring deep into my eyes. 

"What was what?" I answered, doing my best to pretend I had no idea what she was talking about. 

"Why were you looking at me like that? Through the window?" 

There was no way to lie. She knew me too well. 

"Elizabeth," I pleaded, "alright. I was just looking out the window at you..." 

"...at me and Adisa?" she asked, her eyes searching mine for the truth. 

My  mind  was  racing.  Half  of  me  wanted  to  cancel  the  meeting,  close  the door, sit her down and tell her everything. I thought about it. My team was waiting, though and I was already late. No. I had to do this later. 

"Elizabeth, yes. I was...I was looking at you..." 

A smile curled one corner of her mouth. "Why?" 

I glanced at the clock. I was almost an hour late. "Elizabeth. I've got to get to this meeting but I promise, I promise we'll talk about this later." 

One corner of her lip curled up. "Okay. Tonight." She stepped to one side. 

I  barely  got  through  my  day.  I  mean,  I  got  through  it  alright,  but  Edward had  to  do  a  lot  of  coaching.  In  the  two  years  we'd  been  here,  I'd  been watching  her  through  that  window  and  had  never  been  caught.  It seemed...significant  that  it  had  happened  now.  My  mind  was  consumed with the conversation we were going to have that night. What was I going to  tell  her?  Was  I  really  going  to  tell  her  about  my  fantasy?  Was  I  really going to let it all out? How would it change things between us if I did? 

As  the  meeting,  which  had  been  planned  to  last  an  hour  dragged  into  its fourth, I let my mind wander back in time. I hadn't thought about Janice in a long time, probably not since marrying Elizabeth. 

The  cold,  hard  jealousy  I'd  felt  at  her  "betrayal,"  the  humiliation  of  her friend  saying  that,  the  awkward  silence  that  followed  all  came  flooding back. But after that first flush of angst had travelled through me, a warmer feeling followed. It was the memory of thinking about her being filled with Taylor's  cum  the  same  night  she'd  laughed  at  my  advances.  The  image  of

her legs spread open, her body quivering as he shot his load deep inside her was still there, like a scab that hadn't ever fallen off. I started to pick. 

What could it be about what she'd done that had made me so furious and so aroused  at  the  same  time?  Why  on  earth  would  a  man  get  turned  on  by something like that? Was there something wrong with me? Was there some wiring in my brain that hadn't been connected right? 

I played the memory over and over as one of my FSO's droned on about a policy  change  that  was  coming  down  the  pipe.  I  got  so  caught  up  in remembering  replaying  it  that  I  forgot  why  I  was  thinking  about  it  in  the first place. When it dawned on me that the reason was Elizabeth's strange behaviour  and  the  conversation  we  were  going  to  have  that  night,  my stomach twisted into a hard knot. 

Where  on  earth  did  I  think  this  was  going  to  go?  I  began  to  consider  the possibilities. If I told her and she was confused or upset that would surely be  the  best  outcome,  wouldn't  it?  I  would  tell  her  it  was  just  a  strange fantasy that was left over from something that happened long ago and that it would never have to affect our marriage in any way. Something about that didn't ring true, however. 

Why  had  she  brought  up  the  issue?  Why  had  she  run  into  the  house (because she must have run, to get to the office that fast), just to stop me and ask me about it? There was something else at play there. Something I didn't know about. 

The  only  explanation  I  could  come  up  with  was  that  she  had  somehow guessed  my  secret  and  that   she  wanted  to  bring  it  out  into  the  open.  The question that came out of that, was why? 

The day seemed to drag on for an eternity. When I arrived back at the house that evening I wasn't sure whether I wanted to see her or not. It turned out the decision had been made for me. She was out. 

It  wasn't  unusual.  It  was  Wednesday.  She  had  a  book  club,  a  bridge  night and  a  few  other  excuses  for  drinks  that  she  did  without  me.  I  wasn't  sure whether  I  was  disappointed  or  relieved.  I  wasn't  at  all  sure  about  what  I

wanted. Maybe she'd forgotten about the whole thing? I wasn't sure how I felt about that either, if that were the case. On the one hand we could keep going on, living our good life. On the other, the prospect of finally opening up and sharing this with someone, getting it off my chest, was a tantalizing one. Even if that someone happened to be my wife. 

I ate dinner alone, then went up to the bedroom with a book. But reading didn't  come  easily.  The  scene  from  that  morning,  the  scenes  from  the  last two  years  we'd  lived  here  kept  invading  my  mind.  Eventually  memory twisted  into  fantasy  and  scenes  of  her  chatting  politely  to  men  at  parties morphed  into  her  on  her  back  with  her  legs  splayed  and  those  same  men pressing their thick, black bodies between her thighs. 

I'd almost managed to fall asleep when the door to the bedroom opened and Elizabeth stepped inside. I opened my eyes to see her sauntering across the room.  She  wasn't  swaying  from  the  drink,  but  she  wasn't  walking  a perfectly straight line. 

"Why good evening Mr. Sanders," she teased, settling down on the bed next to me. 

"Good evening," I said, unable to keep myself from stealing a glance at her cleavage.  She  was  wearing  a  purple  blouse  that  plunged  almost  too indecently down her chest, depending on where she'd been. "Book club?" I asked. 

She smiled. "Maybe," she replied, looking around the room. 

I felt my face get serious. Maybe? What was that supposed to mean? It took some effort to put back on the easy smile I'd been wearing. 

She turned back towards me and I saw her eyes dancing around my face. 

She was looking for something there. "Maybe?" I asked, finally. 

"I'm  just  teasing,"  she  said,  dismissing  it  with  a  wave  of  her  hand.  That same hand settled on my bare chest, then started drifting down, pulling the covers off me as it went. "Want to fuck?" 

Of course I did but now I had that word, "Maybe," floating around in my mind. There were any number of places she could have been. It wasn't like her not to share. 

I  couldn't  concentrate  on  it  for  long.  She  pulled  the  covers  down  and hooked  her  fingers  under  my  boxers.  I  was  half-stiff  already  and  as  she pulled them off, my cock swung out. 

She looked at it for a while. She looked up at me, still smiling. "You're not going to ask me where I was?" 

The cold rush of jealousy at her words flooded through me and took me by surprise.  What  was  she  talking  about?  And  why  was  she  talking  about  it with that sly smile? My cock bounced. I didn't think she'd seen. 

"Why  do  you  ask  that?"  I  said,  not  wanting  to  kill  the  mood  or  start  an argument. 

She seemed to be in a good mood, though, smiling and looking at my cock. 

"I don't know," she said, looking up, her hand on my thigh. "I could have been  out  with  some  other  man."  She  was  still  smiling  but  watching  me intently. Searching for something in my eyes. 

I  was  able  to  control  my  expression  but  nothing  else.  My  cock  jumped again when she said it and this time the motion caught her eye. She looked down at my hardening shaft, then back up at me again. 

"Elizabeth!"  I  blurted,  trying  to  distract  her  and  regain  control  of  the situation. She wasn't having it. The smile was still there. Now it had moved to her eyes. 

"Yes?" 

"Why would you say something like that?" I asked, a last ditch effort to try and keep my secret mine. 

She didn't answer. Just laughed. A giggling little laugh. Like she knew she had the upper hand. 

I didn't know what to do. There wasn't anything else to do, really. My cock had moved when she'd said it. It hadn't deflated. She'd seen it. Now she was staring at me, like she was trying to figure out what it all meant. I just sat there, mute. 

Still  smiling,  she  lifted  her  hand  from  my  thigh.  She  pushed  her  fingers between her blouse and her skin, pushing the purple fabric until it fell down over her shoulder. She did the same with the other side. It fell away easily, exposing her ripe, round breasts. Her nipples were stiff and ready. 

I  wanted  to  reach  out  and  touch  her.  I  wanted  to  lean  in  towards  those nipples, take them in my mouth and suck on them. 

She peeled the covers off of me completely, then peeled my boxers down my legs. She slid down and off the bed and pushed at my legs until I swung them over the side of the bed. She moved between them and I finally felt the heat of her fingers as they wrapped around my now stiff shaft. 

"I  want  to  try  something,"  she  said,  eyeing  me  and  still  with  that  devious smile. 

"Okay?" I muttered, barely able to get that much out. 

"It's an experiment that I've been thinking about for a while." 

An experiment? This was strange. "Okay?" 

She took her fingers off of me. My cock swayed from side to side. What the hell was she playing at? 

"You  see,  I've  been  wondering  for  a  while,"  she  began,  her  mouth  close enough to me that I could feel the warmth of her breath on my cock. "I've been  wondering  why  it  is  that  at  these  parties,  whenever  I  look  for  you across the room, I always see you looking at me first." 

For  some  reason  my  cock  jumped  again.  My  whole  world  started  to unravel. Part of my job was keeping secrets. Apparently I'd done a terrible job of keeping this one from my wife. 

"I thought about it and thought about it," she went on. "At first I thought it was  sweet.  Oh  look,  he  loves  me  so  much  he  can't  keep  his  eyes  off  me. 

That  explanation  satisfied  me  for  a  while  but  something  about  it  was  still bothering me." 

She wrapped her fingers around my shaft again but barely squeezed at all. 

She  let  them  drift  up  and  down  my  length,  then  let  go  again.  I  almost gasped. The ache between my legs was agony and I longed for release. She smiled at my torment. 

"So I thought about it some more. I started thinking about it a little more critically. You know, like an experiment?" 

I  furrowed  my  brow.  She  was  enjoying  this  so  much.  My  heart  was pounding in my chest. I was almost certain she knew and every word, the way  she  was  teasing  it  out  so  slowly  was  only  serving  to  make  me  more aroused. She let just the back of her hand travel up my shaft. 

My cock danced at her touch and a drop of pre-cum came trickling from its head. I felt like it was ready to burst. She looked up, still smiling and kept talking. 

"So I started to look for patterns." 

Those words made the bottom drop out of my stomach. Of course she knew. 

Why was she telling me about it like this?!? 

"And do you know what I found, Ken?" She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and squeezed this time. I gasped and glanced down between my legs. 

She pumped me once. Twice. 

I  looked  up  and  shook  my  head  even  though  I  knew  exactly  what  she'd found. 

"I found that you weren't looking at me  all the time, Ken. You were only looking at me when I was in conversation with other men. Isn't that right?" 

Her hand was moving steadily up and down now and I felt my sack tighten, readying  for  my  release.  I  didn't  know  what  to  say.  There  was  nothing  to say. She'd figured it out but why was she telling me like this? I nodded and looked down at my erection in her hands. 

She smiled at my reaction and her hand started moving faster up and down my  length.  "So  I  figured  that  must  mean,"  she  said,  contemplating  my throbbing  cock  with  a  casual  glance,  "that  you  must  enjoy  thinking  about me..." 

I knew exactly what she was going to say. All the images I'd conjured up over  the  years,  all  the  dirty  positions  I'd  put  her  in  in  my  imagination flooded my mind all at once. I felt the cum moving through my shaft. I felt my  insides  tense.  I  felt  myself  slip  under  the  warm  wave  of  pleasure  that was about to come crashing down on me. I looked up and into her eyes. She was staring at me. I watched her mouth as she said the words. 

"...with other men." 

The first pulse of my seed erupted from the head of my cock and a thick rope of cum splashed across her exposed breasts. As I groaned through the peak  of  my  orgasm  I  watched  her  mouth  twist  back  into  a  smile.  Pleased with herself for making me come? Or pleased with herself for learning the truth? 

She kept stroking me, my body spasming on the bed now from her touch. 

She  looked  up  and  into  my  eyes.  Hers  were  smiling  and  filled  with mischief. Her strokes slowed as the last sputters of my climax shook me on the bed, then they turned into slow caresses as she looked down and tried to squeeze the last drops of cum from my now deflated cock. 

The real world came flooding back in to the vacuum the orgasm had created in my mind. I turned my head to one side. What had I done? The evidence of my fantasy was no longer circumstantial. It was dripping down her hand. 

Chapter 5

"So why, exactly, have you never told me about this?" 

I felt dizzy. Partly from the orgasm, partly from what she'd said, what she now knew. I tried to explain to myself that just because she knew it, didn't mean we would have to  do anything about it. The terrifying part of it was that  I  didn't  know  if  I  could  trust  myself  to  keep  that  promise,  if  the opportunity presented itself. 

She was still on her knees, still in between my legs. Staring at me as I sat there silent. 

I  opened  my  mouth  but  no  sound  came  out.  I  didn't  know  what  to  say.  I didn't know where to begin. 

"Okay," she said after a minute, "I get it. It's hard to talk about. What if..." 

she  bit  her  lower  lip  and  looked  up  to  one  side.  "What  if  I  ask  you questions? Would that help?" 

I could only nod and sit there, mute. 

"Okay. So is that why you were watching me this morning?" she asked, her warm hand starting to stroke my cock again as she looked into my eyes. 

"What do you mean?" I asked, my mind struggling for a way out while my body wanted to find its way in. 

"I  mean  is  that  why  you  were  watching  me  and  Adisa?  Through  the window?" 

Even though I'd just come, hearing her name come from her lips made my cock throb in her hand. That made her smile. 

"I guess that's a yes," she purred. Her fist was still moving up and down the length  of  my  shaft.  She  hadn't  sped  up.  She  was  still  looking  at  me,  still pumping me with slow, even strokes. 

"Elizabeth,"  I  started,  hoping  that  the  words  would  come  once  I  started talking. 

"Shhh," she said, putting a finger to her lips, "it doesn't work when you talk Ken. Remember? Not about this. Just let me ask the questions." 

I sat there, feeling the ache of another orgasm moving from behind my balls and into my cock. I could feel pleasure spreading through my body at not just  her  touch,  but  at  what  she  must  be  thinking.  What  she  was  going  to come up with next. 

"If I told you I'd been with another man tonight, what would you do Ken?" 

she whispered, eyeing me the whole time. 

My cock pulsed in her hand. It was useless to try and hide anything. Even if I'd wanted to, I couldn't. I couldn't stop the way my body was reacting to what she was saying. My mouth opened slightly and I shook my head. 

"Don't  know?"  she  asked.  Not  really  a  question.  Just  permission  to continue. "Would you keep sitting here, letting me stroke your cock if you knew I'd just been out with another man?" 

Again I hardened inside her tight fist. The thought of it had made my heart beat  faster.  Of  course  I  knew  she  was  just  making  this  up,  just  playing  a game  with  me  now.  It  was  still  getting  under  my  skin  in  like  soft  razors might

I let the image come to me, in my mind's eye. There she was. On another man's  bed.  A  thick,  black  cock  disappearing  into  her  soft  sex.  My  cock bulged. 

"Are  you  imagining  it?  Are  you  imagining  me  with  another  man?"  she asked softly, a smile teasing at her lips. It seemed like she was enjoying this as much as I was. 

Still  keeping  her  eyes  on  me,  she  flicked  out  her  tongue,  unwrapped  her fingers from around my rigid cock and licked the underside of it, licking the rope of cum that had dribbled from her hand. 

I  shuddered.  My  eyes  widened.  She  was  staring  so  intently,  a  smile  still playing across her lips. Running her tongue up along my length one more time, her lips formed a perfect little "o" as she took me into her mouth. 

The  wet  heat  of  her  mouth  rippled  through  me.  I  let  out  a  groan  and  my head lolled back at the sudden burst of pleasure. The feeling of her cheeks closing around me made me look down at her again. Her tongue lashed at my cock. Her saliva dribbled down, passing her lips. I felt the warmth of it on my balls. She wrapped one hand around the base of my throbbing dick. 

The other cupped my sack. 

Cum had started moving through the ache between my legs. As I stared at her  loving  my  member  with  her  mouth,  the  image  came  again.  What  if  it wasn't my cock pressed into her hot little mouth? What if it was some black stranger she was sucking on? What would it feel like, seeing her like that. 

A sudden jealousy seared through me. It was almost too painful, imagining her that way. Of course she'd never do it, but the thought of her betraying me  made  some  fat  nerve  pulse  inside  me.  I  felt  the  first  pulse  of  my  preseed, a tiny explosion in her mouth. 

She  pulled  herself  off  me  with  a  loud  "pop."  "Oh,  not  yet  please,  Mr. 

Sanders," she cooed, smiling at me. She gave me a few more strokes with her hand before sliding from me and standing up. 

Her  breasts  were  full  and  ripe  and  ready.  I  longed  to  feel  their  pillowy softness under my palms. That wasn't her plan. She wiggled her way out of the skirt she'd been wearing. She let the blouse, until then hanging around her  midriff,  fall  to  the  ground.  She  still  had  on  her  heels.  It  made  her muscles firm and tight. She pushed her little black thong to one side. 

She mounted the bed, a knee on either side of me. Her hand pressed against my chest, leaning me back and onto my elbows on the bed. 

I couldn't get enough of her. My eyes ran up and down her body. The toned calves. The ample thighs. Her breasts, hanging close to my chest. 

Reaching  under  herself,  she  found  my  cock  with  her  hand.  Warm  fingers clutched at my stiff, wet cock. She looked down between us and her hips sank a little lower, just low enough so that the head of my cock felt the heat of her sex. 

I looked down too. My eyes went even wider. A thick drop of sticky, clear liquid  had  pooled  at  the  part  in  her  skin  that  led  to  her  sex.  As  we  both stared at it, it sank slowly lower until a bead of it touched my cock. It made me  shudder.  I  watched  it  break  free  from  the  strand  it  clung  to.  I  felt  it trickle down my cock, onto her fingers. 

I was almost shaking from the tension now. My whole body wanted nothing more than to feel her insides, feel my cock surrounded by her messy sex. 

She looked up and smiled. She started stroking me again with her hand. Just enough to make my whole body tense with anticipation. 

"So, how badly do you want to come inside me baby?" she whispered. 

I  looked  up  at  her.  I  was  a  little  confused  by  the  question  but  immensely turned on. I took the bait. 

"Fuck,  I  want  it,"  I  muttered,  a  little  ashamed.  I  was  never  really  good  at dirty talk. She was. 

"What would you give to come inside me Ken?" 

"Wh-whatever you want," I stammered, my hips already trying to press my cock into her. 

"Whatever I want? Really?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. 

"Yes," I whispered, breathless. 

She smiled a little wider. "So if I were to tell you I wanted to fuck another man, you'd let me?" 

A cold bolt of adrenaline gripped me, followed by the warm pulse of lust as the image formed in my mind. 

Her smile faded. I felt her let go of me. I strained to push myself inside her but she lifted herself up. "I though you said anything?" she asked, putting on a pretend pout. 

At this point I didn't care. I was so close to coming, my body so ready for release  she  probably  could  have  made  me  say  anything.  Desperate  to  be inside her, I gave her what she wanted. "Yes! Fuck, yes!" 

"Yes, what, Ken?" she asked, her hot hand wrapping around me again. 

"Yes I'd let you fuck another man!" I cried, louder than I'd meant. 

Her smile returned immediately. With a satisfied grin she let her hips fall. 

First I felt the sweet heat of her peach touch the head of my throbbing cock. 

I felt her weight on me. She was soaked. The head of my cock slid into her tight lips. I groaned. She let go of me with her hand and sank down onto me, enveloping me in her sticky heat. 

"Oh  fuck!"  I  groaned  as  the  sensation  of  her  tightness  around  me  tore through my body. She rode me slowly, gripping me with the inside of her flesh. 

She closed her eyes. Mine went wide. What the hell as she thinking about? 

What the hell was going on in her mind? 

My insides twisted as I saw her mouth drop open. I felt her pussy tighten. 

She was about to come. What was she thinking about? Why were her eyes closed?  Why  wasn't  she  looking  at  me?  Was  she  really  thinking  about another man? 

I felt her walls clench around my cock as I watched her come with a shout. I felt my own cum moving through my shaft. I looked up into her eyes. They were wild with delight. I roared as the first pulse of seed shot deep into her womb. 

"Mmm..."  she  purred,  her  orgasm  waning,  as  my  cock  flexed  and  danced inside her slit. Blast after blast of hot cum filled her hole. She rode me the whole  time,  squeezing  me  tight,  milking  me  for  all  I  had.  Even  when  the peak of my climax had passed she kept riding, her body insisting on more. 

I  fell  back  onto  the  bed  with  another  groan,  spent  and  starting  to  deflate. 

Only  after  my  flaccid  cock  fell  out  of  her  messy  pussy  did  she  stop.  She

collapsed  onto  the  bed  beside  me.  She  was  looking  at  me.  Even  with  my eyes closed, I could feel her smile on my cheek. 

"So, I'm guessing you liked that?" 

There  wasn't  much  to  say.  She  knew  already.  I  could  lie  but  I  knew  she knew. "Yes," I conceded quietly. I turned my head and looked at her. Her smile was soft but satisfied. She ran a finger down my bare chest, making me shudder. She said it softly. Just one word. 

"Why?" 

Chapter 6

Why? It was a good question. One I'd tried to answer myself over and over in my head. Why would a man like a thing like that? Why would I want to see my wife with another man? I'd never felt so vulnerable in all my life. I'd never felt as close to anyone, either. 

I took a deep breath and considered my options. I could play it off like no big deal. I could pretend I hadn't been thinking about it for...well, most of my adult life. I could make some excuse, that it was just a fantasy. The truth was I wanted more. Somewhere deep inside my mind, some primal part of my  brain  had  this  desire.  I  couldn't  make  out  why.  I  didn't  really  have  a good answer. I took a deep breath and just started to talk. 

"Elisabeth, I don't want you to get the wrong idea," I began. 

She chortled. I turned and glared at her, a little annoyed by her reaction. 

"Oh,  don't  be  like  that,"  she  chided.  "I  get  it,  Ken,  you're  a  little  touchy about this. Hey, it's me here. This is us. Just say it. I'm not going to judge." 

It took a moment to lick my wounded feelings but I knew she was right. It was out there, there was nothing I could do about it. I opened my mouth a few times to talk but couldn't find a good word to start with. She got tired of waiting. 

"Let me ask you something. Why do you think I talk to men the way I do?" 

"What do you mean?" 

"I mean, why would I, a happily married woman, flirt with every man that came my way? What did you think, that I was trying to humiliate you?" 

"No...I mean, I didn't think that I just...I guess I..." It was all happening so fast I found it hard to find the right words. 

"For the longest time I was sure you were going to say something about it. I wanted you to say something about it. I wanted to know what it was that made you seem to enjoy it so much." 

I felt my cheeks flush red. Had I really been that obvious? If Elizabeth had noticed it, what if everyone else had, too? 

"Oh Ken, don't get shy," she said, pressing a hand to my cheek and kissing my lips. "I have to tell you something. It's a secret. You can't tell anyone, alright?" 

Another jolt of nerves tore through me. I felt my body tighten, as the worst scenarios crossed my mind. What was she going to say? Was she going to tell me that she'd cheated on me? Had she already been with another man? 

She leaned in close and whispered, as if someone else might actually hear. 

"I love the way you watch me." 

I couldn't help the heaving sigh of relief that surged from me. My heart was still beating fast but the tightness in my chest was gone. 

"I loved...I don't know, I loved the attention of it. I loved putting on a show for you, acting like I was flirting with all those men. I loved...how loved I felt because of it." 

I gazed into her eyes. My cock was hardening again already. It was such a strange admission and I found my reaction to it stranger but there was no denying I was getting turned on. She saw my cock move. She smiled again. 

"Return the favour?" she whispered with a sly smile. 

A swell of excitement swept through me. Of course I would gladly return the favour after such a mind-blowing orgasm but...I'd just...finished inside her. She seemed to sense my reluctance. 

"You don't have to. If it's too...unseemly," she said, biting her lip. 

Suddenly the thought of it, the dirtiness of it turned me on even more. I'd never  done  anything  like  it  in  my  life.  This  felt  like  some  new,  exciting threshold we were about to cross. I scrambled down the bed and pried her thighs apart. 

Her  slick  pussy,  with  the  hair  trimmed  down  tight,  was  pink  and  smelled like Elisabeth and my own spunk. Frothing from it was a swirl of her own juices, mixed with mine. A thick glob of my own cum clung to one lip of her  peach.  I  eyed  it,  fixated  on  what  it  was.  It  was  her  and  me,  stirred together. Somehow the idea of what  we tasted like possessed me. I stuck out my tongue and pressed it against her drooling slit. 

A  thrill  rushed  through  me  as  I  lapped  up  the  cum  on  the  outside  of  her mound. She moaned as I did it. A deep, pleased moan that made me realize how much it turned her on, what I was doing. I pressed my tongue into her used pussy and cleaned her insides out. 

She started writhing beneath me on the bed. As soon as I was done, I licked up her mound until I found her clit. It was hot and stiff. Ready for pleasure. 

I started licking, my cock growing stiff at how hot I found the whole thing. 

Before too long I felt her thighs start to shake and I felt her muscles start to spasm a little. She grabbed my hair, pressing me closer to her. My tongue raced  in  tight  circles  around  her  clit  until  I  pushed  her  over  the  edge  of pleasure and she came with a shout. 

By the time she'd finished I was completely stiff again. I crawled between her legs, stuffed myself into her pussy and fucked myself to climax again, the whole time staring at her contented smile. 

When I was done I lay down next to her. I wanted to talk about it more. I wanted  her  to  ask  more  questions.  I  wasn't  good  at  just  saying  things,  I

needed her to coax them out of me. But she was sleepy and her face looked so peaceful so I turned out the light and lay there, struggling with what had just happened until I heard her gentle snore. 

It was a long time before I drifted off to sleep myself. 

Chapter 7

When I woke up the next morning she was already in the shower. I lingered in bed, remembering what had happened the night before. It all seemed like a distant dream. I wondered what it would look like, exposed to the light of day.  She  stepped  out  of  the  bathroom  with  only  a  towel  around  her,  her blonde hair up in a bun. 

"Good morning Mr. Sanders," she said, smiling. "How did you sleep?" She walked across the room, lifted up the covers and crawled back under, letting the towel she was wearing fall to the floor. 

Her  body  was  hot  from  the  shower.  She  curled  up  next  to  me.  She  was watching me again, searching my face for truth. 

"I slept great." 

"Good! No bad dreams?" 

I  cracked  a  smile.  She  wasn't  usually  this  playful.  Certainly  not  in  the morning. "No bad dreams. Only good ones." 

She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. "Did we have fun last night?" 

I smiled a little wider, not sure what she was getting at. "Of course we did. 

Didn't we?" 

"I  did,"  she  said,  a  little  more  quietly.  She  wriggled  herself  closer  to  me. 

"So...about our talk last night..." she said, then trailed off. 

My heart started pounding harder again. All of the nervous lust and jealousy coursed through me. I tried to calm myself with a deep breath. "What about it?" 

"Oh  Ken,"  she  purred,  still  smiling,  "you're  going  to  make  me  do  all  the work here, aren't you?" 

It took a moment for me to realize what she was saying. She was right. I wasn't exactly outgoing when it came to this kind of thing. I realized this wasn't fair, though. I needed to have a stake in this too. 

"Elisabeth,  I'm  sorry.  You're  right.  You  shouldn't  have  to  guess  what  I'm feeling all the time. It's just...it's hard to talk about, even to you and it's so close and..." 

"Hey Mr. Sanders," she said, cutting me off. "It's me, remember? I'm close to you too." She said it with a whisper that made me feel better about the whole thing. 

"Alright. Alright. Let's...let's talk about it." 

She giggled. "Okay. You talk about it, silly. Is this something you want? Or is this something you want to keep in your head?" 

I took a deep breath and let my mind sink into the question. Even though I'd asked  myself  the  same  thing  a  thousand  times,  I  had  no  idea  what  the answer was. I just couldn't imagine what it would actually be like, seeing my wife with another man. 

"I don't know," I said, finally. 

"You don't know?" 

"I don't know. It's...complicated." 

"Tell me. Tell me why." 

I  rolled  over  onto  my  side.  "On  the  one  hand,  it's  an  intensely  erotic possibility.  The  thought  of...of  watching  you  with  someone  else.  At  the same  time,  it  makes  my  skin  crawl  with  jealousy.  I  can't  explain  how  the two are related or where they connect, but somewhere deep in my gut they do.  It's  the  most...it's  just  the  most  potent  punch  of  lust  I've  ever  felt.  It defies explanation. It's in a part of my brain I can't seem to get to with my

thoughts. It's animal. It's...it's a reaction I can't think my way into any other way than imagining it." 

She  was  hanging  on  my  every  word.  Still  smiling.  Her  eyes  were  still searching mine. 

"So," she began, "what do you think about, exactly?" 

The  question  made  me  even  more  shy  but  I  steeled  myself  and  forged ahead. "I...I think of you. I think of you and what it would look like. What it would  look  like  to  see  another  man  between  your  legs."  I  muttered  the reply. More at the pillow than at her. My cock had gotten hard again and I knew it was going to be a long day, waiting to be with her again that night. 

She  thought  on  it  for  a  while.  She  touched  a  finger  to  her  lip.  "Well  that would probably be a little drastic, right? To start?" 

It made me chuckle. She was so perfect at putting me in exactly the right space to talk. "Yes. A bit," I replied. Then a sudden wash of cold nerves at the question I'd just answered and what that answer implied. "Wait...I didn't mean that..." 

She silenced me with a wave. "I know. I'm not going to sleep with Adisa today." 

A wave of relief, followed by lusty panic as what she'd said sank through me. 

"Elizabeth!" 

"I'm sorry," she giggled, "but it's kind of fun to tease. And so  easy! I'll be good." 

I sighed. 

"Alright, so what if...what if we took it slow?" 

My heart skipped a beat. She was really talking about this as a possibility. 

"What...what do you mean?" 

"I mean, what if we took baby steps. I think Adisa should be showing up soon. What would say if I were to go outside and have a tan by the pool? 

No commitments. No obligations. Just a girl getting some sun." 

Every  nerve  ending  in  my  body  seemed  to  be  humming  in  a  chorus  of anxiety.  "Why  are  you  talking  about  this?  Why  are  you  talking  about Adisa?" 

She  sighed  and  rolled  her  eyes  a  little.  "Well  isn't  that  who  you've  been watching me with most?" 

I  opened  my  mouth  to  protest  but  realized  it  was  pointless.  She  knew everything  already.  She'd  probably  seen  me  staring  at  them  talking  a hundred times, if not more. She looked completely earnest. Her eyes were wide open and the smile had faded. It was hard to believe but she was really asking if I wanted to do this. 

"Ken, this is up to you. We can keep this in your head. It's fun enough just talking about it and I love how excited it makes you. But if you want to try it,  see  if  it's  even  more  fun  in  real  life,  I'm  just  opening  the  door  to  the possibility." 

"What would you do? Out there?" 

"Nothing. I'd just go and lie in a chair by the pool with my bikini on. He'd be working, or trying to anyways." She cracked a smile at that. 

Another bolt of nerves tore through me. Her awareness of what she did to other  men  seemed  to  be  a  part  of  my  fascination.  She  knew  exactly  what kind of girl men wanted and she knew exactly how to be that girl. 

"What do I do?" I asked. 

"The  same  thing  you  always  do,  dear.  You  just  stand  by  the  window  and watch." 

"Right. But you won't be  doing anything." 

"Right. But you'll know that I'm out there. You'll know that I'm out there to get him to pay attention to me. You know he'll have a hard time not doing it. 

I bet he won't be able to keep his eyes on his work, don't you think?" 

I knew it was true. I glanced at the clock. I was going to be late but what she was suggesting was too much to pass up. My insides were twisted into knots. I wasn't sure why. She wasn't going to be  doing  anything.  She  was going to be doing something, though. She was going to be stepping out of my fantasy and into the world. She was taking the first step to making this real. 

"Okay. Do it," I whispered, barely pushing the words past the tightness in my throat. 

She  smiled  again  as  soon  as  she  heard  them.  Then  she  rolled  out  of  bed. 

Before I could kiss her or tell her I loved her or some other thing I thought I should  do.  I  watched  her  dance  to  the  dresser,  pull  out  a  bikini  and disappear into the bathroom again. I took another deep breath. Now that she wasn't lying right next to me, I wasn't sure at all where I wanted this to go. 

Chapter 8

I stared out the window at her lying on one of the deck chairs by the pool waiting for Adisa to arrive. She was wearing sunglasses but not much else. 

Two  tiny  triangles  yellow  spandex  barely  covered  her  nipples  and  a  third covered  her  sex.  It  disappeared  between  her  legs  and  having  watched  her strut across the yard, I knew it did nothing in the back. Her ass would be completely visible if she stood up. 

The  tightness  in  my  chest  would  come  and  go.  One  moment  I  would imagine  him  rounding  the  corner,  noticing  her  and  not  being  able  to  look away. She was so exposed there, like a prize on display? No man would be able to resist staring at her for a while, at least. 

That made my chest tight. 

To try and relax I would reassure myself that I was right there. I could see her. If things really went too far, whatever that meant, all I had to do was

step outside. It wasn't like he was going to try anything. Not out in the open like that. 

That kind of thinking would help for a moment or two. 

 It wasn't like he was going to try anything. 

Why not? I began to contemplate what it was, exactly, that kept a man, not just Adisa, any man from trying whatever they liked, whenever they liked? 

Of course, that's the point our civilized society had evolved to, I understood that.  Yet  we   hadn't  evolved  past  the  point  of  a  woman  as  intelligent  and educated as Elizabeth lying practically naked in the sun, presenting herself for  a  man's  viewing  pleasure.  We  hadn't  evolved  past  the  very  primal display of flesh to incite a response in the opposite sex. That's what she was doing right now. She was lying there, hoping, well, knowing, that she would get a response. In the grand scheme of things, for all of our civility, when it came to sex, we hadn't gotten very far at all. 

That made my chest tight. This time the tightness felt better. Like when you wrap yourself in your own comforter on a cold winter's night. 

What made my chest tighter still, was when he rounded the corner with his wheelbarrow. 

She didn't move. She didn't have to. He was a man. He was built to notice the female form. And how he noticed. 

My insides did a flip. 

He slowed. He leaned forward and set his wheelbarrow down  quietly. When he straightened up again, his chest seemed bigger. Something else we hadn't evolved past. In the same way the peacock spreads his feathers, I watched Adisa's  shoulders  move  back.  Even  though  he  couldn't  see  he  wasn't watching her, his mating game had started, in case she happened to look up. 

 Mating game. 

Those two words sent adrenaline surging through me. My vision narrowed and  my  heart  sped  up.  What  was  happening  outside  was  outside  the boundaries of convention in more ways than one. Adisa's body was reacting to my almost naked wife, whether he liked it or not. 

I  don't  know  how  long  he  stood  there,  staring.  My  eyes  kept  moving between him and Elizabeth. My cock had hardened completely as my mind contemplated  where  this  was  going  to  end.  The  cold  chill  of  jealousy whispered through me followed by the now expected burst of warm lust. I shuddered at the thought that scurried through my mind. It disappeared into some dark corner of my brain, but I had seen it. 

What scared me at that moment wasn't whether I was going to let this go any  further.  No.  What  scared  me  was  the  notion  that  I  might  not  have  a choice. 

That was terrifying. Not just because I realized this wasn't just my game but Elizabeth's,  too.  I  was  fairly  certain,  almost  positive,  that  she  wouldn't  do anything  without  my  consent.  However,  that  was  the  real  question.  Now that  we'd  opened  this  door,  set  this  ball  rolling,  now  that  I  was  standing there  with  a  cock  as  hard  as  granite  watching  Adisa  watching  my  wife, imagining  what  he  might  be  thinking,  I  didn't  know  if  I  could   not  let  the situation come to its logical end. 

Just  when  I'd  settled  myself  down,  when  I  thought  he  was  going  to  turn around  and  pick  his  wheelbarrow  up,  he  didn't.  He  did  something  else, something entirely unexpected. He began to walk towards her. 

I felt my pupils dilate and my vision tunnel again. Blood started pumping through me with each thunderous thump of my heart inside my chest. What was he doing? What on earth was he doing?!? I panicked and wondered if I should crash through the window or run around the side of the house and out  the  door.  Was  the  convention  I'd  just  been  thinking  about  crumbling? 

Was  his  own  reaction  to  seeing  Elizabeth  lying  there  so  strong  that  he couldn't control himself? Was he going to...  rape her? 

More terrifying than having the thought was my own reaction to it. I'd feel guilty about it still, if things hadn't gone the way they had. 

The vision of Adisa yanking Elizabeth's thong off of her and unbuckling his pants exploded like a flash bulb in my mind. A tableau of images tumbled through my mind. 

She  was  scrambling  to  get  up.  She  looked  terrified,  her  lips  twisted  in horror. 

His strong, black arms pinned her down. 

She kicked. He didn't care. His strong thighs pried hers apart. 

His dark cock, already hard, sinking into her soft, pink flesh. 

I  didn't  move.  I  didn't  run  to  help.  I  didn't  shout  or  say  anything  at  all.  I stood there getting harder and wondering whether that's what would happen next. 

I  heard  a  ringing  in  my  ears  as  he  stopped  and  stood  over  her,  looking down.  Elizabeth  turned  her  head  and  smiled.  He  nodded  and  smiled  right back.  Some  of  the  tightness  left  my  chest  and  my  heart  slowed  down.  Of course he wasn't going to do  that. I felt a pang of guilt at having twisted it into a fantasy in my imagination. 

I stood there, feeling like I was rooted to the ground. My heart slowed even more.  The  rest  of  the  world  came  slowly  into  focus.  I  started  breathing again. 

I  watched  them  speaking,  wanting  desperately  to  hear  what  they  were saying.  His  face  was  serious  and  he  didn't  mind  his  eyes,  letting  them wander up and down Elizabeth's exposed body. 

There  was  something  primal  about  his  posture.  His  chest  was  still  puffed out and proud but there was a tension to the way he stood. The cold venom of jealousy seeped through me as I realized why. 

It was Elizabeth doing that to him. It was Elizabeth's shapely, almost naked body lying in front of him that was holding him there along with all of his attention. If this had been a different time, if it hadn't been a world that had

evolved into words and wars and diplomats, he wouldn't have been standing there  staring  at  her  like  that.  He  would  have  been  fucking  her  already. 

Whether she liked it or not. 

I found that thought incredibly arousing and equally troubling at the same time. The only barrier between him being inside Elizabeth, taking her as he easily could, was a convention. Because he wasn't supposed to. What a thin barrier it seemed to make, seeing him out there, looming over her like that. 

I was solid as a rock by the time I saw him nod at what she'd said. He stood there  for  a  few  more  seconds.  I  could  feel  the  tension  between  them growing for the silence. Just when I thought I would have to go and break it myself, Adisa turned around and walked back to his wheelbarrow. 

Elizabeth stayed there, sunning herself for a few more minutes. When she stood up, I saw Adisa turn and look over his shoulder. She pretended not to notice.  We  both  stared  at  her  shapely  legs  as  they  carried  her  towards  the house. When she turned to follow the path around the corner my cock got harder  because  I  knew  he  was  seeing  exactly  what  I  was.  He  had  a  clear view  of  her  round  ass  with  nothing  but  the  thing  string  of  her  thong disappearing into the flesh between her thighs. 

It was decidedly  not behaviour that was becoming of an ambassador's wife. 

I wondered if he was the kind of man that would get the wrong impression from her showing off like that. Or the right impression, depending on how you thought about it. 

When  Elizabeth  snuck  into  the  office,  I  was  lost  deep  in  the  memory  of what I'd just seen. I looked up as I heard the door close. She was leaning back  against  it,  smiling  a  wicked  smile.  She  walked  up  to  where  I  was standing. She stepped between me and the window, pushing me gently until I stumbled back and sat on my desk. 

"So?"  she  asked,  leaning  towards  me.  Her  skin  was  still  hot  from  the  sun and she smelled like coconut lotion. 

"So?" I replied with a hoarse whisper. 

Her  fingers  trailed  down  the  buttons  on  my  shirt  until  she  found  my  belt buckle. I felt her tug. 

"How was that?" 

I shook my head but not because I hadn't liked it. I could never tell her what it had made me think about. "I don't...I don't know what to say." 

"Did you like it?" she whispered. My belt fell open and she began working on the button of my pants. 

"I did," I said, staring into her eyes. 

She bit her lower lip. I heard my zipper being pulled down, then felt her hot fingers working working past the elastic of my boxers. 

"Do  you  want  to  touch  my  pussy?"  she  whispered.  Immediately  I  felt  her hand on mine. She was pulling me close, then pushing me in between her legs, then pressing me against her sex. It was hot and dripping wet. "Ken, that  was  so  fucking  hot,  you  watching  me  like  that,"  she  went  on  as  she started  my  fingers  rubbing  up  her  slit.  I  felt  the  bud  of  her  clit  started turning small circles around it with the tip of my finger. She closed her eyes and let out a quiet moan. 

I felt her hand wrap around my cock as she started rubbing up and down my shaft. I hardened inside her fist. I felt like I was going to blow right then. 

"Oh  fuck  Ken,"  she  said,  sinking  onto  my  hand  stepping  wider  with  her legs.  She  put  a  hand  around  my  neck  to  steady  herself.  Her  body  started rocking.  I  felt  her  shudder.  "Fuck!"  she  squealed  quietly  as  the  orgasm ripped up her spine. 

I  felt  her  juices  come  oozing  out  and  onto  my  hand.  Another  pulse  of pleasure. Another  shudder.  More  wetness  in  between  her  legs.  When  she opened her eyes she looked dazed. Only for a moment, thought. 

The smile came back almost right away. She fell to her knees and yanked my trousers off. My cock came bouncing out. She stuck her tongue out and

licked up the base of my shaft. 

"You want to know what we talked about?" she asked. 

I could only nod. 

"I  told  him  I  had  some  plants  that  I  needed  help  with  inside  the  house. 

Asked him if he could come in tomorrow." As soon as she said it my cock hardened. She plunged it inside her hot, wet mouth. 

I  couldn't  help  the  groan  that  escaped  me.  She  took  half  of  me  inside  her mouth and I felt her tongue running along the ridge of my glans. I felt the first surge of pleasure from my looming orgasm. With perfect timing, she pulled herself off me right before I fell over the edge. 

I  was  gripping  the  desk  and  panting  now.  She  ran  her  fingers  so  gently along my shaft. 

"Don't you want to know what he said?" she teased. 

I could only nod again. 

"He wanted to know if Mr. Sanders was going to be around." 

Whether he'd really said it or not didn't matter. I shook with jealous lust at what  she'd  said  and  her  gentle  touch.  My  hips  jutted  forward.  I  was desperate to feel the velvety heat of her mouth again. My cock was red and throbbing and my whole body was desperate for release. 

"Don't you want to know what I told him?" she teased again, running just her fingernails along my skin. 

I nodded, hoping this was the last question. 

"I told him I'd make sure you had business outside the house." 

My eyes shot open. She took me back into her mouth. As her hand came up and cupped my balls, she started to bob and suck. There was no stopping it this time. 

A massive orgasm overwhelmed me, tearing up my body from in between my  legs.  I  stared  into  Elizabeth's  wide  open  eyes  as  I  saw  my  cock disappearing  inside  her  mouth.  Gush  after  gush  of  hot  white  cum  pulsed from me and onto her waiting tongue. 

I thought she'd swallowed it all. She was still staring up at me as she came off me with a loud pop. I stood there panting, unable to break my eyes from hers. It was incredibly intense. Only after a moment did she open her mouth and show me the prize she'd claimed. She rolled my still hot seed back and forth in her mouth, along her tongue. A trickle of it dribbled from the corner of her mouth. She caught it with a finger, scooping it back in. 

I stared, completely stupefied by the pornographic act. 

She closed her lips and smiled. I saw her swallow. Another shudder raced through  me  at  what  she'd  done.  It  was  the  most  submissive,  giving  thing she'd ever done. She had taken everything I had inside herself. Showing me she accepted all I was completely. 

She didn't get up right away. She stayed on the floor and took my flagging cock back in her hand. In slow, careful strokes, she cleaned me off with her tongue,  making  sure  to  lick  ever  last  drop  of  liquid  from  me.  Then  she tucked me back into my underwear, pulled up my pants and did them up, tucking my shirt in, too. Only then did she stand. 

I was flabbergasted. I couldn't believe what had just happened. 

"So,  I  guess  you  liked  that,  too?"  Elizabeth  whispered.  She  leaned  in  and kissed my cheek. Her breath smelled like cum. 

I nodded. "Did he really?" I asked. 

"Did he really what?" 

"Did he really ask you that?" 

She smiled, then shrugged. "Do you want me to tell you? Or do you want to wait to find out?" 

I  felt  the  sizzle  of  anxious  excitement  run  through  me  from  the  question. 

What did I want? It would be torture not knowing the truth. I would have trouble  getting  through  the  day.  I  had  meetings  to  go  to,  people  to  see.  I couldn't afford to be distracted. 

I  must  have  been  thinking  about  it  longer  than  I  realized.  She  stepped around me and bounced towards the door. 

"Elizabeth!" I said, turning just in time to see her peering out into the hall. 

She  turned  around  and  put  a  finger  to  her  lips,  shushing  me.  It  really wouldn't do for any of the staff besides Adisa to see her like this. 

"Elizabeth,  wait!"  I  hissed.  It  was  too  late.  She  flashed  me  a  grin,  then winked. Then she was gone. 

I looked at the clock. My heart sank. I was going to be an hour late. 

Chapter 9

I  was  useless  that  day.  Not  only  could  I  not  keep  a  single  thought  about work in my head, I could not push all the ones about Elizabeth, out. Every time  I  thought  of  her  conversation  with  Adisa  a  surge  of  jealous  doubt moved through me. Why had I even agreed to let her go outside and lie in the sun with him there? Had I set her upon something I couldn't take back? 

If  she  really  had  said  that  to  him,  what  on  earth  did  she  think  they  were going  to  do?  All  these  questions  tormented  me  and  led  me  down  rabbit holes to more questions. 

The whole time I felt like I was searching for something and it wasn't until the last meeting of the day that I realized what that  something was. 

It  wasn't  just  thinking  about  Elizabeth  with  other  men  or  Adisa  that  was bothering  me.  What  was  really  bothering  me  was  the  memory  of  Janice. 

Janice had done this too. She must have enjoyed something about leading me on while sleeping with another guy. The difference was she didn't let me in on her little game. It was a malicious thing I only found out about later. 

Elizabeth and I were in this together. We were a committed couple that was just  doing  this  for  fun.  She  seemed  to  enjoy  being  watched  as  much  as  I enjoyed watching her. But there was something about how coy she'd been that was bothering me. Why was she toying with me about what Adisa had said? 

Maybe she was just having fun, sure. But where was the difference between what Elizabeth was doing now and what Janice had done? That was what was  really  bothering  me.  When  did  fun  turn  into  malice?  Where,  exactly, was that line? 

Edward ran interference for me at the meetings once again. I did my best to pull  myself  out  of  my  own  head  and  into  the  room  but  it  was  hopeless.  I couldn't stop thinking about Elizabeth and what I'd set in motion. 

"Sir?"  he  asked  on  the  drive  home,  peering  at  me  through  the  rear-view mirror. 

"Yes?" 

"Everything alright?" 

His question made me realize I'd said nothing in the way of thanks for what he'd  done.  "Fine,  Ed,  everything's  fine.  I've  just  got  a  lot  on  my  mind. 

Listen,  why  don't  you  take  the  day  off  tomorrow?  You  deserve  it. You've been working hard." 

"Gee, that's really nice of you but..." 

"Really, Edward. I insist. You've gone above and beyond the last few days and I appreciate it." I left no room for argument. 

Edward nodded. "Sure thing, sir. If you insist." 

Edward let me out in front of the house and took the car around. I resisted the urge to run up the stairs. It was quiet inside but smelled like dinner so I went to the kitchen to find Elizabeth wearing a red dress and an apron and waving a wooden spoon. 

"What's the occasion?" 

She spun around, smiling. "Just thought I'd give Keyon the night off. Vodka cream sauce over fresh noodles and a big, bold red sound good?" 

"That sounds terrific," I replied, walking over to her and kissing her on the cheek. Now that she was right next to me, I didn't feel quite so...exposed. 

"How was your day?" 

"I don't know." 

"You don't know?" she asked, puzzled. 

"No. I don't know. I have no idea what happened today." 

"And why is that?" 

"Because I spent the whole day thinking about you." 

"Really?" she purred, her expression softening as the smile returned to her lips. 

"Really." 

"And what, exactly, were you thinking about?" 

I  studied  her  eyes.  There  was  something  devilish  in  them.  I  wondered whether I should be worried about her? About her enjoying this all a little too much. 

"What did he say? This morning?" I asked. 

She turned around and stirred the sauce she was making. "So you didn't like waiting to find out?" she asked. I could hear that she was smiling. 

I  didn't  like  that.  For  some  reason  it  felt...it  felt  like  she  was  playing  me. 

Like this was some kind of game for her. Like this was a game for her the way it had been for Janice. 

"What's  the  matter  Mr.  Sanders?"  she  asked  without  turning  around.  "Cat got your tongue?" 

The whole thing started to feel uncomfortable. I needed her to know that I wanted to know. I needed her to know that this was not a joke, or fun. I just wanted to know whether he'd really asked about me being home. I needed to know right then. 

I put a hand on her arm and turned her around. She looked down where I was gripping her, more firmly than I should. When she looked back up, it was with one eyebrow raised. 

"Please just tell me," I said without a smile. 

"Ken." 

The sound of her saying my name made me realize what I was doing. I was being an aggressive jerk. I let go of her arm and took a step back. I looked down at the floor. I couldn't believe I'd let all of this get the better of me. I couldn't believe I'd grabbed her like that. 

"Elizabeth, I'm...I'm sorry. I don't know what go into me." I looked up to see her looking back at me with concern. 

"It's okay. I didn't realize...I guess I took it too far. I was just trying to be playful." 

"I know. I know that's what you were doing and I...I couldn't..." I couldn't finish my sentence. I wasn't sure what to say. 

Elizabeth sighed. Her shoulders sagged. I wondered if I'd just torpedoed the whole thing. 

"Here," she said, handing me a glass of wine. "Why don't you sit down?" 

I let out a long sigh but took the glass. I turned around and shuffled over to the table trying not to pout. I tried to tell myself I shouldn't be disappointed. 

This was a way out. I wouldn't have to deal with any of this anymore. She'd

probably be turned off the whole thing by the way I'd acted and not want to have anything else to do with it. 

The problem was, I didn't  really want that to happen. This had added rocket fuel to our reasonably good sex life and that would be hard to leave behind. 

It wasn't just the sex, either. I felt closer to her than I ever had, sharing this part of me she'd known nothing about. 

The  answer  came  to  me  right  then.  I  looked  up.  She  had  her  back  turned towards me and was stirring her sauce. 

"You want to hear how this all started?" 

She turned around. "How what all started?" 

"This...whatever it is we're doing here. This...watching thing." 

She put the spoon down, took a swig of her wine and walked over to the table.  She  sat  down,  crossed  one  leg  over  the  other,  taunting  me  with  her slender  ankle  and  the  smooth  skin  of  her  calf.  "What  do  you  think?"  she asked. 

I gulped some wine, took a deep breath and started to talk. 

Chapter 10

"What a fucking bitch!" 

"Yeah, I guess she was. I mean, we weren't together at the time but it wasn't like she told me she had a boyfriend. Or was sleeping with anyone for that matter. Who knows, maybe I was reading her wrong and she was sending me 'go away' signals but..." 

"No,  you're  not  stupid,  Ken.  Maybe  you  were  a  little  naive  then  but  I'm pretty  sure  you  could  tell  the  difference  between  'I  want  you'  and  'Go Away.'" 

Elizabeth took another sip of her wine. My story had dragged out and we'd downed the bottle without eating anything. Elizabeth had dark red lips from

the wine and was swaying slightly in her chair. 

"So wait,  that turned you on? Janice being a bitch?" 

"I'm not sure," I answered, shaking my head. "When it happened, when her friend told me about Taylor it felt terrible. It was humiliating to have those people laughing at me. I hated it, even though we hadn't really been dating." 

She frowned. "But it turned you on?" 

"No.  What  turned  me  on  was  what  she'd  done.  Imagining  her  being  with him. Imagining her doing that while thinking of me. I mean, she must have been, even if it was only in passing. Why else would she string me along? 

She must have been getting something from it." 

"Hm," was all Elizabeth said but she was studying my face again, I could tell. 

"Hm what?" 

"Hm that all sounds very...complicated," Elizabeth said. 

"Yeah, it was." 

"No, I mean, for us." 

"Why us?" 

She  took  a  deep  breath  and  another  gulp  of  wine.  "Because,  Ken,  I'm  not some  twenty-something  bimbo  who  just  wants  to  use  you  for  kicks  then throw  you  away.  This  is  our  marriage.  This  is   us.  As  sexy  as  it  was watching  you  watch  me  flirt  with  those  men,  taking  it  to  the  next  level sounds like...like it might get messy." 

I'm not sure if you can be elated and sad at the same time but that seemed to be how I felt. There was a relief that came with the thought that this might be the end of things. At the same time, I wondered if not knowing what it would be like, to actually see Elizabeth with another man, I didn't know if I

wanted to live with that. We'd been thinking of starting a family so it wasn't like we were going to get another chance at this. 

I looked at Elizabeth. She looked...resigned. A vision of her sitting on the same kitchen chair, facing me naked, impaled on another man's cock made me shiver with excitement. Still, that was only in my mind. 

"You think it's sexy, don't you?" I asked. 

"I think...I think it's sexy because you do. I don't think the idea of getting with another man just for kicks would be. But the idea of, say, you sitting there and watching me while I did that? Yeah. That part is sexy as hell." 

It was as if she'd read my mind. An idea sprang to mind. 

"What if...what if we arranged things so that...what if we arranged things so that I was here?" 

She furrowed her brow. "What do you mean?" 

"I mean, what if he didn't know? What if Adisa came over and I was just, I don't know...hiding somewhere?" 

Her  brow  didn't  un-furrow.  "That  feels  pretty...underhanded,  wouldn't  you say?" 

"Underhanded? Why?" 

She  rolled  her  eyes.  "Ken,  he's  a  man.  He's  a  person.  That  would  be deceptive. We can't just use him like that." 

She was right. It seemed that my lust was blurring all sorts of boundaries in my mind. 

"No," she went on, "I also don't like the idea of you lurking in a closet while I do that. I want you there. I want it to be about us." 

I knew what I had to do. I knew what it would take. It wasn't an easy thing but I was never one to shy away from a negotiation. "I'm going to talk to

him." 

"What?" the single word dropped with a thud. 

"I'm going to talk to Adisa." 

"Just like that?" she asked, somewhat stunned. 

"Just like that." 

"Isn't  that  a  little  dangerous?  What  if  he  says  no?  What  if  he  tells someone?" 

"It seems a lot less dangerous than what I had in mind, hiding while you did it.  If  he  says  no  then  that's  it,  we  move  on  with  our  lives.  If  he  tells someone?  Well,  people  have  affairs,  right?  We  just  chalk  it  up  to  an indiscretion on your part. We'll be out of here in a few months." 

She didn't like that last part. "Why does it have to be my fault?" she asked, her expression clouding over. 

"Because it's easier to explain." 

"But then I look like a whore!" 

I cocked my head. "Elizabeth, this was partly your idea. You were the one that wanted to go and lie out in the sun, remember?" I gave her a moment to digest the information. "Besides, this is all hypothetical. I doubt we'll even have to worry about it." 

That seemed to appease her somewhat. "What are you going to say?" 

"I'm just going to tell him what we want. Did he really say that? What you told me? Did he really ask if I was going to be here?" 

Elizabeth went a little red. "He did." 

My mouth got dry. It occurred to me that Elizabeth could easily have had an affair,  most  likely  with  any  man  she  wanted.  The  fact  that  this  was

something  between  us,  something  we  were  doing  together,  actually  made me feel safer that she wouldn't do anything like that. 

"Then I'm sure he'll have a hard time saying no. If he was already thinking about it, the only difference will be that I'll be there. He'll still get to fuck you." 

Her mouth dropped open at the expletive. I rarely swore. But that's what we were trying to do. We were trying to get another man to fuck my wife. 

Her  shock  emboldened  me  somehow.  The  fact  that  I'd  knocked  her  off balance  by  calling  it  what  it  was  made  me  feel  confident  again  and  in control.  I  stood  up,  walked  around  the  table  and  put  my  hands  on  her shoulders.  I  leaned  down  and  she  tilted  her  neck,  opening  it  for  me.  I breathed in the flowery scent of her gentle perfume. 

"So is that what you want Elizabeth? You want a man to fuck you while I watch?" 

I  felt  her  body  stiffen  beneath  me  as  I  whispered  the  words.  Something about her scent changed, too. I nudged her to stand. She did and I bent her over the table. 

"You know he might be different, right?" I asked, lifting her skirt until I saw the white cotton of her underwear. The center of it was soaked and dark and my cock shifted at the sight. She was obviously very aroused by what I'd said. "He might not be as kind as me. He might want to fuck you rough." 

A  twinge  of  nervous  pleasure  made  my  cock  jump  again  as  I  moved  my hand  in  between  her  legs.  She  gasped  as  I  pulled  the  damp  fabric  to  one side.  I  felt  the  silky  wetness  of  her  dripping  pussy  touch  the  tips  of  my fingers.  Her  labia  were  spread  already,  pink  and  drooling,  her  body  was getting ready to be fucked. And it was all happening as she thought about another man. 

The thought drove me wild but I didn't want to push myself inside her yet. 

For some reason I wanted to dominate her, to claim her as my wife, to make

sure  she  knew  I  was  the  one  in  charge.  I  watched  her  juices  soak  my fingers. I stared at them as I opened her pussy and pushed them inside. 

She  took  a  quick  breath  as  I  sank  in  between  her  hot  walls.  She  pushed herself up off the table so her back arched as she tried to look back and see what I was doing. I caught her gaze. Our eyes locked as I started pumping my fingers into her. 

As pleasure flooded through her she dropped her gaze. Her eyes closed and she  swung  her  head  forward  in  a  slow,  sensuous  arc.  I  could  feel  the muscles  of  her  pussy  squeezing  around  my  hand.  I  pulled  myself  out  far enough  to  see  more  clear  fluid  drool  from  her.  I  added  a  third  finger  and pushed my hand back inside. 

"Oh fuck!" she whispered as I stretched her. She started rocking back and forth, pushing back against the table and rearing onto my hand. Her body craved release and only I could give it to her now. 

A  swirl  of  emotions  swam  in  my  head.  This  was  my  wife.  My  woman.  I was about to give that up. I was about to break a seal that could never be mended,  open  a  door  that  could  never  be  closed.  A  flood  of  cold  angst travelled  through  me,  but  one  that  blossomed  at  the  end  into  warm  lust. 

Blood filled my cock, I hardened completely. 

"Yes!" she breathed, rocking back and forth against the table now. I sped up, but  just  a  little.  Just  enough  to  push  her  closer.  "Yes.  Ken,  please,  right there!"  she  begged,  desperate  to  come.  I  thought  of  what  she  would  look like,  bent  over  with  Adisa's  cock  moving  in  and  out  of  her.  It  was  an intoxicating thought. I felt her pussy clench my hand. 

"Fuck!"  she  cried  as  an  orgasm  tore  through  her.  I  felt  her  shudder,  then shiver,  then  shudder  again.  Her  pussy  squeezed  me  and  her  cum  dripped from  her,  soaking  my  hand  and  the  sleeve  of  my  shirt,  drooling  onto  the table then falling onto the floor. 

By the time her orgasm was done, my erection was raging, throbbing in my pants. I yanked my belt undone and tore my pants and boxers off. My cock

sprang  out.  I  stepped  forward,  pressing  the  head  of  it  against  her  soaked hole. I couldn't wait. I drove myself inside. 

A wet, volcanic heat surrounded my pulsing member as I slipped into her pussy.  I  looked  up  to  see  her  staring  at  me  with  a  smile.  What  was  she thinking? I knew I wasn't going to last long. With a hand on each of her ass cheeks  I  started  driving  myself  against  her  firm  ass.  My  balls  slapped against her clit, the sounds of skin against wetness echoing along the tile. 

"Are you thinking about him? Are you thinking about his cock inside me?" 

she asked, still smiling. 

Adrenaline  coursed  through  me.  Not  just  at  the  image  of  Adisa  impaled inside  my  wife. At  the  fact  that  she  had  been  the  one  to  bring  it  up.  She wanted this as much as I did. It was so fucking hot. 

My  cock  couldn't  take  anymore.  I  felt  my  body  slip  into  the  mindless euphoria of pleasure. It came up through my spine. It made me look down. I slowed inside her. 

Her mouth opened, just a little wider. 

I felt my balls tense. I saw my cock throb. I felt the hot pulse of my own cum rush through the length of my shaft. 

Her smile widened. She was feeling it too. She was feeling my seed burst into her, coat her walls, fill her warmth with mine. She said it in a whisper. 

It shattered the silence we were both suspended in. 

"Give me all that cum." 

Her eyes closed. Her expression changed. Thankful and pleading all at the same time. 

I moved slowly back and forth, watching my cock flex as it delivered my load deep inside her filthy cunt. 

I groaned as the moment vanished, bringing me back to earth, unsteady on my  own  two  feet.  My  hips  jutted  forward  but  now  the  movements  were

jerky and awkward. My body just trying to find more pleasure in her flesh. I held myself in a little longer, enjoying the silky heat. 

When I stepped back and pulled myself out, I couldn't help but look down. 

Her pussy was a filthy mess of my cum and hers. I knew I looked too long. 

I couldn't help myself. I couldn't tear my eyes away. I glanced up to see her smiling. I looked away, pretending I'd just been fumbling for my pants. 

"Wait..." 

There was something in her voice, a hopeful note that made me relax and look back up. 

"Do you like that? Do you like seeing my pussy like that?" she asked in a whisper.  She  hadn't  moved.  She  was  still  bent  over  the  table,  her  legs spread, her ass up high in the air. The cum inside of her was starting to drip out. I glanced down at it again. I'd always loved the sight of it. I'd always loved seeing her sex raw and used. 

"Yes," I admitted, looking back up and into her eyes. It couldn't have been a stranger  place  for  it  to  happen,  standing  in  the  kitchen  like  that,  but  there was nothing awkward about it. 

"Touch it," she whispered, then added, "if you want..." biting her lip but not looking away. It was so sexy and intimate, her asking me to do that. 

I sank down onto my knees in front of her. My face was just inches away from her soft center lips. I pressed a finger up to her opening. Some of my own cum dribbled out of her, coating it and running down onto my hand. 

She moaned a quiet moan at my touch. 

I don't know why but I was obsessed with this. I was obsessed with seeing my cum inside her. I was obsessed with seeing it run out. Sometimes, like I had the other night, I would wait of her to fall asleep so I could spread her open and watch it. I'd never been this close though and never had she asked me to do it. I looked up to see her looking back. 

She only nodded. Like we both understood already, what it was she wanted me to do. 

Lust surged through me and I let it sweep me towards her. I pressed my lips against  her  pussy  so  tightly.  My  nose  was  pressed  against  her  rear  hole.  I plunged my tongue into her and tasted the tartness of my seed surrounded by the sweet tang of her own cum. 

She groaned, her body tensing beneath me again. I pulled out what was on my tongue and swallowed. The bitter, viscous liquid oozed down my throat. 

I pushed into her again. I sucked another mouthful out. 

"Oh Ken, I'm going to come!" she moaned. So I kept my tongue inside her, cleaning  her  hot  walls  until  I  felt  the  shudder  of  another  orgasm  move through her and her pussy clenched my tongue. It was shorter than the first but more intense. She screamed. I felt like I was in heaven. 

I held myself inside her like that for a while until my knees started aching. 

Moving away I saw the front of my shirt covered in dark stains, from the spunk I'd tried to swallow but couldn't keep inside my mouth. I thought she might think it was gross so I began to pull my pants up to go change. 

I felt her hand on my arm. She was pulling me up. As soon as I stood up her lips were on mine. She slipped her tongue into my mouth. We stood there, making out like we'd just met, the taste of both of us moving between our mouths. 

When she finally pulled away I had to smile. I was giddy with excitement. 

"So I guess you liked that?" I asked. 

"Ken Sanders," she whispered, "that was fucking hot." 

Chapter 11

How  do  you  ask  a  man  to  sleep  with  your  wife?  I  can  tell  you  right  now there's no good answer to that. It's a taboo thing and you just can't prepare yourself for every possible reaction a guy might have. 

It was Saturday. I told Elizabeth to wait upstairs and be ready, just in case. I had no idea how this was going to go. For all I knew, he might try to run away  as  soon  as  I  answered  the  door  and  that  would  be  that.  As  I  stood, waiting for the doorbell to ring I had to breathe and steady my nerves. I'd rehearsed a few different scenarios but like any negotiation, you just never know how it's going to go. 

The  doorbell  did  ring.  I  saw  on  the  security  camera  that  it  was  him.  My mouth went dry. I took a sip of the water on my desk, then walked to the door. 

When  I  opened  it  the  first  thing  I  saw  was  Adisa's  eyes  go  wide.  "Mr. 

Sanders." He did well, covering up his surprise. 

"Adisa, come on in." 

He looked from side to side, looking for Elizabeth, no doubt. Or maybe he thought he'd been caught. Maybe he thought he was getting fired? I watched him as he stepped into the house. 

"I'm  very  glad  you  came,"  I  reassured  him,  closing  the  door.  I  made  sure there was nothing but sincerity in my tone. 

"You are?" he asked. 

"I am. Do you care for a drink?" 

He furrowed his brow. 

"Why don't we step into the kitchen and I can explain." 

He looked a little reluctant but nevertheless, followed me there. 

I  walked  over  to  the  fridge  and  pulled  out  two  beers.  Opening  them,  I handed him one across the counter. Now he looked even more confused. 

"Sir? What is this about?" 

I  stifled  a  laugh  at  how  absurd  what  I  was  about  to  say  would  probably sound to him. 

"Okay. First things first. Could you call me Ken?" 

I thought he might try to run. "Um...I don't...I don't know if I can do that..." 

he mumbled, staring at me for some sign of why this was happening. 

"Okay," I agreed, "well, maybe in time. I'm going to explain to you why I'm here. It's...a little complicated but I'd like it if you listened. Is that alright?" 

He nodded. Was he a little calmer now? 

"You came over to help Elizabeth? With some plants?" 

He nodded, though he looked a little reluctant to answer. I knew what I said next had to be the right thing. His body looked like he might try to run. 

"I'm a strange man Adisa. I want to watch my wife get fucked by another man." 

His eyes went wide. I kept talking, before he could bolt. 

"I know it sounds crazy and you don't have to, but I'd appreciate it if you could hear me out?" 

Now I knew I had to give him time to process what I'd said. This was the riskiest moment in the whole thing but the decision had to be his to make. I watched as he studied the counter, his eyes roaming back and forth along it as he tried to sort it all out. When he looked back up at me, he didn't look certain but at least he looked like he wasn't going to run. 

"You'll stay and listen?" I asked, my voice hopeful. 

He nodded. 

I stifled another smile. That had been the hard part. The rest, I could do. 

"You think I'm crazy?" I asked, allowing myself a smile. 

He still looked puzzled. He shook his head. 

"Good.  So  let  me  explain.  You  see,  Elizabeth  and  I  have...well,  we've spoken  about  it  and  I  have  to  come  clean  with  you,  we  both  do.  I  was watching you yesterday. I watched you speak with her, when she was lying outside? She told me what you talked about, that you asked whether I was going to be here." 

His eyes widened again and I saw fresh tension grip his back. 

"But it's alright, Adisa, it's alright. I sort of put her up to it. I mean, I did put her  up  to  it.  I  told  her  to  do  it.  I  told  her  to  do  it  because,  well,  it's  quite erotic  for  me  to  think  about.  To  think  about  her  with  another  man.  And  I feel bad, I feel bad that I put you in that position and now I'm putting you in this one but, well, I'm not sure how else to do ask about a thing like this. So I suppose what I'm trying to say is...I mean, Elizabeth is upstairs. If it's still something you could do, knowing what you know now." 

His eyes narrowed a bit. He glanced down at the beer. He picked it up and took a swig. 

I laughed. "That's a good start." 

He shook his head, but smiled. "Ken?" he asked. 

A  swell  of  relief  moved  through  me  at  hearing  him  say  my  name.  "Yes. 

Absolutely. Ken." 

He took another swig of his beer. Then another. Had I been in his position, I too  would  have  tried  to  catch  a  buzz.  "She  told  you  that?  About  our  talk yesterday?" 

"She did." 

"So you know I as going to...to try. With her." 

"I do." 

"And you still bring me into your house? You tell me this about yourself? 

About your wife?" 

"That's what I'm doing now. That's why we're standing here." 

He took another swig of beer and thought some more. "And you are going to offer me money for this?" he said, narrowing his eyes. 

I smiled. "No, Adisa. It's not like that. I can't offer you money, that would be illegal. We both want this, Elizabeth and I, but not enough to break the law." 

He nodded. "So this is just..." he began. 

"This is just for fun," I interrupted. 

I saw he was thinking again. 

"Adisa,  I'm  going  to  go  upstairs  into  the  bedroom.  Elizabeth  is  there waiting.  I'd  like  you  to  take  your  time  and  decide.  If  you  want  to,  then please come up. If not, feel free to leave and we can never speak about it again. It's your choice, alright?" 

He looked at me again and nodded. 

I walked around the counter, out of the kitchen and up the stairs to where Elizabeth was sitting on the bed in a floral print dress. When she saw me, her eyes widened in what looked to be sadness and disbelief. "He said no?" 

she asked. I could tell she was trying not to take it personally. 

"He didn't say anything. I left him downstairs. I told him to think about it and come up if he wanted. I feel like you've got to give a man some time with that kind of thing." 

She  sank  back  down  onto  the  bed.  "I  guess  you're  right."  Almost immediately she pushed herself up onto her elbows. I saw her staring past me. I turned. Adisa was standing at the door. 

The two of them stared at each other in silence for a while. Adisa looked like  he  still  didn't  quite  believe  this  was  happening,  or  the  way  it  was happening. 

Adisa nodded. Already his eyes were crawling down her chest. Her ample cleavage was pressing against the tight floral print dress she was wearing. 

"Okay. I can do it if you like." 

His words sent a terrifying thrill through me. Everything seemed more real, more vivid. Elizabeth smiled. 

I wasn't sure how Adisa felt but all of a sudden I was nervous as hell. It was a pretty big leap to go from watching him standing over her and staring to now walking towards the bedroom with the two of them. It was a thrill to think about, though. All of my fantasies, all of the times I'd spent thinking about this and what it would be like were coming to a head. 

I  stepped  towards  Elizabeth.  She  was  looking  into  my  eyes.  I  walked around behind her and put my hands on her hips. She'd showered and she smelled like lilac. She tilted her head to one side as I leaned in and kissed her neck. I felt her hand come back and ruffle my hair before she let it drop to her side. 

I was starting to get hard already. When I looked at Adisa again, I noticed the bulge in his pants, too. I reached up to the top of Elizabeth's dress and tugged  at  the  zipper.  I  caught  my  breath  as  the  fabric  fell  away  from  her body. She wasn't wearing a bra or any panties so as the dress fell to the floor Adisa got his first eyeful of her completely nude body. 

His eyes went wider and I saw him clench his jaw. I leaned in and kissed Elizabeth's neck again. We hadn't talked about how any of this would go, but now that it was happening it all felt strangely natural. 

"Come," Elizabeth said softly, motioning Adisa towards the bed. He started unbuttoning  his  shirt,  as  did  I.  Elizabeth  stood  there  watching  him  and  I didn't blame her. He was the new guy, after all. Strangely enough, I felt very little  of  the  agonizing  jealousy  I'd  worried  about  when  I'd  thought  of  this scenario in my head. Well, maybe it was because I hadn't really thought of

the scenario the way it was happening now. I'd thought of Elizabeth on her own with some dark stranger. Now that we were doing it together like this, it all seemed perfectly fine. Almost. 

Even I had to marvel at Adisa's majestic cock as he pulled off his trousers. 

It wasn't so much the size of it or the girth, though both were impressive. It was a perfectly shaped cock, curving upward slightly. It was built to please and deliver what his body made. 

That  thought  sent  a  rush  of  nerves  through  me.  We'd  never  even  really considered that aspect. Of course I'd thought of what it would be like to see another man's cum inside her. The whole thing hadn't come together in my mind though, thinking of another man's cock shooting its load deep inside her pussy. It hadn't come together the way it was now. 

Whatever emotion I might have been feeling, the brunt of it settled between my legs and I found myself stiffening as I undressed. Adisa waited politely until I was naked and had made my way to the bed. He seemed not to want to do anything that might upset the situation. I didn't blame him. 

As I crawled onto the bed beside Elizabeth, she put a hand on my cheek and pulled me in for a kiss. She looked magnificent and her body was hot and ready. When she pulled away, she kept me close, staring deep into my eyes. 

"You still up for this?" 

I  nodded  and  kissed  her  again.  My  hand  came  up  and  cupped  her  breast, then I let it glide down her smooth skin. 

"Will you get me ready for him?" she whispered as my fingers glanced the softness of her pussy. Something was different, something felt different and I looked down to find that she had shaved her mound completely. I wasn't sure what to feel about it but it looked very enticing and I crawled down the bed, eager to taste her smooth flesh. 

For a second I became self-conscious. Here I was, about to eat my wife out to get her ready for her new black lover. The fact that the black lover was standing behind us is what made me sort of shy. At the same time, what did

I  care?  We  would  be  far  away  from  here  soon  and  there  was  no  sense  in agonizing over what he thought. 

I spread her thighs and crawled between them. Already the heady scent of her  arousal  was  wafting  from  between  her  legs.  I  pressed  my  lips  to  her shaved sex and felt her body react to my touch. 

She  ran  her  hands  down  her  body,  pausing  to  touch  her  own  breasts.  She tweaked the nipples, tightening them even more than they had been. Then, as my tongue opened the cleft of her flesh, she moaned and ran her hands down further, letting them rest on the insides of her thighs. 

She  was  hot  and  sticky  wet  inside  her  soft  pussy.  And  she  tasted  like heaven. I'd always loved eating her and even more so when she was turned on. I lapped up as much of her juices as I could but still some trickled out of her and down my chin onto the bed. As my tongue swept up and found her clit, I worked a hand up under my chest and touched the tips of my fingers to her soaked entrance. 

I  pushed  myself  in  slowly  and  she  moaned,  her  pussy  clenching  at  the intrusion. I licked her clit until I felt her throbbing and saw her back coming off the couch. I wanted to make her come, but I wanted her to be as aroused as  possible  for  when  Adisa...took  her.  Another  rush  of  adrenaline  shot through me at the realization that this was really happening. I lifted my lips from her sex and slowly pulled my finger out of her. I kissed her once more, then crawled back up the bed and lay down beside her. 

She kissed me on the lips again, pushing her tongue into my mouth to taste herself.  I  looked  down  her  body.  Adisa  was  still  standing  where  we'd  left him, stroking himself. His large black cock was completely hard. 

"Tell him to come over," Elizabeth whispered with a giggle, as if she were suddenly to shy to do it herself. 

I  waved  a  couple  of  fingers  at  Adisa,  not  wanting  to  break  the  pleasant silence  by  saying  anything.  We  both  watched  as  he  stepped  forward,  his hand still moving up and down the length of his shaft. 

Elizabeth  propped  herself  up  on  her  shoulders.  Her  legs  opened  as  Adisa sank  onto  his  knees  onto  the  bed.  He  was  staring  at  her  glistening  pussy. 


She looked up at him. 

I suddenly felt a little like a third wheel on a bike. She was looking at him so  intently  and  it  made  a  tremor  of  jealousy  pulse  through  me.  My  cock bounced  because  of  it  and  it  was  enough  to  make  her  notice.  As  Adisa lowered himself towards her pussy, she reached out and took my cock with her hand. 

It was the strangest situation I'd ever been in in my life, but at the same time the most erotic. She started stroking me slowly as Adisa opened her legs a little wider and lowered the head of his cock towards her opening. Elizabeth looked over at me. 

Her smile was gone. Her mouth was open. Her expression was somewhere between shock and fascination. It seemed like she couldn't believe this was happening  as  much  as  I.  With  Adisa  unable  to  lower  himself  any  further because  I  was  in  the  way,  she  had  to  let  go  of  me.  She  grabbed  my  hand instead and gave me a hard squeeze. Somehow that made it okay. 

I scrambled to my knees, still holding her by the hand. Adisa put one fist on the bed on the other side of her. I felt all my inhibitions melt away as my entire focus zoomed to the sight of his rigid, black cock so close to her soft, pink pussy. He opened her legs a little wider, so I could see. 

I  took  my  own  cock  in  hand  and  started  to  stroke.  I'd  never  felt  so compelled to pleasure myself in my life. I couldn't believe a stranger was about to push himself into my Elizabeth. 

Adisa  lowered  his  cock  even  more,  touching  the  head  of  it  to  her  pussy. 

Elizabeth, still on her elbows let out a desperate sounding moan as she felt the heat of his shaft on her sex. 

He slid it up and down, getting the underside of it good and wet with her juices. Every time it slipped along the length of her slit I felt her squeeze my hand. Every time she did, I felt a swell of my own pleasure. I resolved then  not  to  release  until  he  was  done.  I  wanted  to  feel  what  it  would  feel like to be inside her after another man had emptied himself there. 

Adisa  took  his  time,  savouring  my  wife's  pussy.  When  his  own  cock  was dripping with her juice, he put a pair of dark fingers onto one flap of her tender  flesh.  He  pulled  it  to  one  side,  revealing  the  delicate  pink surrounding  her  opening.  He  lowered  his  cock  until  the  dark  head  was touching her pink flesh, poised at her entrance. 

Elizabeth seemed much less in control now than she had before. Her mouth was open and her eyes looked a little wild. I had to admit I didn't think I'd ever  seen  her  like  that.  I  chalked  it  up  to  how  erotic  the  situation  was.  I certainly felt turned on by the whole thing. 

Adisa teased her a little more, pressing against her hole, stretching it a little, then pulling back out. He did that until she finally gave in and looked up at him. 

"Please?" she whispered, begging him to push himself inside. The request, or rather how desperate it sounded, took me by surprise. Elizabeth was not one  to  sound  desperate,  not  even  in  the  most  dire  of  situations.  I'd  never heard something so pleading come from her mouth. 

A smile flickered along Adisa's lips, as if that was what he'd been waiting for. As if he needed a woman to beg him before he fucked her. I suppose that made me a little jealous, too, though I didn't realize it until later. I was

mesmerized by the sight of his hard cock on her soft flesh and I felt almost as desperate as she sounded, to see him push himself inside. 

Adisa  leaned  forward.  The  head  of  his  swollen  cock  pushed  against  her parted lips until her flesh stretched enough that he slid into her warm hole. 

Elizabeth  gasped,  pushing  herself  up  so  she  could  watch  him  disappear inside. She let go of my hand so she could sit up higher. I was left on the side of the bed, stroking myself and enjoying the view. 

Adisa  put  another  fist  beside  her  on  the  bed.  He  leaned  over  her  now, keeping his body up so she could watch her pussy swallow his cock. With a quick thrust, he plunged into her cunt. 

It was the most erotic, scintillating, agonizing thing I'd ever seen, watching him  disappear  inside  her  body.  Every  dream  I'd  ever  had  about  it  was coming  true.  I  watched  as  his  thick  girth  stretched  her  further  than  I  ever had. As his thickness slid inside her it was almost hard to believe her body could  open  so  much.  He  went  in  about  two  thirds  of  the  way  before  he stopped.  He  held  himself  there  and  looked  down  at  Elizabeth.  Their  eyes met for the first time since he'd touched her. It was an electric thrill, seeing them share a moment like that. 

His hips started to gently buck. Elizabeth's hands crawled up his arms and slid down his back, settling just above his ass. If there had been any doubt about what was happening, there wasn't now. They were fucking. That was that. 

I watched Adisa pressing himself into her, trying to get a little deeper with each  thrust.  It  seemed  she  was  having  trouble  taking  any  more  of  him.  I could see why. I wasn't nearly as long as he and I felt like I often came up to the end of her. As he tried again, I heard her whisper. 

"Oh  Adisa,  I  don't...I  don't  think  I  can  take  any  more.  I'm  sorry."  I  don't know  why  the  apology  in  particular  got  my  goat.  Like  she  owed  him something. Like she owed him the deepest part of herself. 

I watched him lean down until his body was on top of hers. He kissed her neck, the way I had when I'd taken of her dress. It sent a shiver through me. 

As his legs crawled up the bed, making hers rise, he put his mouth close to her ear. 

"Relax," I heard him say. As she was about to answer, he flexed his ass and I saw his hips buck against her. 

Elizabeth let out a massive groan as the wet sound of Adisa's cock driving into  her  filled  the  room.  I  thought  my  eyes  were  going  to  pop  out  of  my head. I thought he might hurt her. I thought that surely she couldn't take his whole length. 

The groan wasn't painful, though, as I soon realized and as Elizabeth told me later. That groan was pure pleasure. He'd driven himself deeper into her than any man had ever gone. He'd driven himself deeper than she knew any man ever could. 

As  the  head  of  his  stiff  cock  touched  parts  of  her  that  had  never  been touched, I saw her start to writhe beneath him. I saw her fingers flex as she dug her nails into the smooth, dark skin of his back. It didn't faze him in the slightest.  He  kept  a  steady  rhythm,  fucking  her  the  way  he  knew  she needed. Soon, her moans came more abruptly, louder and more desperate. I knew he was going to make her come. 

I slid down to the side of the bed. I wanted to see what it looked like when her pussy was clenching his cock the way it clenched mine. I still couldn't really  believe  how  thick  he  was  and  how  deep  inside  her  he'd  gone. That perfectly curved cock had been built for that. 

She came violently, her whole body shaking beneath him as her hips rose up off the bed to meet his. It was like she wanted him even deeper than he'd gone. I saw her pussy squeezing him, begging his body for seed. When her body had shuddered all it could, she collapsed back onto the bed, her legs falling open to him completely. He knew it was his turn and drove himself deep inside. 

My own cock was aching, filled with cum and ready to explode as I kept watching. I had to let go of myself. I sat on the edge of the bed and watched Adisa take my wife. He was heaving into her, his thick cock pushing deep

into her tight pussy. After a few moments she looked up at me. Her hands were lying at her sides. I watched her uncurl her fingers, inviting me to take her hand. 

I  scrambled  back  up,  grabbed  her  hand  in  mine.  Her  palm  was  hot  and sweaty  and  I  held  it  tightly  as  he  drove  into  her  on  the  bed.  Seeing  her pressed into the mattress under the weight of another man while squeezing my hand sent a swell of complicated emotions rushing through me. It was erotic, certainly. There was also a dark undercurrent to what was happening that I couldn't ignore. 

If I hadn't been there, this would have been cheating. But I was there. The question that kept dancing around in my mind was, did that change things that  much?  Did  it  really  make  it  that  much  different  that  I  was  there, holding her hand? 

I heard Adisa groan. My eyes darted down his body to see that his ass was flexing. I knew what was happening. He was about to come inside my wife. 

I looked back up into her eyes. She was smiling at me. She squeezed my hand again. My God what a feeling that was. I'll never forget it. 

His body came up off hers. His eyes crawled down her flesh. He stared at her  stiff  and  sweaty  nipples  before  looking  down  between  her  legs.  He watched his own cock driving into her. I saw his ass tense again. His arms faltered. He nearly fell on top of her. 

He pulled out at the last moment and grabbed himself with one hand. His fingers  slid  up  and  down  his  shaft  in  long,  smooth  strokes.  The  first  hot, white  pulse  of  seed  that  spewed  from  the  head  of  his  cock  landed  on  her stomach,  followed  by  another  that  made  it  to  her  breasts.  She  was  still staring at me, I could tell, but I couldn't take my eyes off of the cum that was exploding onto her body. 

He  stopped  stroking  himself.  With  a  groan  he  unleashed  the  bulk  of  his load. A thick pool of his white seed had formed on the dip in her belly. I watched his cock flexing in his hand until there was nothing left coming out of  it.  Then  he  started  stroking  himself,  pumping  hard  this  time,  pulling himself back into the pleasure of his orgasm. Another groan and it was over. 

He was kneeling over her, holding himself and panting. He seemed to know what I wanted. 

A part of me was sad, disappointed that I wouldn't get to feel him inside of her, wouldn't sink into his warm gift. I was too turned on to feel that bad about  it,  though.  As  Adisa  climbed  off  the  bed  I  climbed  between Elizabeth's open legs. Her pussy was open and looked well used. I put my cock at her entrance and slipped inside. 

The  walls  didn't  close  around  me  as  tightly  as  they  always  did.  He'd stretched her out a good amount. It was still heaven, pushing my cock deep into her womb, the searing heat of her pussy surrounding me. I felt her bear down. She closed around me, her pussy urging me to come. 

I  leaned  down  and  kissed  her.  She  kissed  me  back  deeply  and  with  much passion. It was a beautiful moment. I felt my cum rush from my balls into my cock. 

"Ugh!"  My  own  groan  filled  the  room  as  I  exploded  inside  her.  I  felt  her hands come up to my hips. They settled there and guided me in as deep as I could get. Pulse after pulse of my hot cum shot into her as I shuddered and moaned. When my orgasm started fading, her hands came up and touched my cheeks. I looked into her eyes. There was nothing but love there. I had never felt so in love. 

I  collapsed  onto  her,  my  body  pressing  into  Adisa's  mess.  I  didn't  care.  I almost...enjoyed  it,  though  I  don't  know  why.  Again  a  sadness  came  over me that he hadn't come inside her. I wished I'd told him he could. As soon as  my  orgasm  had  completely  passed  I  wanted  it  all  to  happen  again.  I wanted  to  see  it  all  again,  I  wanted  to  feel  her  squeezing  my  hand  as  he fucked her. 

We lay there like that until Elizabeth touched my shoulder to move me off. 

"Sorry," I muttered, "I'm too heavy, aren't I?" I asked, rolling off. 

"No!" she answered, "I just feel a little bad for our guest!" 

I  looked  down  the  bed.  Adisa  was  standing  there,  still  naked  and  looking very unsure about what to do with himself. It was Elizabeth who started to laugh  first.  Then  I  did.  Adisa,  obviously  relieved  that  the  tension  in  the room had been cut, joined in, covering his mouth and looking much more comfortable. 

"Come on," Elizabeth said, rolling off the bed. "Let's get cleaned up." 

I wasn't sure she meant and Adisa didn't look like he was either but we both followed her into the bathroom. 

Things felt right. 

Chapter 12

It was strange how different everything felt after it happened. Adisa didn't seem  a  stranger  at  all  anymore.  He  was  much  more  relaxed,  smiling  and joking with us both as we got into the shower. 

The  shower  was  large  enough  to  accommodate  the  three  of  us.  We  took turns washing her with a sponge. As I knelt behind her, pressing my hand between  her  legs  to  clean  her  out,  I  looked  up  to  see  her  and  Adisa  had locked  lips  in  a  quiet  kiss.  I  was  mesmerized  as  I  watched  his  tongue pressing  into  her  mouth.  When  I  was  done  cleaning  her  I  stood  up.  He dropped down in front of her. He made her put one foot up on the edge of the tub and pressed his lips to her sex to eat her out. 

I stood behind her, my hands roving along her breasts, my fingers pinching her nipples as I felt each of his licks between her legs travel up her spine. 

She put her arms up over her head and onto my back as I kissed her neck. It was so erotic, the two of us standing in the shower together as Adisa ate her out. 

Her  orgasm  shook  through  her  and  I  held  her  up  as  her  body  went  limp afterwards. My cock was hard against her ass and I hoped the day wouldn't end without another orgasm for me. 

After  she  came,  Adisa  stood  up  and  pressed  towards  her.  He  was  hard already, too and I knew what he wanted. She smiled at him, and playfully shook her head. "Not now boys, I'm starving!" 

We all towelled off and went downstairs. Adisa tried to head for the door but Elizabeth caught him and told him he was going to stay for lunch. We opened a bottle of wine and sat around eating and talking. Everything felt easier now. Even Adisa was more comfortable. 

He  told  us  about  his  life  outside  of  being  a  gardener.  He  didn't  have  a girlfriend right now, though he'd had a few. He said he wasn't yet ready to settle down. He even joked about how it was a good thing, considering the proposition we'd made! He'd never feel good about cheating on a girl. 

The three of us got into another bottle of wine after lunch and I could tell Elizabeth was feeling far from sated herself. When she casually announced she was going back upstairs again Adisa and I practically jumped out of our seats to go and join her. 

He was stiff and I was half way there by the time we all got our clothes off. 

"Okay boys, entertain me!" Elizabeth exclaimed, standing in the middle of the room. 

I wasn't quite sure what to do but Adisa moved in right away. He seemed much more dominant than before, much less shy. He spun her around and moved her to the bed. I nearly said something when he grabbed her hair but the expression on Elizabeth's face made me hold my tongue. 

She was wincing at the pain of it but it was not the kind of face someone makes  when  they  want  something  to  stop.  Her  body,  too,  had  taken  on  a very different pose. She followed his motions willingly and he soon had her on  all  fours  at  the  edge  of  the  bed.  He  pushed  her  face  down  onto  the mattress. 

I just looked on, slightly slack jawed at the way he was treating my wife. 

She  really  seemed  to  be  enjoying  it,  though,  enjoying  being  handled  so roughly and with such authority. 

Adisa put a dark hand on the curve of her behind. The fingers of his other hand moved down between her legs and pressed up against her slit. Without romance  or  warning  of  any  kind  I  watched  him  push  to  of  them  into  her pussy. 

Elizabeth's back arched and she moaned as he entered her. As she pushed herself back onto his hand, he spread her ass cheek to one side, revealing her bottom hole. 

I'm not sure when I realized what his intention was. He was staring at her the  puckered  ring  of  her  anus  as  his  fingers  sawed  in  and  out  of  her.  I wondered if I should say something then. Elizabeth may have been sexually adventurous but we'd  never done anything like that. Once his fingers were good and wet, he pulled them out of her pussy and lifted them up towards her ass. 

Elizabeth mewled into the sheets as his hand left her empty. I startled as he silenced her with a firm slap. All of a sudden I had no idea where this was going or whether I wanted it to go there. This was not the same shy Adisa that had made love to my wife. This was a strong, confident man that was about to use her any way he pleased. 

I think it was the fact that she did not protest at all that made me not say anything. She whimpered softly into the sheets but she didn't turn around or tell  him  to  stop.  It  seemed  like  she  was  enjoying  this  new  aspect  of  the game so I decided to try and enjoy it, too. 

His fingers glistened with her moisture and curled all but his middle finger into  a  fist.  The  middle  finger  he  pressed  against  her  tight  ring.  His  other hand still spread her cheek. 

Elizabeth's eyes popped open and she looked back at me as soon as she felt it there. I'm not sure if she was shocked at what was happening or shocked that I was letting it happen. Maybe she was just shocked that I was going to watch. She didn't protest. She just stared at me, a question in her eyes. 

Maybe  she  was  asking  for  permission.  Maybe  she  was  wondering  if  this would be too far. Like I said, we'd never done anything like this and maybe

she was wondering if this was going to be too much. I found myself mute and motionless. The only thing I could really do, was watch. Maybe if she'd cried out or told him to stop I would have sprang to action. Since she didn't, I just stared in gloriously erotic shock. 

The tip of his finger pressed into her easily. When he came up to the first knuckle, he stopped. Elizabeth had started whimpering a little again but it sounded like a good whimper. He pulled himself out a little, then pushed in further. When I saw her hand come up to her ass, spreading herself open for him, I nearly burst. She was welcoming him in to her ass! 

Adisa accepted the invitation and without hesitation, pushed himself the rest of  the  way  inside.  Elizabeth  closed  her  eyes  and  pressed  herself  back, impaling herself on his digit as deeply as she could. Adisa held her there, admiring what his dark finger looked like buried in her ass. 

"Wh-what are you doing?" I finally managed to whisper. He turned to me with a grin. 

"Just some fun. It's okay?" he asked. 

What do you say when someone asks you that? I shrugged and looked back down  at  Elizabeth.  For  whatever  reason  she  started  laughing.  It  made  me smile and soon the three of us were chuckling about it and all the tension had melted away again. 

"Go on. Kiss your wife," Adisa ordered, jerking his head towards the head of the bed. 

I  couldn't  think  of  anything  I  wanted  to  do  more  than  that  so  I  did  as  he asked. I crawled onto the bed as she raised herself onto all fours. I crawled towards her. I looked back to see Adisa's finger still inside her ass. His other hand had sunk down between her legs again and he'd pushed his fingers into her snatch. When I turned to look at Elizabeth again she was biting her lip, her body rocking slowly back and forth. 

I crawled closer. She opened her eyes and smiled at me. "I love you, baby," 

she whispered as Adisa pleasured her from behind. 

"I love you too," I answered right before I leaned in to kiss her. She took my tongue in her mouth and it was the most magical, romantic kiss we'd ever shared. I swear I could feel every twist of Adisa's hand come rippling up her body  and  shaking  her  tongue.  When  she  started  moaning  gently  into  my mouth, I thought I was going to blow my load all over the bed. I'd never felt anything like it. 

She started rocking a little faster but kept her lips pressed against mine. I followed her tongue around her mouth and she plunged it into mine as I felt her  climax  building  inside  her  body.  I  pulled  away  for  a  moment.  Her mouth hung open and her eyes were closed as she rode high on the wave of pleasure carrying her to climax. 

Looking down her body, Adisa was still staring intently at her rear, his hand pumping in and out of her pussy, his other finger still buried deep inside her ass. I leaned forward and found her lips again with mine. 

Her orgasm started with a moan that welled from deep inside her and that she emptied into my mouth. I let go of our kiss and leaned back, stroking myself and watching her face. The look of beautiful agony she had on her face as Adisa made her come with his hand was mesmerizing. 

I stroked my own cock, feeling another climax building inside me, too. The wet sounds of Adisa's fingers pushing into her sloppy pussy made the whole thing even more erotic. I felt my cock jerk. I felt the pleasant ache between my legs as my body got ready to push my cum into the world. I was only thinking  of  myself  as  I  looked  down  and  saw  her  still  trembling  in  the throes  of  her  own  ecstasy.  I  erupted,  the  first  blast  of  my  cum  splattering across her cheek. 

The  horror  at  what  I'd  done  only  seemed  to  heighten  the  sensation  of  my climax.  I  almost  felt  like  my  body  made  me  do  it.  Raising  myself  up,  I pressed my cock closer to her face. Her eyes had opened at the first hot shot of seed on her cheek and she was smiling. As soon as she saw me that close to her, she lowered her mouth onto me and swallowed my cock. 

I groaned and had to grab onto her shoulders to keep from falling forward. 

Her head started bobbing up and down my shaft. I felt blast after blast of

cum explode inside her mouth. Then I looked down her body to see Adisa's finger  still  buried  firmly  inside  her.  The  sight  made  me  groan  and  spew some more. She kept sucking me until I had nothing left and even then I felt her hand come up between my legs and cup my balls, playing with them. I was  so  spent  I  had  to  lean  back.  I  fell  out  of  her  mouth.  She  hadn't swallowed  all  of  my  cum  and  some  of  it  dribbled  out  the  corner  of  her mouth, down her chin. 

Once again I'm not sure what possessed me to do it. It sort of felt like the only thing that could possibly make us any closer just then. I leaned down and licked the dribble of cum coming from her mouth, then pressed my lips to  hers  in  a  deep  kiss.  We  shared  my  seed,  passing  it  back  and  forth,  our tongues dancing together, enjoying the heat of each others mouths. 

I don't know how long we were like that but Adisa let us have our moment. 

He'd stopped pushing his hand into Elizabeth's pussy but his finger was still inside her ass. When I let go of her, I sat down to one side and watched him pull it out of her slowly. It was quite a sight seeing that dark shaft coming out  of  her  ass.  She  winced  and  moaned  a  little  but  seemed  to  enjoy  the sensation on the whole. 

Adisa was hard as a rock and it was clear he wanted some more use out of Elizabeth. I kissed her on the lips one more time as he climbed up onto the bed,  his  cock  stiff.  Then,  thinking  it  would  be  fun  just  to  watch  from  the sidelines, I got off the bed and set myself in the chair at the corner of the room. 

Adisa was standing on the end of the bed now. His cock was rigid and he had  a  good  view  of  Elizabeth's  ass.  A  tremor  of  nerves  rushed  down  my spine at the thought of where he was going to put himself, but as soon as I saw him aiming the head of it at her pussy I stopped worrying. 

He  didn't  take  any  time  to  tease  her  this  time.  He  pushed  the  head  of  his cock in and I watched her arms buckle and her face fall to the bed again. He drove himself inside right away. It looked so animal, so primal. His black legs  slightly  bent  over  her  lightly  olive  skin,  it  looked  like  people  might have fucked before they learned to talk, in a jungle somewhere. 

As soon as his length was inside her, she started to moan. I felt a pang of regret at the fact that I'd spilled my load already. What if he were to fuck his cum into her this time? Would this be the only chance for me to feel it? 

I  smiled  at  the  thought.  It  was  only  a  day  ago  that  jealousy  and  fear  had consumed  me  and  now  it  seemed  like  I  couldn't  get  enough  of  what  was happening. I decided not to worry about it and instead enjoy the show. 

She had started writhing and moaning beneath him. Her body had started to sway, taking the shape of one sexy curve after another. He was fucking her into  the  bed  hard,  crouching  over  her  and  pushing  his  meat  deep  into  her swollen cunt. 

He got her sloppy wet. I could hear the sound of her wetness splitting each time he rammed his shaft into her. The scent of it wafted across the room and made me stiffen. It made my cock budge again, though and even I was surprised  at  that.  I  wasn't  normally  ready  again  that  fast.  It  was  just  so erotic, watching her get pounded like that. 

To  say  what  happened  next  was  unexpected  would  definitely  be  an understatement.  Adisa  brought  Elizabeth  to  the  edge  of  an  orgasm  then slowed his thrusts just enough to keep here there, perched precariously on the edge of pleasure but unable to fall into it completely. 

My eyes widened as he spat onto her ass and started rubbing it in with his thumb, making her back hole glisten with wetness. I thought he was going to push his thumb in for a moment but instead, he spread her open with the fingers of one hand and pointed three from the other right at her now wide back hole. 

She  was  powerless  to  do  anything  about  it.  Still  pressed  against  the mattress, her face was contorted in pleasure, her body begging for release. 

I watched Adisa spit on three fingers of his hand. He put them on her ass, pressing the finger tips against her opening. Her eyes shot open. She tried to look back but he gave her a quick slap and a few more thrusts with his stiff cock  had  her  pinned  to  the  bed  and  moaning  again.  Without  waiting,  he pushed his fingers against her asshole and I watched them disappear inside. 

She let out a moan that sounded like she might start crying. I'd never heard her make that sound. I was staring at the whole thing the way you stare at an  accident  on  the  road.  It  was  almost  horrific,  what  he  was  doing  to  my wife, but I couldn't bring myself to look away or make him stop. I just sat there watching, feeling as helpless as Elizabeth was as Adisa drove his three fingers deep into her insides. 

He  pushed  past  the  knuckles,  accompanied  by  another  groan  from Elizabeth. I saw her ass hole stretching as the fingers pushed it apart. I sat slack jawed and staring at it all happen. My cock was stiff as a board again. 

Once he'd driven his fingers as deep into her as they could get, he started fucking her again. Slowly, though. Long, sensuous strokes, his black cock sawing  into  her  sopping  pussy.  She  kept  up  that  mewling,  whimpering moan the whole time. She was being completely used by him. She was his in every way a woman can give her body to a man. Except she hadn't given anything, he'd just taken it for himself. 

I watched her body start to tremble. Each time she tried to push herself up onto her arms, participate in the fucking she was getting in some way, she'd get a swift slap onto her ass that would leave a red mark there. Adisa said nothing but she understood what it meant. She was to stay in position. So he could have her the way  he wanted. He didn't give a fuck about her pleasure. 

She  came,  finally.  To  a  chorus  of  pleading  moans,  I  saw  her  whole  body shake as the orgasm trembled through her. He fucked her slowly the whole time,  not  giving  her  the  pleasure  of  a  fast,  hard  fuck.  Only  after  she  was done did he pull his fingers slowly out of her ass. 

I  gazed  in  awe  at  the  gaping  maw  he'd  stretched  out.  His  hips  started moving  faster.  His  fucking  got  more  urgent.  He  started  to  grunt.  I  was stroking myself, mesmerized by this filthy act of rutting. 

It  all  happened  so  quickly.  I  heard  one  louder  grunt,  watched  him  grab himself  and  pull  himself  out.  Some  part  inside  of  me  sank  at  the  fact  he wasn't going to come inside her, until I saw what happened next. 

Pointing  the  head  of  his  dark  cock  at  the  hole  he'd  stretched  open,  I  saw pulse  after  pulse  of  his  seed  blast  into  Elizabeth  as  he  stroked  himself  to climax. I couldn't help myself. I stood up. I staggered across the room, my eyes  fixed  on  her  ass.  As  I  got  closer,  I  saw  the  gooey  mess  swimming inside her. He must have shot five or six times, his thick white cum spilling into her hole, strands of it glazing her ass like icing. 

When  he  was  done,  he  stepped  backwards  off  the  bed.  I  wasn't  myself.  I was  possessed.  I  didn't  hesitate  a  single  moment.  I'd  never  done  anything like this with Elizabeth or anyone else but it was like I had no choice. 

I  stepped  up  onto  the  bed  and  put  two  hands  on  her  ass.  I  saw  her  turn around, a puzzled look on her face. She started to push herself up. 

"Ken?" she asked, not knowing what I had in mind. 

I slapped her ass. I didn't care. I slapped it harder than he had. 

"Ken!"  she  screamed  as  I  leaned  on  her,  pushing  her  back  down  onto  the bed. I had her pinned now and my goal was singular. Staring down at the frothing, bubbling cocktail in her hole, I pointed the head of my cock at it and drove myself inside. 

As  soon  as  she  felt  me  pushing  into  her  she  moaned  that  same  mewling sound she'd made with Adisa. My balls were tight already. The feeling of another  man's  warm  jizz  surrounding  your  cock  as  you  press  into  your wife's ass hole is something I'll never forget. It was such a rush. His seed squelched out from her as I drove myself deeper inside. I felt it oozing onto my balls. I loved it. I started to rut. 

"Of fuck Ken..." she whimpered, pushing her hips up and opening her ass. I couldn't believe it but she was enjoying this! The thought sent a shot of pure bliss  through  me.  I  couldn't  take  any  more.  It  was  all  too  much.  With  a massive groan I felt what little seed I had left burst into her, mixing with Adisa's and filling her up so much more of us came pulsing out of her and onto me. 

It was a quick orgasm but I didn't care. I collapsed on top of her after it was over, my cock still up her back hole. When I'd heard her scream I thought she was going to be furious. Something had changed. As I lay there I felt her clench her ass cheeks, squeezing me, milking me out. I groaned. She did it again. I'd never owned my wife like this. It was the most powerful, feral thing I'd ever felt. 

"You want to try something different?" 

We both turned at the sound of Adisa's voice to see him standing beside us. 

Elizabeth glanced up at me. We started to laugh. 

Chapter 13

We were both pretty exhausted. Adisa was too, he said, but it seemed like he'd  just  started  to  get  comfortable.  It  was  also  getting  late  and  we  didn't think it would be a good idea for him to stay the night. We sent him home with a request that if he wanted to, he was to come back tomorrow. We took another  shower  together.  There  was  a  lot  of  kissing  and  standing  pressed against each other. When we got to bed, neither of us was in the mood to sleep but we were both spent and didn't want to fuck. 

"So  it  doesn't  make  you  jealous  at  all?"  Elizabeth's  voice  came  quietly through the darkness. 

I  thought  on  it  for  a  moment.  "No.  Not  in  the  same  way  it  did  before  it happened.  Before  it  happened  I  didn't  know  what  to  expect.  I  thought  it might get the better of me. I thought something would change that couldn't be changed back. This...this was just...fun." 

I heard her crack a smile. 

"Was it...good for you?" I asked. 

She giggled. "Yes...I mean, yeah. It was fun." 

"But?" 

"No but's. I just...I've just never been...dominated like that." 

I  couldn't  ignore  the  sharp  sting  her  words  brought.  It  wasn't  jealousy.  It was almost a guilt, at not having met her needs that way. "Do you...I mean, should I be more like that?" I asked softly. 

She turned around and pulled on my arm, turning me on my side to face her. 

"Now don't get all insecure. Please?" 

"I'm not. I'm not getting insecure." It was the whitest of lies. 

"What then?" 

"I'm just thinking." 

"Are you going to tell me what about?" 

"Well, do you want  me to do that more often? To dominate you like that?" 

She  didn't  sigh,  or  roll  her  eyes.  She  thought  on  it.  "The  thing  is,  Ken,  I don't know if I'd want you to be like that all the time, you know? I like our sex life. I like that we mix things up. If you were just a big, bossy bastard all the time I think that would get kind of old." 

I wasn't sure whether she was saying it because she really felt it or because she wanted to make me feel better, but that's what it did. "What about...what about that last part?" I whispered. We'd never had anal sex before. 

"Yeah..." she replied, her voice trailing off into the darkness. "Yeah, I have no idea why that felt so good. Don't get any ideas, it's not like we're doing that all the time. I'm definitely not into doing it all the time. But...oh God, it still makes me horny, thinking of him spreading me and just unloading into my ass like that?" Her voice got even softer as she said the next part. "I was just his slut, Ken, his little whore. He could have done whatever he wanted with me. He just use my hole to unload his cum." 

I  let  that  linger  in  the  silence,  relishing  that  she'd  said  it.  My  cock  had started to bounce again but I wasn't sure if Elizabeth was going to be too sore so I didn't get my hopes up. Unfortunately, she kept talking. 

"What about tomorrow?" I asked. 

"What about it?" 

"What  if  we  just  tell  him  you  can  be  his  slut?  He  can  do  whatever  he wants?" I was getting harder and harder with each word. "Would you want that?" I asked, trying not to sound too strained. 

She  didn't  answer.  She  opened  her  legs  and  pulled  me  on  top  of  her.  She was so wet I easily slid inside. I put my head down beside hers as my hips fell into a lazy rhythm. We both knew what we wanted for tomorrow. 

Right then, we needed to make love. Just the two of us. There'd be time for more  playing  tomorrow.  As  a  warm  blanket  of  pleasure  settled  over  us,  I felt her breath again. 

"I love you Ken Sanders." 

"I love you too." 

Chapter 14

Adisa  showed  up  after  breakfast  the  next  morning.  It  was  enough  time  to make sure that all the staff once again stayed away for the day. He wore a t-shirt  and  shorts  and  it  looked  strange,  not  seeing  him  in  his  gardening uniform. He was much more relaxed, though and even made a joke about the day before. 

Elizabeth was already waiting upstairs and I took him into the kitchen again to  talk.  He  seemed  a  little  worried  at  first  but  I  reassured  him  everything was fine. 

"I wanted to ask you something," I began, still trying to figure out exactly how I was going to tell him what we wanted. 

"Yes?" 

"Today, Adisa, I want, I want you to be in charge." 

I  expected  confusion.  He  only  nodded,  like  he  understood  exactly  what  I was asking him to do. "Okay, I can do it." 

We walked up the stairs, I behind him. He walked into the bedroom where Elizabeth was already lying naked on the bed. He walked over to her right away and grabbed her by the hair. 

She gasped but got up on her knees on the mattress, her head pulled back. 

My  eyes  widened.  I  hadn't  expected  him  to  be  so...enthusiastic  about  the request. It was incredibly hot, but a little frightening how easily he fell into the role. I wondered if we should have set some boundaries. There was no time to think about it. 

He leaned over her, putting his lips close to her ear. "So you want to be a filthy  slut?"  he  growled.  Her  chest  pushed  out.  Her  breasts  seemed  to  get bigger and I saw her nipples tighten. "Answer me," he demanded. His hand came  up,  his  fingers  wrapping  around  her  chin.  Her  eyes  went  wide  with fear but she answered. 

"Yes." 

"On the ground," he ordered. 

Elizabeth  did  it  right  away.  Still  on  her  knees,  she  clambered  onto  the ground. 

"Take it out." 

Fumbling with his zipper, she pulled at it until I watched his pants sag then fall  around  his  ankles.  She  pulled  at  the  boxers  he  was  wearing,  sliding them down his legs and revealing his thick, dark cock. 

"Take it," he commanded. "Take it in your mouth." 

Seeing her talked to that way, kneeling in front of her new dark lover was incredibly arousing. My own cock started to rise. 

Her  lightly  tanned  fingers  wrapped  around  his  shaft  and  she  lifted  it  until the head of it was in front of her lips. She stared at it. I stared at it, too. It was thick and veiny and I knew it would soon be standing hard. She slid it into her mouth, sticking out her tongue and letting him slide in along it. 

He looked down as she swallowed about a third of it. It looked like it was all she could take. Her head started moving back and forth. I could see him going into her but I wanted desperately to be able to see it from the side. I wanted to see as she made it grow with the heat of her mouth. He must have seen the desire in my eyes. 

He stepped to one side, turning slightly. She shuffled to the other side. He'd given  me  the  perfect  view.  I  reached  down  to  touch  myself.  The  motion caught his eye. 

"No," he said, glancing up at me. "Not yet." 

For  a  second  I  didn't  know  what  he  was  talking  about  until  I  realized  he meant  that  I  shouldn't  touch  myself.  I  wasn't  sure  how  to  feel  about  that. 

Such  a  huge  part  of  the  thrill  was  being  able  to  stroke  myself  while  I watched. Who was he to order me around like that? But then I remembered that we'd all agreed to the rules. He was in charge. I was surprised that the realization made me even more aroused. My cock was half-stiff and aching to be touched but I deferred to what he wanted. After all, I'd given up my control, too. 

"Open," he said, looking back down at Elizabeth. She looked up with wide eyes. She looked so submissive on her knees, sucking him like that. I knew he wanted to push himself deeper into her mouth. I didn't know if she would do it. I didn't know if she wanted the fantasy that badly. 

Apparently she did. Bracing herself against his thighs I saw her throat relax. 

He put a dark hand on the back of her head and pressed into her mouth. 

The first sound of her gagging on his dark member was something I'll never forget. I thought she was going to push herself off. Elizabeth could be kinky but  she'd  never  been  into  that  kind  of  thing.  She  didn't.  Whether  he  was holding her too tightly or she just decided to continue, I don't know. I saw her stifle the reflex. I saw her jaw go even more slack. I watched as he slid himself even deeper inside. 

I got completely hard as I watched Adisa's black snake vanish into my wife. 

Putting another hand on the back of her head, he forced most of the rest of

his cock into her mouth. I saw tears start to form in her eyes, then roll down her cheeks. Her cheeks began to turn red. It looked like he was choking her. 

Her body bucked. Only then did he let her off. 

He let her fall back as his cock fell out of his mouth. She took huge gulps of air, her lungs no doubt burning by now. He kept watching her as he did. 

"That's good," he said, nodding. "You make a good slut." 

I wondered if Adisa had ever been with a prostitute. I wondered if he'd ever treated a woman the way he was treating Elizabeth now. From the way he held himself, the way he talked, it certainly seemed like he had. As soon as she'd caught her breath she wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft and  opened  her  mouth  again.  It  tore  me  up  in  a  beautiful  way,  seeing  my wife looking like she was begging for a black man's cock. 

She really did look like she was desperate for it. Maybe she was. Maybe she was  putting  on  a  show  for  both  of  us.  It  didn't  matter.  Both  were  equally hot. I watched him slide deep into her throat again. She didn't gag this time. 

She didn't even have to pause. She let him in all the way on the first try. 

His two black hands came up on both sides of her head. He had big palms and they covered her almost completely. Holding her in place, he began to move  his  hips.  I  watched  in  stunned  horror  as  Adisa  fucked  my  wife's mouth. 

My cock was bouncing every few seconds now but I didn't dare disobey the man we'd submitted to for the day. I didn't know what punishment he might mete out but something about the submission itself was very arousing and I sank into the feeling instead. 

Every time her face would get too red, Adisa would pull himself out and let her catch her breath. He did it three or four times. On the last time I saw the bead  of  pre-cum  that  had  formed  at  the  tip  of  his  head. After  every  time she'd  catch  her  breath,  Elizabeth  would  open  her  mouth  wide,  like  a  porn star, eager for another taste of his meat. 

The last time he drove himself in was rougher than all the others. I saw her cheeks swell. I watched the snarl crawl across his face. My own cock and balls ached to be touched. With a rumbling grunt I saw his balls flex and I knew he was blowing it deep into her mouth. 

She couldn't swallow fast enough. She must have managed to swallow the first  two  loads  but  the  third  came  spewing  out  the  sides  of  her  lips.  He pulled  back,  easing  himself  out  of  her  as  his  orgasm  shook  him.  He  only pushed himself back in half way, his black cock coated with her spit and his own  cum.  He  fucked  the  rest  of  what  he  had  into  her  slowly,  his  cock throbbing  with  each  pass.  I  prayed  he  would  let  me  touch  myself  and release some of the pressure that was clutching at my insides. 

When he finally fell out of her, I saw Elizabeth turn her head to one side. A dribble  of  cum  trickled  down  her  chin,  landing  on  her  breasts.  She  was going to spit the rest out when his firm voice stopped her. 

"Don't,"  was  all  he  said.  He  looked  up  and  at  me.  "Come  on.  Come  and clean your wife." 

Elizabeth's eyes swung across the room to look at me. Her face was a mess. 

Red and stained with tears and mascara. The way her cheeks were bulging, I knew there was a big load in her mouth. I couldn't believe what he was going to make me do. It was terrifying and tantalizing all at once. I shuffled across the room and stood in front of her. 

With my cock just inches from her mouth I wanted nothing more than to do what he'd just done and drive myself inside. Adisa had other plans. 

"On your knees," he ordered. 

It  was  an  incredible  thrill,  being  ordered  around  by  a  man  who  normally worked for me. I dropped to my knees, looking into Elizabeth's eyes. His seed was still swimming inside her mouth. I knew what he wanted. I knew what was going to happen next. I didn't how aggressive she was going to be. 

She rose up in front of me. It almost seemed like she was looming over me as she leaned forward, pressing her lips to mine. I opened my mouth. Hers opened  too.  She  pushed  her  tongue  past  my  lips.  I  felt  the  tart  burn  of Adisa's still hot spunk as it spilled over my tongue and down my throat. 

Elizabeth grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head back. She almost spat what was left in her mouth into mine. I had no choice but to take it and swallow  as  quickly  as  I  could.  My  cock  went  rigid.  I'd  never  been  in  a position like that in my life. The man who had just fucked her face stood over us. I opened my eyes to see his approving smile. Elizabeth shared all of him she had with me then pressed her tongue against mine. I played at it, cleaning out what remained until I could taste nothing but her again. 

"Good!" Adisa boomed, sounding very pleased. Elizabeth let go of my hair and I fell back onto the cold tile floor. The sudden change of temperature on my skin did nothing to my erection, though. I was desperate for release. I looked up at Adisa. 

"Could I..." I began, hoping he would understand. 

He chuckled. "I don't know that she can take any more right now. Why don't you go back into your corner? You can touch yourself there." 

It wasn't exactly what I wanted but it would have to do. This was the game we'd wanted to play, after all. I scrambled up and shuffled across the floor back to where I'd been standing and spun around. I reached down to start playing with myself. 

Elizabeth was staring at me. She didn't look at all surprised. That threw me off a little. She seemed...resigned. Resigned but happy, nonetheless. 

I watched Adisa peel off his shirt. He was standing completely nude above her now, the tip of his cock still dripping cum. 

"On  the  bed,"  he  ordered,  stirring  Elizabeth  to  life.  She  eagerly  obeyed, getting  up  and  scrambling  onto  the  bed.  She  was  being  the  perfect submissive  whore.  His  every  word  was  her  command.  "Take  your  dress off," he said. 

Elizabeth  jumped  up  and  pulled  her  dress  up  and  over  her  head  revealing she was completely naked underneath. He sat her back down with a hand on her shoulder. She sat there staring up at him, waiting for what he wanted her to do next. 

He took his time. He wrapped a meaty paw around his cock and began to stroke himself, eyeing her body to help. It was a gorgeous view. Her pink nipples were stiff and waiting to be touched. I watched him reach down and pinch one between his finger and thumb. 

"Ah!" Elizabeth shrieked at the pain. Adisa just chuckled and cupped her tit. 

He was eyeing it greedily. I wondered if that was where he'd come next. I wondered  if  I'd  have  to  clean  him  off  of  her  breasts,  suck  the  man's  cum from her nipples. I felt a throb of pleasure course through me at the thought. 

"On your knees," Adisa ordered. Elizabeth did what he wanted right away. 

She scrambled up onto the bed up on all fours, presenting herself to him. He smiled  at  what  he  saw.  "Not  like  that.  Put  your  arms  beneath.  Grab  your ankles. Face down, ass up!" he barked. 

She did what he asked and I watched her ass round out and both her holes open like blossoming flowers. He gave her a noisy smack on the ass and I heard her whimper. Then he looked over at me with a smile. 

"Come  on.  Time  to  help,"  he  said,  motioning  me  to  join  them  with  two fingers. I felt my heart thud and my insides turned. Was he going to let me fuck my wife?!? I shuddered at the thought of sinking into her damp heat. 

But when I got there he put a hand on my shoulder, pressing me down onto my knees. I looked up to see him grinning. "You like to eat her pussy?" he growled. 

I'd never let a man talk to me like that before. I'd never been in any kind of situation that even remotely resembled the one I was in. I pushed the idea that it was all a game out of my mind. It was so much more. I was his to use just  like  Elizabeth  was.  That  notion  was  intoxicating.  I  nodded  at  his question. 

"Good,"  he  said,  putting  his  palm  on  the  back  of  my  head.  I  stumbled forward as he made a fist with my hair in it. My lips came up against the dripping heat of her core. Pushing me forward, he pressed my nose against the musky scent of her back hole. "Lick," came the command. 

I plunged my tongue as deeply as I could into her sloppy cunt. The acidic tang of her juice made my cock jump. I wasn't sure whether I was allowed to stroke myself so I grabbed myself and did. Adisa didn't seem to mind. He held  me  there,  my  mouth  clamped  to  her  pussy,  my  nose  filling  with  the scent of her rear. It was an electrifying high. 

Elizabeth  began  to  moan.  I  felt  more  liquid  start  to  spill  from  her  as  her body  began  to  sway  beneath  me.  Adisa  kept  my  hair  firmly  in  his  fist, pressing me against her, seeming to relish the shift in power between us. I heard  him  stroking  his  cock  next  to  my  cheek.  I  found  a  strange  arousal came from that. 

I'd never considered myself curious with anyone else but women but having Adisa so close made me want...rather, need to look at him. All I could do was  strain  my  eyes  to  one  side  but  it  was  enough.  As  I  kept  pushing  my tongue in and out of Elizabeth's now completely soaked and throbbing cunt, I  turned  and  stared  at  the  dark  member  growing  so  close  to  me.  I  felt  an incredible pull towards it, I don't know why. Some part of me wanted to be dominated by it the same way it would come to dominate my wife. 

My fantasy was interrupted by Elizabeth's scream as the orgasm I'd built up inside her exploded through her body. She came hard and I felt her pussy clamp down on my tongue as I struggled to keep working the sore muscle in and out of her over and over again. 

Adisa  kept  me  pressed  firmly  to  her  raw  pussy  until  we  both  heard  her gently moaning "Stop, please stop!" from the other side of the bed. He held me there for a second longer, then pulled my hair, making me lean back and almost lose my balance. 

"Up," was all he said next. I straightened my legs, still on my knees, I was as  tall  as  I  was  going  to  get.  As  he  started  pushing  me  back  towards Elizabeth, I realized what he meant for me to do next. "Lick." 

There was nothing I could even if I'd wanted to. He had me by the hair so tightly I couldn't get up. I didn't want to, though. I wanted to do this thing he was going to make me do and I knew I never would have done it myself. 

I don't know if Elizabeth would have let me or not, if it was something she wanted. It was the dirtiest thing we'd ever done. As my tongue met the tight entrance  to  her  anus,  my  cock  throbbed  in  my  hand.  I  started  pumping myself as Adisa held me in place, forcing me to eat my wife's ass clean. 

Chapter 15

I'd  never  done  anything  like  that  before.  I  felt  Elizabeth's  body  tense beneath  me.  I  was  hard  as  a  rock  an  I  knew  I  was  going  to  come  soon.  I didn't care. It was so nasty and hot I didn't care about anything but what I was doing just then. 

The  dark  musk  of  her  back  hole  filled  my  senses  as  I  pushed  my  tongue inside.  It  was  so  erotic  I  almost  blew  my  load  then.  I  felt  Adisa  push  me even  closer,  holding  me  against  Elizabeth's  ass.  The  first  shudder  of  an orgasm trembled through me. 

When Elizabeth started moaning, that's when I felt the tight ache of my cum moving  from  my  balls  start.  It  was  such  an  unusual  sound.  Surprise  and innocence and pleasure all rolled into a low, heaving sound. 

It occurred to me in that moment, why Adisa was making me do this. He was making me get her ready. He was making me get her ready for  him. 

I  let  go  of  my  cock.  I  was  barely  able  to  but  I  managed  it  somehow.  I wanted  so  desperately  to  come  but  even  more  than  that  I  wanted  to  stay filled with my own sexual energy when I watched him slide into her. Even though I'd done the same thing the day before, there was something about the  size  of  him,  the  fact  that  he  was  going  to  dominate  and  fill  her completely that made me need the hum of unreleased orgasm in me when I watched. 

He  finally  pulled  me  off.  I  stared  at  the  dark,  puckered  hole.  Elizabeth whimpered, suddenly missing my tongue inside her. Her ass was just as wet

now as her pussy. Ready to be stretched and opened. Ready to be taken by him. 

Adisa let go the back of my head. He shot me a glance, like he was asking if it was too much. I just nodded. I was desperate to see what he was going to do to her, how he was going to use her. He seemed to understand the gesture because he stepped up towards the bed. 

"Go. Go and kiss your wife." He waved two fingers towards the head of the bed. 

I scrambled up and onto the mattress. I wanted to kiss her, I did. I wanted to feel that same closeness, but I wanted to see every inch of him entering her, too. 

Her face was pained but I knew it wasn't because she was hurting. No. She was just as desperate to feel her insides filled as I was to see it done. She couldn't wait for him to be touching her again, to feel him pressing himself in. 

I  put  my  head  down  on  the  bed  beside  hers  and  shuffled  in.  I  kissed  her gently  on  the  lips.  It  seemed  to  make  her  realize  what  I'd  just  done.  Or maybe she smelled herself on me, I don't know. She craned her neck, her lips  parted,  waiting  for  another  kiss.  When  I  pressed  my  lips  to  hers  this time, she plunged her tongue into my mouth, like she was exploring what it tasted  like  after  what  it  had  touched.  It  was  a  long  and  deep  kiss  and  I would  have  held  on  longer  but  I  felt  her  body  move.  I  knew  Adisa  was about to move into her and I couldn't miss it. I just couldn't. Reluctantly, I pulled away from her, staring into her eyes. 

"I  love  you,"  I  whispered  as  I  pulled  myself  off  the  bed.  I  only  saw  her mouth the words. 

 I love you too. 

Adisa  was  just  pulling  himself  out  of  her  pussy,  his  cock  slick  with  her juice.  He  was  hard  as  a  rock.  I  stood  there  and  stared.  He  looked  bold, dominating  and  confident.  Like  he  fucked  other  men's  wives  in  the  ass

while they watched, all the time. He pointed his head at her wet back hole. 

Just when I thought he was going to plow inside, he looked over at me. 

"I have an idea," he said, waving me over. "Crawl under her." 

"What?" I asked, not wanting to question him, just completely bewildered by what he was asking. 

"Get  under  her  on  the  bed.  And  put  yourself  inside."  He  pointed  a  large black finger under her and I realized what he meant. There was a pang of disappointment at the fact that I wouldn't be able to see him enter her, but I knew now what he had in mind and I thought it was going to be even hotter. 

I  got  back  onto  the  bed  while  Adisa  lifted  Elizabeth  up  and  let  me  crawl under her. 

She  looked  overjoyed.  She  looked  ecstatic  that  I  was  going  to  be  there.  I probably had the same expression on my face as she did. As Adisa lowered her onto me I found the entrance to her pussy with the head of my cock and slipped inside. 

She breathed a tiny moan next to my ear at the sensation. I knew it probably didn't feel anything like it felt with him but it didn't matter. What we were about to do, what he was about to do to  us was going to feel amazing for both  of  us.  And  we  were  right  there,  with  each  other,  her  cheek  pressed against mine. 

I felt the moment in her body, when he started to push the thick black head of his cock into her tight bottom hole. She'd wrapped her arms around my neck and I felt her squeeze a little. As if she were clutching my hand on a roller coaster. She pulled away a little as he pressed into her, enough that I could see her eyes. They were wide and filled with wonder at the sensation of one man inside her and another going in. Her mouth hung open, just a bit. 

Then I felt him. Through the thin layer of flesh inside my wife, I felt Adisa's strong cock pressing into her and stretching her insides. I felt the pressure building along her walls. I felt his manhood pressing against mine. The only

thing  separating  us  was  her.  It  was  an  intensely  erotic  sensation.  Like  he was fucking both of us. 

She breathed a high-pitched moan as he stretched her anus even more. I felt him  flex  at  the  sound.  It  only  made  her  moan  louder  and  made  her  bear down on both of us. He stopped, holding himself above her. I could see him but he was out of focus. The only thing in focus for me were her eyes. I felt him  move  again.  The  tension  of  my  unreleased  orgasm  was  almost  too much. I didn't know how much longer I could hold on. 

As  the  thickest  part  of  him  moved  into  her,  she  seemed  to  come  to.  Her focus shifted from getting stretched and filled completely. It shifted to me. 

She put a hand on my cheek, her palm sweaty and warm. I could feel Adisa moving the rest of his girth into her. The feeling of his massive rod running along mine made my cock bounce inside her soft pussy. Elizabeth smiled. 

"Oh my God," I breathed, unable to believe something could feel as good as this felt. 

I  felt  the  the  last  few  inches  of  Adisa's  manhood  push  up  into  Elizabeth's insides. The pressure it created inside her, with her flesh squeezing my cock was  incredible.  We  both  lay  there,  staring  into  each  others  eyes  as  Adisa began to move in and out of her. 

It felt like I could feel each vein, each wrinkle of his fat cock as it slid in and out of my wife. With each thrust into her, I felt her pussy squeeze me tighter. I was staring into her eyes. Neither of us were moving. Every burst of  pleasure  came  from  Adisa's  swollen  member  pressing  inside  her  and against me through her flesh. I felt her body start to tremble above me. I felt my own orgasm swell. 

Elizabeth  leaned  down,  her  eyes  filled  with  love  and  pressed  her  lips  to mine.  The  feeling  of  intimacy  I  had  at  that  moment  was  indescribable.  I closed my eyes. It seemed that every nerve ending in my body was firing with pleasure. The moment her tongue slipped past my lips and touched my own, that was as much as I could take. 

I groaned into her mouth as my cock started twitching then pulsing inside her wet warmth. She pressed closer to me, pushing my head into the pillow, kissing me even more deeply as I came inside her. The orgasm seemed to last forever as pulse after pulse of my hot seed burst inside her. I felt her pussy squeezing my cock and I knew she had started to come, too. 

We held each other like that, our bodies suspended in a passionate bliss as Adisa  kept  his  rhythm  steady,  pushing  into  her  ass.  I'll  never  forget  that moment  for  as  long  as  I  live.  When  the  plume  of  pleasure  finally  faded, Elizabeth didn't stop kissing me. She held me with her mouth until we both felt  the  cock  inside  her  erupt  and  heard  Adisa  grunt  above  us.  We  both closed  our  eyes  and  lingered  on  what  it  felt  like,  to  have  a  man  coming inside Elizabeth's ass. 

He  must  have  sensed  our  closeness  as  soon  as  he  was  done.  We  barely noticed him leave. I was still inside her as he slipped out. I felt the hot trail of his sperm trickle out of her asshole and onto my cock. I didn't care. She didn't seem to either. We just lay there like that, holding each other until we were almost asleep. 

Chapter 16

We could barely keep our hands off each other the next morning. I woke up to Elizabeth's mouth on my cock. I didn't let her finish me. I threw her onto the bed, pushed her legs apart and pressed into her hot pussy. We both came quickly, then tried to stretch out as much as we could of the minutes we had left before I had to leave for work. 

"I can't believe what that felt like..." she whispered, right before I was about to get up. 

I rolled over and kissed her on the cheek. "You think Adisa's going to come to work today?" I joked, grinning. 

"I hope so!" she replied. A delicious shudder ran through me at the notion of what she might be thinking. 

"What do you mean by that?" I asked, forcing a chuckle. I knew she was probably joking, probably just trying to get me all riled up. Well it had riled me up, just not exactly the way I wanted. 

"Are  you  getting  jealous?"  she  purred.  I  looked  into  her  eyes.  Was  that excitement there? Was she excited that I might be? 

"I  thought  you  said  that  wouldn't  be  a  thrill,  fucking  a  man  without  me watching?" 

She looked up and put a finger to her lips. "I did say that, didn't I?" 

Suddenly  the  jealousy  was  back.  It  had  all  but  evaporated  over  the weekend. When it had been the three of us, when I'd been there watching and knowing that she was there with me, I hadn't felt any of it. Now that she was talking about having sex with another man. Was she joking? Was she just leading me on? 

"If...if he does...I mean...would you?" I stammered, not knowing if I wanted to hear the answer. It felt like this was a darker path and I didn't know if it was one I wanted to go down. 

She raised an eyebrow. "Wait, are we being serious here? Or is this just part of the game?" 

A swell of relief. It felt good to hear her checking in, making sure where we were  going  next.  The  problem  was,  all  of  my  own  feelings  had  started  to mix  and  tangle  inside  me  again.  Every  plume  of  jealousy  that  travelled through me left in its wake a warm and painful lust. 

"Would  you  do  it?  If  I  told  you  it  was  alright?  Would  you  fuck  him?"  I asked in a whisper. 

Her  expression  didn't  change.  I  don't  know  why  that  stung.  I'm  not  sure what  I  expected.  Shock?  Revulsion?  She  just  lay  there,  thinking  about  it. 

Like it was a real possibility. 

It drove me wild. 

"Is that what you want? Would that turn you on? Would it turn you on that I was here at home, fucking another man while you were out at work?" she asked, finally. 

It made me crazy when she said it. Not just that she'd said it, but that she would actually consider doing it if I asked. 

My  mind  raced  ahead.  What  would  it  be  like?  Driving  in  the  car  with Edward,  knowing  that  she  was  back  here,  stuffed  full  of  Adisa's  cock? 

Another shot of jealousy. More hot lust. I felt my throat tighten as my mind raced.  Was  I  really  about  to  do  this?  Was  I  really  about  to  give  my  wife permission to sleep with another man? Just the two of them? 

"I think you should do it," I managed, my voice hoarse. 

She furrowed her brow. "Ken, are you sure? I mean, that's kind of...off-side or  something,  isn't  it?  Besides,  I  wouldn't  have  you  here  to  enjoy  the  fun with." 

I wasn't sure. I was absolutely not sure. That added an edge, a danger to the whole thing. Another razor of jealousy sliced through me. 

There was something else to consider. The handover meeting was today. I was  going  to  the  airport  to  meet  the  man  who  was  going  to  be  the  next ambassador  in  Cosoro.  It  wasn't  something  I  could  afford  to  be  distracted for.  On  the  other  hand,  the  thrill  I  got  just  from  thinking  about  Elizabeth naked, in bed with Adisa beside her was filling me with a raging lust. 

"Look,"  I  began,  staring  into  her  eyes,  "I  don't  think  we're  going  to  get  a chance like this again. We certainly can't do anything like this in Singapore. 

I know it's little crazy..." 

"It's more than a  little crazy, Ken. It's nuts. Isn't this too close to...to what happened with Janice?" 

It  was.  It  was  getting  much  closer  to  what  had  happened  with  Janet.  The difference was that I was asking Elizabeth to do this. She wouldn't be doing it behind my back. And yet there was the idea somewhere deep in my mind

that because I wouldn't be there, it  would sort of be behind my back. I don't know why that turned me on so much, but it did. 

"I don't want you to do it if you don't want to." 

"It's not that," she answered quickly. Too quickly? How much did she want this? Was she just doing it for me? Or was there something about this that appealed to her too? 

I looked into her eyes. "What happens in Cosoro, stays in Cosoro." 

"Ken...are you sure you're going to be okay with that?" she asked, her voice quiet. 

I nodded. 

She smiled. It twisted my insides. Was that excitement in her eyes. 

"Tell you all about it tonight?" 

I felt my eyes go wide. I'd just told her to do it. I'd just told her to sleep with Adisa  while  I  was  gone.  Part  of  me  wanted  to  take  it  back  but  I  knew  I couldn't. I wanted too much to know what it would feel like. 

"You're  actually  looking  forward  to  it,  aren't  you?  You  little  slut,"  I  said with a grin. 

Her mouth dropped open in mock surprise and she landed a playful slap on my cheek. "You better watch what you say about me, you ain't seen nothin' 

yet!" 

That sent another shiver of deliciously jealous lust through me. 

"So, what do you get out of the deal?" she asked, fingertips playing along my chest. 

It was funny because I wasn't sure exactly myself. What would I get out of the deal? There was the incredible rush of knowing that she was going to be fucking another man without me there. It was sort of like cheating but I was

giving her permission so it wasn't as if she was violating some trust. It was a tough question to answer. 

"I get to hear all about it. When I get home tonight." 

A  slow  smile  spread  across  her  mouth  as  she  contemplated  the  idea.  She looked up at me after a moment. "Okay," she said, her voice much quieter now. "So just to be absolutely clear, you want me to fuck Adisa when he comes to work today?" 

I felt my chest rise as she spoke the words. I felt a wrenching pain in my gut as  my  balls  loosened  and  my  cock  started  to  shift  again.  "That's  what  I want," I replied, just as quietly as she'd spoken. 

"Okay. And then," she said, her eyes dancing back down to her finger tips, still  playing  along  my  chest.  "Then,  when  you  get  home,  you  want  me  to tell you all about it? How he fucked me? You want to hear all about how another man used your wife?" 

Just  hearing  her  talk  like  that  was  making  me  incredibly  turned  on  again. 

This was one meeting I didn't want to be late for. "I can't do this right now. I want it Elizabeth. I want you to do it. Fuck, I want  you! But I've got to go. I can't be late." 

With my cock bouncing its way to hardness again I rolled off the bed and ran to the shower which I took as cold as it would get. When I came back out to change, Elizabeth was gone. I didn't have time to go search for her and reassure her that everything would be fine. Besides, I was fairly certain that she knew it would be and that she was enjoying herself as much as I was. I dressed quickly and ran down to the waiting car outside. 

Edward, astute as he was, must have again sensed that I needed to be in my own  thoughts.  After  the  usual  banter  about  the  weather  and  who  was winning  what  state-side,  he  took  his  eyes  off  the  rear-view  mirror  and  let me ruminate. 

Little prickly pieces of what was about to happen began to drift through my mind. Snapshots of Elizabeth with him. Part of the thrill was that I wasn't

even sure if he'd show up for work. Maybe he would think it was too weird? 

We only had a few days left there. He could easily call in sick, or just not come in at all. 

I  didn't  think  too  much  about  that,  though.  I  thought  mostly  about  what would happen if he  did come. I knew that Elizabeth wasn't going to let him spend  his  day  gardening.  She'd  seemed  just  as  turned  on  by  the  idea  as  I was. I knew she was going to sneak him up to the bedroom and let him fuck her. 

I thought about that. I thought about how he'd take her, with me not there. 

Would he be rough? Would he make her a slut again and use her the way he had the day before? Or, what was even worse, would he be gentle? Would he  look  into  her  eyes  as  his  dark  flesh  pressed  between  her  legs?  Would they make love? 

That thought shook me the hardest. What if they did? What if I got home and Elizabeth was a little more reticent to recount the days events? What if she just wanted to keep it to herself? What if she wanted to keep it special. 

By  the  time  we  arrived  at  the  airport  my  head  was  spinning  and  I considered calling the house and calling the whole thing off. What stopped me was the possibility that I might not be able to. What if I did call and she didn't pick up because she was already fucking him? What if she saw that I'd  called,  which  I  never  did.  She  would  see  right  through  me  once  she asked the reason. I was a good liar when it came to government officials. 

Not when it came to my wife. 

With the thought of Adisa and Elizabeth making passionate, intimate love in  our  marital  bed,  Edward  and  I  got  out  of  the  car  and  walked  to  the terminal to meet the team that would be replacing us. 

We  arrived  at  the  airport  with  Edward.  He  had  brought  a  sign  that  read Office  of  Foreign  Affairs,  with  the  seal  of  the  United  States  on  it.  I  was fully  expecting  a  pasty  policy  wonk  like  myself  to  come  up  to  us  and introduce himself. When a large black man the size of a refrigerator walked up wearing a black suit and dark glasses, I thought he must be looking for someone else. 

"Ambassador Sanders!" he said, grinning. 

I frowned, not sure how he knew my name. "Yes," I replied, trying not to sound too confused. 

"I'm Alistair Jones. I'll be replacing you here in Cosoro." 

It took me a moment to shake the startled expression off my face before I took his outstretched hand. 

"Of  course...yes,  of  course,"  I  stumbled.  It  only  made  him  smile  wider. 

"Sorry," I offered, my mind racing to come up with an excuse for why I was so confused. "I was expecting..." 

"Someone white?" He asked, finishing my sentence. He was still grinning. 

My  cheeks  flared  red  with  embarrassment  at  my  apparent  racism.  I  didn't usually  make  such  missteps.  I  had  obviously  let  my  mind  get  to preoccupied. 

"Relax  my  friend!"  he  boomed,  throwing  his  head  back  in  an  uproarious laugh. People turned to see what the commotion was about. I stood there, wishing I could sink into the floor. It only lasted a moment, though. It was clear  he  wasn't  interested  in  being  offended  by  what  I'd  done.  "I'm  just messing with you!" 

No. Not exactly a policy wonk. 

"Great to meet you Alistair," I managed to say, finally coming to my senses. 

I felt some of the heat leave my face. "I've been here for two years. I know you will fit right in." I even managed to smile. He laughed a little more and the three of us started walking towards the car. 

"Sorry. Sometimes I just can't resist," he explained, waving a meaty paw in the air. "My last post was in Sweden. Nobody, and I mean  nobody got my shit there. I don't think those people learned how to laugh yet." 

I  half  snorted,  half  chuckled.  There  was  something...nordic  about  the Swedes  humor.  "Edward  has  scheduled  a  few  meetings  with  local

government  today.  I  know  you're  probably  exhausted  so  we  thought  we'd make it a short day. First one is in an hour with..." 

"Oh  man,  are  you  shittin'  me?"  Alistair  interrupted.  "What're  you  doin'  to me? You tryin' to kill me? You know how long that flight is. You see how big I am? When's the last time DOFA flew you first class? Seriously, you think we can hit the res first and I can grab a shower?" 

My  heart  jumped. Why  hadn't  I  thought  of  this?  Why  hadn't  Edward?  Of course  the  man  would  want  a  shower  after  his  flight  and  before  his  first meeting. I glared at Edward but realized I should have caught the mistake myself. 

The  realization  of  what  might  happen  because  of  the  oversight  made  the bottom drop out of my stomach. 

"Of  course.  I'm  sorry,  we  should  have  thought  of  that,"  I  muttered  as Edward  put  Alistair's  bags  into  the  trunk.  My  mind  was  racing  already, thinking of every possible way to contact Elizabeth. I knew I could call the house but if she really was upstairs...fucking Adisa, the whole staff would start looking for her and possibly walk in on them. That was not an option. 

She had a cell phone but because she was mostly around the house or being driven around by Edward, she rarely used it or knew where it was. 

As  we  drove  towards  the  house  in  silence,  I  realized  the  best  course  of action was none at all. I would just have to hope that there weren't too many coincidences that led to Alistair finding out what was going on. 

He spent the better part of the drive making small talk and commenting on how hot it was. I smiled politely but I was lost in thought. My mind was swimming  with  jealous  angst,  topped  with  a  nervous  tension  about  what would happen if Adisa stepped out at exactly the wrong moment. 

I'd managed to calm myself down enough to appear normal as we walked through the front door. That's when Elizabeth and Adisa walked down the stairs together. 

Chapter 17

There's  not  much  you  can  say  in  a  situation  like  that.  The  only  thing  that could have made it more awkward was if another person walked in. Edward stumbled through the door, tripping and almost falling on his face, bags in hand. 

The  five  of  us  stood  there,  no  one  knowing  what  to  say.  Adisa  let  go  of Elizabeth's hand but not soon enough. The motion only drew more attention to the fact that he'd been holding it, adding to the awkward stillness in the hall. 

Elizabeth's  face  went  from  olive  to  pink  to  bright  red.  She  opened  her mouth to say something but no sound came out. I wanted to help but what could I say? 

"He was just...using the bathroom," she finally managed to mutter, looking away from everyone and putting a hand on her neck. Adisa glanced around nervously  and  then,  without  a  word,  disappeared  out  the  door.  It  almost would have been better if she hadn't said anything. 

My stomach was twisted into the most uncomfortable, burning knot. It was obvious from her expression what she'd just done. I wanted everyone to go away. I wanted to take her back upstairs and find out what it had been like. I wanted  her  to  tell  me  everything,  to  share  the  experience  with  me  so  it could be ours and we could be us again. I wanted to stop worrying about whether he'd just fucked her or if they'd made love. 

I got it together. I took a deep breath, cleared my throat and stuck out my hand. Elizabeth took it without looking at me. She stepped down off the last few  stairs.  Even  in  her  spaghetti  string  tank  top  and  skirt,  she  looked stunning. A natural, curvy beauty. It didn't seem like Alistair was a stickler for decorum. 

"Uh, Alistair, this is my wife, Elizabeth," I managed without looking at him. 

I was staring at her. 

It seemed like only then that she really  saw Alistair. She looked up and into his eyes and smiled. My cock shifted in my boxers. I knew that smile. That

was the smile she used when she wanted something from a guy. Whatever that something was. 

"A  pleasure  to  meet  you,"  she  said,  playing  the  demure  diplomat's  wife, despite the circumstances. Something about the way she was looking at him made  me  turn  and  look  at  Alistair.  He  was  smiling  widely  now,  grinning almost. His manner was still casual, like he'd known Elizabeth all his life. 

"I  am   sure  the  pleasure  is  all  mine!"  he  answered  in  a  Barry  Whitesque bass. 

It took me a moment before I realized there was chemistry brewing between the two of them. The knot in my stomach tightened. 

"Why don't I show you to the guest quarters?" I stepped in between the two of them, breaking their stare. 

"Sure. Sounds good," Alistair answered. I looked up at Elizabeth. She spun around and started walking up the stairs. When I looked back at Alistair, he was looking at her. At her ass, to be exact. No shame. Just staring at her ass. 

"Follow me?" I asked, wondering where this was going to lead. I needed to get upstairs and talk to Elizabeth. 

"Mmhmm..."  he  cooed.  I  led  him  to  where  he  would  be  staying  until Elizabeth and I moved out of the master bedroom upstairs and left him to clean  up.  Without  bothering  to  make  plans,  I  bolted  up  the  stairs  hoping Elizabeth  hadn't  left.  She  hadn't.  She  was  lying  on  the  bed  staring  at  the ceiling with what seemed to be a vacant smile. She sat up when I burst into the room. 

"Ken,"  she  said,  trying  to  stand  up.  I  practically  ran  across  the  room  and pressed her back onto the bed. I kissed her first, my hand wandering over her back, down to her ass. It was a primal feeling. Like I needed to reclaim her somehow. "Ken, what's wrong?" 

"What happened?" 

"What do you mean what happened?" 

"What happened with Adisa?" 

"Ken...I...you said that you wanted..." 

"I know what I said. Did you do it?" 

She nodded. 

"How did you do it?" 

"What? What do you mean?" she whispered. She was completely confused. 

I realized how crazy I must have seemed. I took a deep breath. 

"I'm sorry. I'm sorry we got home so early. I don't know what Edward was thinking.  I  don't  know  why  he  wouldn't  have  thought  to  schedule  some down  time  before  the  first  meeting.  I  should  have  been  paying  more attention. I just looked at the schedule and it seemed fine and..." 

"Ken," she said, pushing up and off the bed. 

"What?" 

"Calm down." 

I  realized  how  fast  I'd  been  talking.  I  took  another  breath.  "Okay.  You're right." 

She  let  me  breathe  a  few  more  times.  "Are  you...did  you  have  second thoughts?" 

I  turned  to  see  her  sad  expression.  She  looked  like  she  might  cry.  I  felt  a pang of anguish. It was all my fault. She'd just been playing along and now I was making her feel guilty for doing what I'd asked. I shook my head and smiled. 

"I  know.  I  know  I'm  being  crazy.  They  weren't  second  thoughts,  exactly, though I was trying to figure out how to get in touch with you on our way

home. I thought I'd chance it, thought maybe Alistair wouldn't see..." 

"I'm sorry about that," she muttered, her eyes sinking to the floor. 

"Are you serious? Don't be sorry. I'm the one that got us into this situation. 

You were just doing what I asked." 

"Do you really feel that way? You're not mad? Jealous?" 

I  chuckled.  "Yes,  I'm  completely  mad  and  jealous  but  in  that  good  way.  I don't know if I'll ever know how to explain that. It was just a botched set of coincidences. God I felt like such a..." 

"Cuckold?" 

The word cut like a knife. "Yeah. Man it kind of stings when you put it like that." 

"I'm sorry Ken. I felt terrible up on those stairs. I know Adisa felt terrible, too." 

The  mention  of  his  name  got  my  blood  boiling  again.  "Can  you  tell  me? 

Can you tell me what happened?" 

She sighed and tilted her head to one side. "I don't know Ken, it's kind of not sexy right now, don't you think? Can't we wait until this evening?" 

I knew she was right. I knew I was using the wrong part of my head to think about  this  right  now.  I  needed  a  few  glasses  of  scotch  and  then  I'd  start processing everything the right way again. 

"You're right. I just..." 

"What?" she asked, "What is it?" 

"Did he fuck you? Or..." 

Somehow  she  seemed  to  know.  She  looked  up  and  smiled  a  warm,  kind smile. She touched a hand to my cheek. 

"Yes. He just fucked me. Don't worry." 

Stranger words have never brought me relief. 

Chapter 18

We  ate  dinner  with Alistair  that  night.  He  was  quite  a  charming  man.  He dropped the buddy buddy routine around Elizabeth and it made me realize what a good diplomat he must have been. Effortlessly changing register and adjusting  the  conversation  for  what  he  knew  the  other  party  would  enjoy. 

She was quite taken with him, I could see that much. Inevitably my mind started wandering so that when we were in bed that night the question was on the tip of my tongue. 

"So?" Elizabeth asked, crawling in under the covers. 

"So?" I echoed. 

"Do you want to hear about it?" 

"Hear  about  what?"  Watching  her  and  Alistair  at  dinner  had  made  me completely forget about what she'd promised to tell me. The reminder sent a chill  through  me  that  loosened  my  balls.  "Of  course!"  I  said  before  she could get upset. "I'm sorry, my mind was somewhere else." 

The  explanation  appeased  her  and  she  smiled  again.  "Where  exactly?"  It came out very coy. 

"Uh...I  was...I  was  thinking  about  something  else,  is  all,"  I  fumbled,  not wanting to admit that Alistair had been on my mind. 

"Hmm...well,  anyways.  Do  you  or  don't  you  want  to  hear  about  what happened?" 

"I do. I very much do." 

"Okay. So he came to work like he does every morning, right?" She had a twinkle in her eye. Like a kid sharing a secret they really shouldn't. "And I just went out to the garden right away. You know I didn't even have to say

anything? I just walked past him and he followed me. Like he knew I was his and he could do whatever he wanted." 

Her smile had widened. She was positively gleeful now. 

My insides were churning and twisting as I imagined her walking past him in  the  skimpy  tank  top  and  the  skirt  she'd  been  wearing.  "Did  anyone  see him  come  into  the  house?"  I  didn't  know  why  I  should  be  particularly bothered by that. Edward had seen what he'd seen that morning. No doubt the housekeeping staff would be well informed soon. 

She bit her lip. "There was a delivery driver out back. I don't think anyone else did." 

What did I care? We were almost out of here and what happened in Cosoro was going to stay in Cosoro. "It doesn't matter. Go on." 

Her smile came back. "So when we got up here he didn't even wait for me to  take  my  clothes  off  or  anything,  can  you  believe  it?!?  He  just  bent  me over that chair and pushed his fingers into me." 

A  shock  wave  of  jealousy  travelled  through  me  as  the  image  of  Adisa handling Elizabeth that way on his own formed in my mind. 

"He made me lift my leg up to one side and he fucked me with his fingers until I came." She was staring at me as she talked, but not just looking into my  eyes.  She  was  studying  my  face,  every  twitch,  every  move  of  every muscle, she was eyeing it to see what her words were doing to my insides. I felt her hand reach down between my legs. She found the hardness of my cock there and smiled. 

"Then what?" I whispered. 

She leaned in closer, her voice much more quiet. "Then he used my mouth. 

Remember? Remember the way he did the other day? He fucked my mouth like that again until he was hard." 

She'd started stroking me. Long, smooth strokes with just a gentle pressure but combined with what she was saying, it was driving me wild. 

"And then?" I asked, not knowing whether I wanted to know or not. 

"And  then,"  I  heard  her  smile  curl  wider  beside  my  cheek.  "And  then  he fucked my pussy, Ken. He pushed his fat cock into my pussy and stretched it and..." 

My  heart  was  thundering  in  my  chest.  I  jerked  my  head  to  one  side, desperate to be looking her in the eye when she said it. 

"...he finished inside me," she whispered, her eyes moving down to look at my  mouth.  "He  fucked  his  cum  into  me.  He  fucked  all  his  cum  into  my cunt." 

She  was  smiling  with  one  side  of  her  mouth  and  biting  her  lips  with  the other half. She looked so proud of what she was doing to me with her story. 

Somewhere  in  the  murky  depths  of  my  mind  a  question  formed.  One  I wasn't sure I wanted to ask. The heat of it tugged at me, tore at my insides some more and I knew it would just make my orgasm more intense. 

"Did you...what did you do?" I managed, completely breathless. 

"You mean did I clean up after, Ken?" she asked, somehow understanding what I'd been asking. "Do you want to know if I cleaned him out of me?" 

I  nodded.  I  was  sitting  on  the  edge  of  an  orgasm.  Her  hand  had  started pumping harder, her grip around me stronger now. The answer came as she shook  her  head  slowly  from  side  to  side.  When  she  said  it  out  loud,  her voice was all innocence and mischief. 

"I didn't have time. We knew we could get caught. We knew the cleaning lady might walk in. As soon as he'd finished we opened the door and went downstairs.  That's  when  we  ran  into  you.  Remember,  Ken?  When  he  was holding my hand? When Alistair and Edward and you were all staring up at us on the stairs? My pussy was still dripping with his cum." 

My orgasm tore through me and I felt my seed spill from the head of my cock  beneath  the  sheets.  I  came  with  a  shout,  the  vision  of  Elizabeth standing  on  the  stairs  and  smiling  down  at  everyone,  so  happy  because Adisa's cum was inside her gave the climax a sharp edge. She stroked me through the wave of pleasure and held onto me even after I was done. 

"You  okay?"  she  whispered  after  we'd  laid  together  in  the  silence  for  a while. 

"Fine," I replied. 

And I was. I was different, we both were, but I was fine. 

Chapter 19

Until we saw Alistair again the next day. He came over to the house so that we could start going over files. Maybe it was because he'd seen what he'd seen but he was exceedingly friendly with Elizabeth when she walked into the office with refreshments. He had a big smile on and made no apologies about looking her over. 

"Would  you  like  some  iced  tea?  Home-made,"  she  offered.  I  watched  her wink at him. 

He grinned and a low chuckle rolled out of his massive frame. "Don't mind if I do," he replied. 

She didn't offer me a drink. Just put the tray on the desk and sat down next to it facing Alistair. "And what delicate international matters are you here to discuss?" 

My stomach tightened into a knot at her obvious flirt. 

Alistair did not seem to mind at all. 

"The most boring kind, you can be sure of that." I watched his eyes drift up and down her body again. 

She  glanced  back  at  me  and  caught  my  eye.  I  knew  what  she  was  doing. 

She was asking permission. 

I knew what I should do, too. I should shake my head once. I should say

"no." 

I didn't say anything. I didn't do anything. A shake of the head would have been enough. I couldn't. It was a crazy proposition and I felt like I'd gone mad. 

Adisa was the gardener. He was staying here. We'd probably never see him again.  This  man  was  my  colleague.  He  was  in  the  diplomatic  corps.  He could potentially ruin my career over something like this. 

But seeing her flirting with him across my desk shot such an electric thrill through my body that I could do nothing about. It ended in my cock and I hardened, happy the desk was there to cover it up. 

He was a big bear of a man and the thought of his big dark paws all over Elizabeth's tidy frame made me shudder in my seat. 

When I didn't react to her inquisitive stare, she went back to flirting. 

That's when he looked at me. He looked past her and towards me. Like  he was asking permission now. 

 What a gentleman,  I thought. But I didn't shake my head at him either. I still can't believe what I did. I looked him right in the eye and gave him a nod. 

He didn't really react. His smile might have widened a bit but he went right back to flirting with Elizabeth without missing a beat. I sat and watched the two of them, my cock getting harder and harder until Elizabeth decided it was time to leave. 

"Dinner tonight?" she asked Alistair, picking up the tray. 

"Certainly," he replied, looking her over again. "What time?" 

"Oh around eight, I'd say. Do you mind if I invite someone else?" 

Alistair  frowned  and  shifted  in  his  seat,  obviously  thinking  he'd misunderstood  the  situation.  "Not  at  all,"  he  replied,  not  sounding  like  he meant it at all. 

My throat closed up. My mouth went dry. I couldn't believe she was going to do this. 

But she did. 

"I  know  this  might  seem  a  little  bit  beyond  protocol  but  we've  become friends with the gardener lately. I thought it would be nice, to have the two of you there." 

Alistair's eyes went up as he realized what she was saying. 

I  was  barely  breathing.  I  knew  I  should  put  up  my  hand  or  do  or  say something, put a stop to this nonsense. I couldn't. Elizabeth had complete control of the situation and of me. The thought of two men on her, around her, in her had me paralyzed with jealousy and lust. 

A smile spread slowly across Alistair's lips. "That is quite beyond protocol, I  must  say.  But  I'm  sure  if  you  folks  think  he's  good  people  that  we'll  all have a good time." 

Elizabeth  smiled.  "Good.  Eight  then."  She  spun  around  and  sauntered  out the door. 

I finally managed to swallow. Alistair looked at me as if nothing sordid had just  transpired.  As  if  he  didn't  know  he  was  going  to  fuck  my  wife  that night. 

"She's quite a lady," he said, his eyes turning down to the documents we'd been discussing on the table. 

I didn't reply. I kept looking at him, my thoughts singular. What would he look like inside my wife? 

I didn't talk to Elizabeth for the rest of the day. I'm not sure why. Maybe I felt like I trusted her enough, now that we'd done what we'd done. Maybe

because it was thrilling, not knowing what was going to happen next. It felt more dangerous that way, with much more of an edge. 

She'd had Keyon prepare a meal and leave it for her to heat it up. When she came down the stairs in her tight, red dress that hugged her body and flared at her calves it took my breath away. She smiled at me, giggled to herself then walked into the kitchen without saying a word. 

I  followed  her  in  and  walked  up  behind  her.  I  put  my  hands  on  her shoulders and leaned in to kiss her neck. I felt her lean back against me. 

"You look amazing," I whispered. I saw the skin on her neck pimple under breath. 

"Why thank-you Mr. Sanders," she replied. 

"I can't believe you're doing this." 

She put the knife she was holding down and turned around. She gazed into my eyes. "Can't you?" 

"I can't." 

"Do you want me to stop?" 

I looked at her lips, smiling slightly, then into her eyes. "No." 

The  smile  spread  across  her  face.  The  doorbell  rang.  "Good.  Then  you should go answer the door." 

I leaned in and we kissed. She tasted like strawberries. 

It was Adisa. I invited him inside. We shook hands. He was smiling. The doorbell rang again. His smile faded. 

"Didn't she tell you?" I asked. 

"Tell me what?" 

I chuckled and shook my head. That was a bit unfair, to Adisa. I opened the door. Alistair was standing there in his dark suit and dark glasses on. 

"Ambassador  Sanders!"  he  called  out,  stepping  inside.  "And  you  must  be Adisa. So nice to meet you!" 

Adisa glanced at me, obviously confused by who this was. 

"Adisa, I'm sorry Elizabeth didn't tell you. This is Alistair. He's going to be your new boss." 

Adisa's  eyes  widened  and  his  mouth  opened.  I  watched  his  body  change from  the  easy,  confident  way  he'd  been  carrying  himself  to  a  professional stiffness. 

Alistair laughed. "Relax, my man. We're not on duty now, you or I. I think we're here to have a good time!" 

Adisa let out a nervous chuckle, not sure of what to make of the situation. 

He shook Alistair's hand, then looked at me again. All I could do was shrug and nod towards the kitchen. He seemed to understand. His smile widened. 

Elizabeth was very talkative, despite being conservative with the wine. She kept the conversation moving and gradually I watched Adisa relax. 

For  my  part,  all  I  could  really  do  was  sit  there  while  the  three  of  them talked.  I  was  mesmerized  by  her.  I  was  mesmerized  by  how  relaxed  she looked, considering the situation. Like it was something she did all the time, invite men over to sleep with her. 

 Invite  men  over  to  sleep  with  her.   The  words  made  me  shudder.  Because that was what this was. That's what was going to happen at the end of the night. 

We  had  scotch  after  dinner  and  they  chatted  some  more.  Elizabeth  ruled over the evening with flirtatious smiles. The two of them could barely keep their eyes off her. Then, when she deigned it time, she simply stood up from the table, turned around and headed up the stairs. 

Nobody  questioned  that  they  were  supposed  to  follow  her.  They  both seemed to know that was what to do. They got up and followed her upstairs. 

My  stomach  was  buzzing  and  my  nerves  felt  tight.  When  they  were  all gone, I savoured the anticipation of what was going to happen next, before heading up the stairs. 

Chapter 20

I'm not sure what I was expecting to happen once we got upstairs. Maybe I thought it would be the same as it had been with Adisa, that I Elizabeth and I would share a moment before I got her ready and gave her away. With two other men in the room, the atmosphere was much different. 

Though Adisa was comfortable with the situation, Alistair was obviously in command. Elizabeth was standing in the center of the room, her body in an S-curve like she was a Greek statue. Alistair walked over to her right away and pressed his thick lips to hers. 

Even she didn't seem to have expected that. Her hands came up and off her hips for a moment. His directness had obviously shocked her. 

It shocked me, too. I'd seen them flirting and I knew this was where it was going to end up but I guess I didn't think he would be so dominating from the beginning. 

A  nervousness  gripped  me  as  I  watched  his  meaty  black  paw  touch  her waist  then  snake  up  her  body  and  cup  the  curve  of  her  breast.  My  throat tightened as I watched him plunging his tongue into her mouth, tasting her and making her his. 

Adisa began taking his shirt off as he walked towards them and there wasn't much  room  left  for  me.  I  didn't  mind,  though,  because  what  I  was  seeing was making my body electric and I wanted to sit down on a chair and stare. 

Elizabeth had recovered from the surprise of Alistair being so forward and she'd  wrapped  her  arms  around  his  neck,  returning  his  kisses  now.  I

watched as her body responded to his touch, her chest pressing into him, her back arching and her ass pushing out. 

"Mmmm,"  Alistair  said,  coming  off  her  and  smiling  at  me.  "That  is  one tasty lady you got there." 

I was still in a stunned silence and couldn't think of what to say. 

He looked at Adisa and they shared a chuckle. Elizabeth looked at me then looked away and giggled as Alistair lowered his lips to her neck and started kissing her there. 

Adisa had come up behind her and I watched his dark hands running up and down  her  back,  kneading  her  firm  ass.  He'd  taken  off  everything  but  his boxers and I saw that he was getting hard. It made me realize how stiff I was. I thought of pulling myself out but my eyes were glued to what was happening  to  Elizabeth  and  I  didn't  want  to  risk  getting  too  excited  too early, either. 

Adisa dropped down and grabbed the hem of the tight red dress Elizabeth was  wearing.  He  stood  up  slowly,  revealing  inch  after  inch  of  her  toned calves,  then  soft  thighs.  She  was  wearing  a  red  thong  to  match  the  dress. 

There was already a dark stain on it. She was completely aroused by what was happening to her. 

Alistair  stepped  away  from  her  and  began  unbuttoning  his  shirt  as  Adisa pulled  the  dress  up  and  over  her  head.  She  wasn't  wearing  a  bra  and  her breasts fell out, the nipples stiff and ready. 

Alistair smiled as his eyes took in her shapely curves. 

Elizabeth put her hands on her hips. She was completely unperturbed by the fact that she was naked and surrounded by two equally naked black men. 

I  was  breathing  heavily,  trying  to  take  in  every  moment  as  I  watched  the scene  play  out.  Alistair  stepped  out  of  his  his  pants,  still  smiling  and  my heart jumped as I watched him grab Elizabeth by the hair and yank it back. 

She  grimaced  but  her  nipples  only  stiffened  harder.  My  own  gaze  drifted down to his middle. She must not have seen it because she would have been shocked if she had. He had a cock that was easily the length of her forearm. 

My eyes were glued to the thing. Even soft, it looked like there was no way more than half of it would fit inside her. 

It gave me a strange feeling. I looked down at the bulge in my pants. It was paltry in comparison. I thought of that difference and what it meant. 

His  body,  that  big,  black,  hulking  body  with  the  horse  cock  hanging between  his  legs  was   built  for  breeding.  That  cock  had  been  designed  by nature to push up into the deepest parts of a woman, to deliver the ample seed his low hanging nuts surely held, into her very core. 

I  would  never  be  able  to  do  a  thing  like  that.  He  was  just  a  biologically superior specimen. It was nothing to be ashamed of, of course. It was just the way it was. 

"You like suckin' cock, baby?" I heard Alistair demand with a grin. 

Elizabeth eyes shot towards me. The way he was holding her hair back, her neck  was  completely  exposed  and  she'd  bent  one  knee  in.  She  looked  so vulnerable  and  beautiful.  That  look,  that  pained,  hungry  look  meant  so much  to  me.  Even  though  these  two  men  were  about  to  take  her  the  way they wanted, she still turned to me for permission. 

I gave a slight nod. 

She didn't say anything. She met Alistair's stair again. She pushed out her soft pink tongue. 

He  looked  back  at  me  and  chuckled.  "Hell  yeah!  That's  the  way  I  like  it. 

You're  a  lucky  man."  His  smile  faded  as  he  looked  back  at  her.  Another yank and he had her on her knees in front of him. He took his cock in one hand, the other still holding her hair in a fist. 

As soon as she laid eyes on him her jaw dropped open. She looked back up at him smiling down, looking like a scared little girl. 

He chuckled, obviously sensing her apprehension. "Don't worry baby. I'll be real gentle. At first." 

She  looked  at  me  again.  It  wasn't  a  terrified  expression  but  there  was definitely fear in her eyes. 

I leaned forward in my chair. I saw Alistair move his cock until it slapped against her cheek. 

She winced but her eyes shot up to him and in a completely erotic act of submission,  she  opened  her  mouth  wide  and  pushed  out  her  tongue  even more. 

The  sound  of  his  black  cock  slapping  against  her  cheek  echoed  along  the tile. It was hot as hell. Then, inch by inch, he began feeding her his meat. 

I  watched  the  tip  of  his  bulbous  head  touch  her  moist,  pink  tongue.  She groaned softly as he rubbed himself back and forth. 

"Yeah,  baby,  you  like  that..."  he  growled.  He  was  staring  at  her  and  I watched his cock grow. 

Elizabeth looked up. She was hungry. She wanted to taste all of what he had to give her, I could see that. 

Alistair pushed another inch of his cock inside her mouth. She took it and closed her lips around it tightly. Her cheeks hollowed as she started to suck. 

"Mmmm..." he purred. "Bitch is good at this." 

I  watched  Elizabeth's  hands  come  up.  One  set  of  slender  fingers  wrapped around the thick base of his cock, the other reached up to cup his balls. I saw her squeeze. 

His hips jutted forward at the unexpected rough touch but he let go of her hair. 

As soon as he did, Elizabeth became a woman posessed. She began sucking and  bobbing.  Sloppy  wet  pops  accompanied  each  bob  and  she  started  to knead his nuts, too, coaxing the cum out of them already. 

Meanwhile,  Adisa  had  dropped  to  his  knees  behind  her.  He  had  his  own cock  in  hand  and  was  stroking  himself  as  I  watched  his  hand  disappear beneath Elizabeth. She let out a moan and I knew he'd found her clit and was  rubbing  it.  He  stayed  like  that,  rubbing  and  stroking  himself,  as  she serviced Alistair. 

I wasn't able to resist any longer. I pushed my own pants off and was soon sitting with my own cock in hand, stroking myself and watching my wife with the two black men. 

Alistair  was  working  his  cock  deeper  and  deeper  into  Elizabeth's  mouth when she started moaning from the fingering she was getting from Adisa. 

Her body began to sway, her breasts swaying along with it, pillowy, pointed pendulums. 

I  saw  her  stop  with  about  a  quarter  of  Alistair's  cock  in  her  mouth.  Her cheeks were pushed out and her lips were stretched out. She started to pull herself off but he put a hand on the back of her head. 

"Unh-uh, baby. You can handle a little more," he said, pressing her closer to him again. 

Her eyes widened and she shook her head in disbelief. 

He  just  chuckled.  "You'll  see.  Come  here  baby."  Taking  her  head  in  both hands,  I  watched  in  stunned  horror  as  he  shoved  himself  into  her  with  a loud splurt. 

"Mmmmm,  baby,  that  throat  feels  gooooood..."  he  purred,  holding  her  in place, his cock soaking in her spit. 

For a moment she looked terrified, like she was choking. Then, it was as if she realized what he'd just done, how he'd forced himself inside her throat. 

She moaned and her body started swaying again. 

Alistair looked over at me. "Told you so," he chuckled, then let her go. 

I don't know if she was playing it up or she really had been transformed by the experience. If she was acting, it was a damn good act. The moment his cock left her mouth she grabbed at it, her mouth wide open, like she hadn't had enough and only wanted to feel more of it deeper inside her throat. 

Adisa was still finger fucking her pussy and the swaying turned into a more frenetic rearing onto his hand. 

"Alright baby," Alistair said, "don't worry. You get some more. Open wide. 

Get your hand back up on my balls." 

Elizabeth  obeyed  immediately,  her  hand  coming  up  and  gripping  his  full, leathery black nut-sack. 

He rewarded her by driving his cock into her mouth, even deeper this time. 

I watched as the confluence of having her mouth stuffed full of that hard, black cock and being fingered by Adisa made her start to twitch. She must have  tightened  her  throat  around  Alistair  because  he  groaned  and  started moving his hips, sliding himself in and out of her mouth along his tongue. 

Elizabeth moaned and I watched her give in to a crashing orgasm that had her shuddering above Adisa's hand and gagging on Alistair's cock. 

She  must  have  squeezed  his  girth  with  her  throat.  He  grunted.  His  hips began  to  jut.  I  watched  Elizabeth  trying  to  swallow  him  whole.  I  couldn't believe she was taking a man of his stature. Even just half of him. 

"Shit!" he snapped. With a groan I watched the lower half of his cock throb. 

His  balls  pulled  up.  His  ass  tightened.  A  gurgling  sound  came  from  deep within Elizabeth's throat and I knew Alistair had just come inside her and she was swallowing his seed deep into the darkness of her belly. 

She held him inside, swallowing around his cock and casting her eyes up in a hungry stare. 

He  pulled  out  slowly.  The  sides  of  his  thick,  veiny  meat  were  coated  in sperm and spit and bile. He finally fell out of her mouth with a loud pop. 

Some of the spunk she hadn't managed to swallow dribbled from the corner of her mouth and down her cheek. 

"Damn woman. That was fine," he said with a satisfied grin. 

My own cock was throbbing and I could barely move, except to massage it up and down. My eyes were riveted on Elizabeth. She was hunched over on all fours now. 

Adisa had stopped stroking her but he was still stroking himself. When he put a hand on her ass, she looked back. 

She smiled and arched her back, happy to oblige. 

I looked back to see his cock hard and ready. I wondered if he was going to plunge it inside and fill her up with his cum. 

She presented herself for him, so I thought he might. 

He  didn't.  He  stroked  himself  to  orgasm.  Rope  after  rope  of  his  hot  seed erupted from the head of his cock, lashing onto her ass and back. 

She giggled and wriggled her ass for him. 

He enjoyed that because he shuddered and his cock spat more cum onto her. 

Once he was spent, he slapped her across the ass with his cock a few times, then stood up. 

"So partner?" Alistair asked. "You like to clean up?" 

Chapter 21

I let go of my own throbbing cock and with my shirt still on, shuffled across the room. I knelt down in front of Elizabeth. She looked used and spent, but happy. 

"You okay?" I asked. 

"Umm...yeah, I think I'll live," she replied, glancing at Alistair's once again rising member. "Not sure about that, though," she said, arching an eyebrow in his direction. 

"I love you." I don't know why I felt the need to say it. I searched her eyes. 

She cast me a puzzled smile. 

"I love you too. Are you okay?" 

"Yeah. Just...needed to say it." 

"Okay. Can I get a kiss to go with it?" she asked. 

I  eagerly  obliged.  I  leaned  in  and  pressed  my  lips  to  her.  She  tasted  like cum. Alistair's  cum.  It  was  dirty  and  hot  and  I  swirled  my  tongue  a  few times  inside  her  mouth,  cleaning  it  out.  When  we  finished  our  kiss,  I crawled down the length of her. 

The streaks of white cum Adisa had deposited there had already started to dry on her ass. I licked her round cheek and up her back until I'd cleaned her as best I could. 

"You  two  should  have  a  moment,"  Alistair  offered.  He  swung  his  head towards the bed. 

I  stood  up  and  offered  Elizabeth  my  hand.  She  took  it  and  I  walked  her towards the bed. I helped her down onto her back and she spread her legs. I didn't know what to do. A part of me wanted to taste her again and eat her out. But my cock was in desperate need of release. I crawled between her legs, pressing the head of my member to her sex. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw dark hands wrap around her ankles. She was watching them, too. They pulled her open, holding her legs up. I looked down to see her pink pussy, gaping and ready. With a push, I slid inside. 

She moaned as my cock moved against her tight walls. 

A  thought  struck  me.  This  was  the  smallest  cock  she  was  going  to  feel tonight. Adisa had already been inside her. The thought of Alistair trying to

drive his massive meat into her made me shudder and made me hard. She felt me flex. 

"You like that, baby? You like it when they hold me open for you?" 

I nodded as my hips began thrusting into her harder. 

"Are you going to do that for them? When he pushes his fat cock into me, are you going to stretch me open?" 

The  image  of  Alistair's  cock  moving  into  the  space  mine  was  in  now, overwhelmed me and I almost erupted. 

"Oh yeah," she smiled. "You like that, don't you? You like thinking about him stuffing that fat, black cock inside your wife?" 

That was it. I felt a hot pulse of seed come spurting out of me and into her womb.  I  drove  myself  as  deep  as  I  could  as  my  orgasm  shook  me  but  I knew  the  truth.  I  knew  that  I  would  never  get  anywhere  near  her  end.  I knew that if it were a real competition out in the wild, Alistair's seed would win over mine every time. 

The thought made me convulse and another wave of climax made me shout. 

I felt Elizabeth's hand touch my cheek. It was warm and tender and felt like love. I lowered my forehead to touch hers. I rolled off but stayed beside her on the bed. 

Alistair stepped into the space between her legs. He grinned. 

"Man that's a messy pussy!" He looked over at me, smiling. I knew what I had to do. I slipped off the bed, onto the floor and clambered over to where he was standing. I couldn't help but stare at his rigid cock. It was a huge, black staff of muscle. He was stroking himself and watching me. I stared a little too long. "You like that? You like a big black cock?" he asked. 

I  looked  away,  towards  Elizabeth's  pussy  that  was  now  leaking  my  own come. 

"Ain't no need to be ashamed, brother. You can look." 

I  turned  back  towards  him  and  my  eyes  settled  on  the  thing.  It was...majestic. The thought that it was soon going to be stuffed inside my wife rushed through me with a shiver. When he stepped towards me, it felt like I was dreaming. It was surreal and erotic and if I'd had more time to think about it I might have refused but in the moment, he wasn't giving me a choice. 

The  head  of  it  was  pressing  against  my  lips  before  I  knew  what  was happening. My mouth opened and I felt him slide himself inside. I felt my lips being stretched as the salty taste of his fat cock filled my mouth. He put his hand at the back of my head and drove his hips forward until I felt him touch the back of my throat. I heard Elizabeth sit up on the bed. 

"Oh...my...God..."  She  whispered  the  words,  each  one  softer  than  the  one before. 

I would have turned around to look at her, to see the shock in her eyes but Alistair had me pinned with his cock and his hand. All I could do was move my eyes. I looked up to see him smiling at her. 

"You like the look of that, baby? You like seeing your husband with a big black dick in his mouth?" 

I saw Elizabeth drop to the ground beside me. I strained to try and see her expression, to see what her face looked like. As she moved her face into my line of sight, Alistair pulled himself out of my mouth. 

She pressed her lips against mine. I felt her tongue pushing into my mouth, like she was desperate to occupy the same space he had. I kissed her back but felt like I couldn't match her passion, her excitement. The whole thing seemed  so  foreign.  When  she  pulled  away,  she  stared  deep  into  my  eyes, her hands on my face. 

"Baby  that  was  so  fucking  hot,"  she  breathed,  then  leaned  in  to  kiss  me again. 

Before  our  lips  could  lock,  the  dark  shadow  of  flesh  loomed  beside  us. 

Elizabeth  glanced  at  it  then  turned  to  me.  Her  eyes  were  wide  with excitement. 

As Alistair's thick meat moved between us, I felt his hand on the back of my  head  again.  He  made  me  lean  in  as  Elizabeth  did.  We  opened  our mouths and pushed out our tongues. We were staring into each others eyes. 

Alistair moved between us and we licked his hard length. 

From the look on her face, I thought Elizabeth was going to come. I was starting  to  get  hard  again,  too.  I  wanted  to  do  everything  all  at  once.  I wanted to taste her, clean the cum out of her pussy. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted  this  moment  to  last  forever,  us  on  either  side  of  Alistair's  cock, licking him ready for my wife. 

It was Elizabeth who took charge next. As soon as his cock had moved out from in between us she took it in her hand. She put her other hand on the back of my head, where his had been. She turned my head. She pulled him close. She stared as he once again entered my mouth. 

"Take him Ken, take all of him," she whispered, her palm pressing on the back of my head. "I want to see you take that whole cock the way I did." 

My  eyes  went  wide.  I  had  seen  her  do  it.  It  had  turned  me  on  like  crazy, watching  her  get  stuffed  by  black  dick,  but  now  that  I  was  in  the  same position, I wasn't sure if it was such a good idea. I tried to shake my head, or  tell  her  with  my  eyes  that  I  didn't  want  to  but  she  had  the  look  of  a woman obsessed. 

"It's  okay,  honey,"  she  soothed,  "you  can  do  it.  I  know  you  can.  Just  this once. This looks so hot, watching him fuck your face. Just relax and open your throat." 

I have to admit it was turning me on that she was so turned on by it. It didn't make what I had to do any easier, but I could feel myself getting hard. Even if I'd wanted to resist, though, I couldn't have. She had complete control. 

So I did what she told me. I relaxed and opened my throat and closed my eyes.  I  felt  him  stretching  me  open,  pushing  down  my  throat.  Elizabeth's hand was still on the back of my head, urging me on, helping me take more. 

His huge cock was filling my whole mouth. I could barely breathe. I felt my eyes start to tear, then I felt the burning in my lungs begin as I struggled for breath. Finally, I felt the slap of his heavy sack against my chin and I knew this was it. He was as deep as he could go and now the only thing for him to do was pull out. 

"Oh  Ken,  you  look  so  fucking  hot  with  your  mouth  stuffed  full  of  cock," 

she whispered and kissed me on the cheek. 

As  I  started  to  see  dark  circles,  I  felt  him  start  to  pull  out.  Those  few seconds his massive girth was leaving my body felt like the longest I'd ever endured in my life. I snorted a breath through my nose as soon as the head of  his  cock  left  my  throat.  When  he  pulled  himself  out  of  my  mouth,  I heaved  a  massive  breath  and  fell  forward  on  all  fours.  I  stayed  like  that, breathing  heavily,  trying  to  push  more  air  into  my  lungs.  When  my breathing had calmed down, I looked back up. 

Alistair  and  Elizabeth  were  staring  at  each  other.  When  he  saw  me watching, he turned to me and smiled. 

"Why don't you clean your lady out for me right here?" 

Elizabeth knew what he meant. She put one leg up and pulled me towards her. I realized what they both wanted. Getting on my back, I crawled under her until my lips were on her sloppy cunt. She got back onto both knees and as she settled down onto me, her back hole pressed up against my nose. 

She  started  moaning  as  I  plunged  my  tongue  inside  her,  licking  out  the sticky  goo  I'd  left  there.  I  was  used  to  the  taste  now  and  I  swallowed  it easily all the while staring at the puckered ring of muscle into her ass. 

Her body started to sway back and forth on top of my face and I heard the wet sounds of her sucking Alistair's cock. I expected her to get off of me any moment and get back onto the bed. 

Instead,  I  saw  Adisa  crawl  up  behind  her  and  loom  over  me.  He  lifted Elizabeth slightly, just enough to get access to my mouth. Alistair was still fucking her face above me. 

Adisa's cock moved into the space between me and Elizabeth and I knew what he wanted. I didn't really want to do that again but I didn't know what to say. Everyone was so in the moment. So I opened my mouth and let him slide his cock in. 

Thankfully he couldn't get all of it in but he swayed back and forth a few times, letting me get him wet. As soon as he was down, Elizabeth settled back down my face. I heard the loud pop of Alistair's cock falling out of her mouth.  I  felt  her  fingers  wrapping  around  my  stiff  cock.  She  started  to stroke. 

"Come on baby, make me come!" she pleaded, pumping me with one hand while the other played with my balls. 

I  felt  a  swell  of  of  pleasure  rise  inside  me  and  plunged  my  tongue  inside her. 

"Oh fuck yes, just like that!" she said before I heard her take Alistair's cock into her mouth again. 

Her hands felt so good on my balls and cock that I didn't even mind when I saw the head of Adisa's cock pressing against Elizabeth's tight hole. I had the  perfect  view  as  he  pressed  against  her,  easing  her  open,  his  cock slathered in my own spit, then pushed himself inside. 

She moaned loudly over Alistair's member but kept pumping me with her hand so I kept trying to fuck my tongue into her as deeply as I could. 

I  thought  they  might  just  fuck  her  like  that  for  a  while  then  change positions. It was getting a little hard to breath under her as she ground down on  top  of  me.  The  view  of  Adisa's  meat  sliding  in  and  out  of  her  was perfect, though, and I wished I could stare at it forever. 

I heard Alistair grunt first. I felt Elizabeth start to move faster on top of me. 

I saw Adisa's sack tighten up close to his body. Elizabeth's hand began to work me faster. The lips of her pussy tightened around my tongue. 

Even though it hurt like crazy by now, I kept plunging my tongue into her as deeply as it would go. I heard Adisa grunt and I saw his black cock flex as he drove inside Elizabeth's pale behind. 

"Come on baby," I heard her whisper overhead, "gimme all that cum!" 

I didn't know who she was talking to, but I imagined her staring up Alistair, gazing into his eyes as he drove his fat cock into her face. The visual sent a shiver through me and I felt my own climax swell inside. 

My  orgasm  ripped  through  me,  shaking  me  and  running  back  down  my spine. It settled between my legs and I felt the first spurt of my own seed explode,  impotent  in  the  open  air.  I  moaned  but  kept  plundering  her  salty snatch with my tongue until I felt her shaking on top of me, then heard the distinct moan of her orgasm as she released juices into my mouth. 

I saw Adisa's cock hardened above me. He grunted. Holding her with both hands,  he  stopped  her  swaying.  The  room  went  silent  except  for  the  wet sounds of Alistair, still fucking her mouth. 

I  watched  as  the  black  cock  buried  in  her  ass  flexed  over  and  over, delivering  Adisa's  potent  load  into  Elizabeth's  ass.  In  a  sense  it  was  as impotent as mine, pumping into her ass hole, but I felt a jealous pleasure at the fact that he was being allowed to come inside her, while I'd been left to explode onto her hand. 

He  groaned  again,  gave  one  last  thrust,  then  began  to  pull  himself  out.  It was only then that I realized my mouth was going to serve another purpose beneath her. There was another hole to be cleaned out. 

Chapter 22

Even  though  he'd  just  orgasmed,  his  cock  didn't  seem  to  be  softening  as Adisa pulled himself out. I stared up at Elizabeth's orifice, left gaping open

by his thickness. He'd barely pulled himself out when the first torrent of his seed rushed from her. 

She reacted instantly, sliding forward and positioning the entrance to her ass just above my mouth. 

Adisa's seed was tainted by the taste of her anus but I took it nonetheless. It was tart and gooey and after the first runny trickle, it oozed out slowly onto my tongue. It was with a mix of disgust and wonder that I let it run into my throat, then swallowed it up. 

I don't know why it was so erotic to me, doing this, but it felt like the most intimate  thing  I  could  do  with  Elizabeth  and  it  was  already  getting  me excited again. 

As I savoured the strange pleasure of eating another man's seed out of my wife's  ass,  I  felt  her  body  start  to  sway  again.  The  noises  coming  from above sounded wetter and I knew Alistair was going to come. 

"Fuck baby, yeah!" he shouted above me as Elizabeth worked him quickly with  her  mouth.  I  heard  him  grunt,  then  grunt  again  and  I  knew  he  was fucking his cum into her mouth. "Don't swallow, baby," he whispered and I knew why. 

Elizabeth obliged. As soon as he'd finished filling her mouth she got up off me and spun around. She looked so beautiful, her cheeks bulging with what I knew was his cum. She was smiling as much as she could as she lay down on top of me. Again, she pressed her lips to mine. 

Another man's load poured out of her mouth and into mine. She pushed into my mouth with her soft, wet tongue. I pushed back and after I'd swallowed all of Alistair's seed we shared a deep and passionate kiss. She put her hand on the back of my head and I wrapped my arms around her. I heard the two men leave the room but I didn't look up. 

We  just  lay  there  on  the  floor,  kissing,  letting  our  hands  glide  along  each others bodies. It was the most erotic and intimate thing we'd ever done. 

When she finally pulled away and I opened my eyes, it was to the sight of her smiling at me sweetly. 

"I love you, Ken," she whispered. 

"I love you too," I replied. 

Adisa and Alistair walked back into the room. 

"Alright lovebirds," Alistair said, walking over to the bed. "Time to breed some pussy!" 

His words sent a thrill rushing through me and Elizabeth must have sensed it because her eyes opened wider. 

"Do you like that, Ken?" she asked. "You like thinking about him breeding me? About my belly growing from his cum?" 

My cock moving against her was answer enough. 

"Come on, let's get on the bed." 

I wasn't sure what she had in mind, but I was hers completely. She was so beautiful and I felt so much love for her in that moment that I would have done anything she asked. 

They'd  piled  the  pillows  high  in  the  center  of  the  bed  and  Elizabeth  lay down  on  them,  face  down,  so  her  ass  was  high  in  the  air.  She  made  me kneel in front of the bed. We held hands and stared into each others eyes. 

Adisa moved behind her first. 

I stared at his dark frame moving in between her legs. His cock was solid again and he guided it towards her with his hand. I couldn't see enough to watch him push it in, but the expression on her face was enough. 

Her  eyes  rolled  back,  then  closed  and  her  mouth  opened  as  he  pushed himself inside. 

"Does he feel good?" I asked. I wanted some connection with her. 

"Oh baby," she moaned, opening her eyes. "His cock feels so good inside me." 

I felt her shudder as Adisa plowed the rest of his length into her. I leaned in and kissed her lips. I let go of her with one hand and reached down to stroke my rising cock. As her body began to rock back and forth on the bed, she began to moan. 

Her pink tongue looked so inviting and wet inside her mouth. I thought of standing up and asking her to suck my cock but I wanted to be close to her, too. I wanted to see what he did to her. 

"Oh fuck," she mewled. "Fuck Ken, he's going to make me come!" 

I thought of Elizabeth's sopping pussy flexing around Adisa's meaty cock, clenching at it. The thought of that, her bodies reaction to him fucking her, was incredibly erotic. Her body was actually milking him for his seed. Her pussy was tightening to make his cock explode inside her. The idea brought a thrilling mix of excitement and anguish. Elizabeth must have seen it on my face. Her approaching climax seemed to wane as she smiled at me. 

"You like that, Ken? You like thinking about my pussy squeezing his thick cock?" 

"Fuck yes..." I whispered, staring into her eyes. 

"He's gonna fill me up with his cum. I'm not gonna let you clean me out. 

I'm  gonna  keep  both  of  them  inside  my  pussy.  I'm  gonna  keep  their  seed inside me." 

An  orgasm  welled  up  but  I  let  go  of  myself  just  in  time.  I  wanted  to  last until Alistair had her, too. I reached up and grabbed her hand. 

"Come for him Elizabeth. I want to feel you body come," I asked. 

She  didn't  need  convincing.  What  I'd  said  seemed  to  propel  her  over  the edge and she gripped my hands as her pussy gripped Adisa and she came hard with a scream. 

Her orgasm sent Adisa over the edge, too and I looked up to see his sweaty brow  furrowed.  He  was  staring  down  at  his  cock  disappearing  inside  her. 

He set his jaw and came with a shout. 

Elizabeth  opened  her  eyes  wide.  I  knew  why.  I  knew  she  felt  his  cock pulsing  inside  her.  With  each  throb,  hot  spurts  of  his  potent  load  were shooting  deep  into  her  pussy.  The  thought  made  me  throb.  I  resisted  the urge to grab myself again, though I was on the edge, too. 

Adisa  staggered  back,  falling  out  of  her,  the  sound  of  him  leaving  her sloppy  pussy  echoing  in  the  room.  Alistair  stepped  up  right  away.  With Elizabeth still full of Adisa's cum, he slid into her easily. 

"Oh fuck," she groaned, gripping my hands and bracing against his girth. I imagined his cock moving through her. I imagined the thick, black thing I'd been made to swallow now burrowing up into the most sacred depths of her cunt. 

Both his hands were on her ass as I watched him disappearing inside. 

"Fuck, no, stop!" Elizabeth yelled with just half oh him in her. 

"What's wrong baby?" he asked. 

"I can't. It's too big." 

His lips cracked into a wicked grin. "You heard what I said, didn't you? I'm gonna  breed  me  some  pussy.  No  sense  breeding  pussy  unless  you  breed deep!" 

He  didn't  wait  for  her  to  answer.  He  gripped  her  by  the  hips  and  thrust himself against her, driving his massive black piston deep into her tender, pink cunt. 

I'll  never  forget  the  look  on  her  face  when  he  did  that.  Astonishment, wonder,  shock  and  desire  all  seemed  to  rise  from  deep  within  her  as  he filled  her  with  his  manhood.  I  watched  her  face,  stared  into  her  eyes  as Alistair  plowed  his  way  into  parts  of  her  that  were,  until  that  day, 

untouched. It sounded like her pussy was opening and closing around him, sucking him up into its depths. 

When his waist finally came to rest against her round ass, he looked over her up and down and gave her ass cheek a slap. 

"You feel that baby? That's what a real cock can do." 

She just kept staring at me. I loved that she did. It was like she wanted to share everything about this moment with me. 

"Does it feel good?" I whispered, breaking her trance. 

"Oh Ken," she sighed, her expression turning to what might be regret. "It feels so amazing. I've never felt so full." 

Alistair chuckled behind her, still holding himself deep inside. 

"That's why they say, once you've had black..." 

He didn't finish. His expression became more serious as he looked up and Elizabeth's body again. 

"Damn woman, you fine. Now let's breed some pussy!" 

He  didn't  wait  for  her  answer.  His  body  started  ramming  against  her.  I watched  his  big,  black  piston,  slick  with  Elizabeth's  deepest  juices disappearing into her over and over again. I knew that with each thrust he was touching her deepest place, a place I could never go. 

The  whole  time  he  was  fucking  her,  we  stared  into  each  others  eyes.  It wasn't  the  same  intimate,  loving  stare  we'd  shared  earlier,  though. 

Something  had  changed  about  it.  Something  was  different  between  us,  I was sure. I hoped what I was seeing in her eyes was not regret. 

I pushed the thought aside, not wanting to spoil the moment. 

Alistair fucked into her steadily. Elizabeth came so many times I lost count. 

Each  time  she  did  I  would  hear  the  sounds  of  her  sweat,  sopping  sex

clamping  onto  that  black  seeding  muscle  as  she  cried  out  in  unbridled pleasure. 

Alistair just kept fucking her, driving her to the next orgasm, then the next until she was reduced to a whimpering mess. 

"Please!" she sobbed, "Please come!" 

She was barely holding onto my hands anymore. She looked like a rag doll, completely used and spent. It was so hot, that another man had driven her to that. 

"You want that cum baby?" Alistair grunted from atop her. 

"Fuck yes! Please! Fuck it into me! Fuck me and fill me up with your cum!" 

Each  sentence  was  a  begging  sob  as  she  pleaded  for  his  potent  load.  He smiled, pleased with himself that he'd driven her to that point. Then, he too set his jaw and I watched his thrusts quicken. 

"Yes!  Yes!  Yes!"  Elizabeth  panted,  her  mouth  curling  into  a  smile  as  her body readied itself for his seed. 

Alistair grunted. 

"Fuck yeah," Elizabeth whispered, her smile widening. 

He grunted again. 

"Fuck it into me!" she hissed. 

With a thundering roar, he pushed his cock deep inside her and I watched his mouth twist into a snarl. 

Elizabeth smiled and closed her eyes as he pulsed deep inside her. She'd let go  of  my  hands.  I  knew  she  was  his  in  that  moment.  As  his  hot  cum splashed  onto  her  inside  walls,  marking  them  as  his,  I  knew  this  one moment would always be hers alone. 

I  didn't  feel  angry  or  jealous,  though.  I  wanted  it  for  her.  I  was  happy  I could give it to her, that I could let her feel this. 

He held her like that, pressed into the bed, his cock exploding inside of her for what seemed like an eternity. When it was over, his hips resumed their furious rhythm, pushing his seed deeper into her, giving it more of a chance. 

Elizabeth just kept smiling with her eyes closed. She looked as if she were floating on a cloud. 

Suddenly  I  realized  how  close  I  was  to  my  own  orgasm.  I  needed  release and I wanted to take my Elizabeth back in some way, too. I needed to claim her again, to make her my wife. 

Standing up, I grabbed my cock. A tiny rivulet of envy ran through me as I realized  how  small  I  was  compared  to  him.  I  didn't  care.  It  didn't  matter now. I just needed to come. 

I started stroking myself. I was already so close. 

Elizabeth opened her eyes. She looked up at me and smiled. 

"That feel good, baby?" Alistair asked. He was still rocking against her, his cock plowing deep into her cunt. 

"It felt amazing," she whispered, exhausted. She looked back at him. 

My cum was flooding from my balls. I needed to make the moment back. I wanted to feel our closeness again. I wanted to make her mine. I groaned. 

They both looked up. She glanced down at my cock. He looked at it too. I felt an orgasm grip me. I moved closer to her. 

A blast of seed erupted from me and streaked across her face. Then another. 

And  another.  I  groaned  again  as  my  body  roared  into  the  deep  abyss  of orgasm. 

I  saw  her  chuckle.  Him  too.  They  giggled  as  I  hit  the  deepest  part  of  my pleasure, then began to spring back. 

Another pulse. Another splash of cum. 

I felt myself surface, back in the room again. Back on my feet, standing in front of the bed. He was still buried inside her but he wasn't moving now. I fell to my knees. 

"That feel good baby?" 

I nodded and fell forward against the bed. She ran a finger through my hair. 

"I love you," she whispered. 

I loved her, too. 

Epilogue

"You ready for this?" 

She looked amazing, even in a hospital gown. 

"I  don't  think  we  have  a  choice,  right?"  I  grinned.  I  reached  down  and touched her massive, swollen belly. 

"No," she said, smiling. "I guess we don't." She looked up with kind eyes. 

"You know I love you, right?" 

"Of  course  I  do,"  I  comforted,  dropping  to  my  knees  beside  the  bed. 

"What's this all about?" 

She shook her head. "Nothing. I just...I just wanted to say it." 

"Hey," I said putting a finger on her chin. "I love you too. I'm glad we did it. 

I'm glad we're here." 

She had changed since she'd gotten pregnant. She kept me closer now, more to herself. She'd definitely lost a little swagger. 

I didn't mind it. It was just funny, seeing her that way. 

It happened a few months after we moved to Singapore. We'd been putting off  starting  a  family  for  a  long  time  and  decided  it  was  finally  time.  We were both excited and a little nervous when she found out the news. 

Our  extramarital  fun  ended  there,  too.  Not  completely  for  me,  though. 

Sometimes  in  the  dark  of  night,  when  Elizabeth  is  fast  asleep  I  still  lay awake  and  remember  what  it  felt  like,  standing  there  while  another  man shoved his cock into her womb. It still makes me hard. We've barely talked about it, though. It seemed to be best that way. I don't think I need to know exactly what was going through her mind. 

It  was  just  a  fun  thing  that  happened,  an  unexpected  perk  of  working  in foreign affairs. 
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