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Author’s Note

This story is the continuation of a narrative started in another tale, ‘Power Play’. Prior knowledge of that story is not essential to understanding – and enjoying – this follow-up. The major detail new readers will need to know is that Derek and Kat are a normal, happily married couple who recently entered a devil’s bargain with her boss, Don Maclean.

In exchange for a salary that’s beyond generous, Kat now works as one of Don’s many personal assistants during the week. The catch is that once a month she must give herself to Don for a night of passion and pleasure – and Derek must be there to witness everything first-hand…


Dread sits in my stomach like a heavy meal, draining my strength and taking all my energy away. I feel sick. Can’t eat. Can’t focus. Barely slept the past few days. All I can think about is what’s going to happen tonight. But I agreed to this, didn’t I? I signed my name on the contract – that goddamn contract – and so did my wife. We both knew what we were agreeing to do, but now that it’s here… I can’t go through with this. I knew this day was coming, but it has arrived far too quickly. Tonight, I must hand over my wife to her boss and he gets to do anything he wants with her.

And my part of the deal is to watch everything he does.

If Kat is nervous, tormented, or has any nagging qualms about this arrangement, she doesn’t show it. My wife runs a brush through her hair in front of the mirror, the bathrobe cinched tight around her waist. I sit on the edge of the bed, watching her, hands gripping my knees. I don’t want to do this. I really don’t want to go through with this. Yeah, we need the money that her new position as Don Maclean’s personal assistant has brought in – and her first paycheck was better than I could have hoped – but is it worth the cost?

We both had to agree to her new position. We both had to sign a contract accepting the terms of her employment. I have no idea if any of it is legal, but I do know that Don Maclean has both the money and the muscle to bury me if I tried to do anything about it. For the past month, my wife has seamlessly transitioned into her new role as his assistant. She gets a ton of corporate benefits – health insurance, gym membership, amazing salary – but the other side of the coin is that he gets to fuck her one night every month, and I must watch everything.

‘Can we not do this?’ I say, breaking the silence like a hammer on a frozen lake. ‘Please? Can we just… not?’

Kat pauses brushing her hair for a moment. Maybe she’s considering it. Maybe she’s choosing her words carefully.

‘You know we can’t,’ she says. ‘We agreed to it. Both of us.’

‘Yes,’ I say, my stomach in knots. ‘But maybe we don’t. What’s he gonna do about it?’

‘Besides fire me? Besides suing us both for breach of contract?’

‘I’m being serious, Kat.’

‘You think I want to do this?’ She turns suddenly, eyes blazing, cheeks red. ‘You think I want to have sex with him? Do you think I want you to watch it? I don’t!’

She jabs the hairbrush toward me like a sword. I recoil, even though she’s nowhere near me. Once again, shame floods my body. This is partly my fault. If I was earning enough money, we wouldn’t have agreed to this. If I was a better provider, she wouldn’t need to work. If I was a better lover, she wouldn’t want to go through with this.

Kat gets her breathing under control again. She turns away from me and pulls on the cord of her robe. It opens. I get a glimpse of her skin – smooth, pale, creamy, freshly shaven – and she opens the closet, hiding her nakedness behind the door.

I look down at the box on the bed between us. A simple tan-color box bearing the insignia of an expensive lingerie store. Neither of us knows what’s inside. She brought this box home from work today. A gift, she called it. A gift from her boss. He wants me to wear this to dinner tonight.

Yeah, dinner. That’s what we’re calling this arrangement. We’re just going to dinner with her boss. Maybe that’s why she’s able to stay so calm about all this, while I’m on the verge of a mental breakdown just remembering everything that happened last night. The smile on her lips when she gave me her panties. The ecstasy on my wife’s face as he entered her. The way he carried her exhausted body down to the car when they were finally done. He and I both knew that she’d been fucked better than anyone had ever fucked her before.

But – the question I always seem to return to, like an old penny circling the drain, never quite falling in – if I hated it so much, why did I jerk off watching them together? Why did I get hard at all? The shame of giving her to another man – and not just any other man, but her boss; a big, powerful, strong, masculine, black man – will forever be eclipsed in my mind by the shame of jerking off into her panties as I watched. I will never forget the look on his face when I spilled my load into her underwear while he did the same to my wife, filling the condom as she moaned with delirious passion.

‘Pass me the box,’ she says.

I push the box across the bed toward her. She grabs it and casually flips the lid and peers inside. Her face is unreadable. She reaches in and snatches up whatever’s inside, moving quickly so I can’t see and disappearing behind the open closet door again.

Kat has been different toward me since sleeping with Don. She’s been both too close and too distant from me. We’ve spent a lot of time together, but never really addressed the elephant in the room. Once, about a week or so back, we tried to get intimate together, but it didn’t happen. I couldn’t get hard. Every time I tried, images of him touching her body flashed before my eyes and destroyed my excitement. Every single time I tried to get hard over the last month, the same thing happened. I haven’t even been able to jerk off in private. All I can picture is his huge, powerful, black body bearing down on my wife, plunging that massive, thick manhood inside her as she wailed with lust and climaxed again and again. That thought cripples my sexual desires and robs me of my excitement. How can I make love to my wife when someone has done it far better than I ever could?

She said she wouldn’t enjoy it. That’s what she told me. But we both know that she did. Those orgasms weren’t fake. The look in her eyes was real. Her exhaustion afterward was legitimate. Despite all her denials over the past month, we both know that Don Maclean fucked my wife in ways I never have – and she loved it. That thought also makes it difficult for me to stay hard.

‘What is it?’ I say, both wanting to know and not wanting to find out.

‘Lingerie,’ she says, not giving me any more information than the gift box already did.

‘Can I… can I see it?’

She pauses for a moment. Then she bends over and slips something up her legs.

‘Okay,’ she says. ‘If you really want to. Give me a sec.’

I sit in silence for a moment, listening to the rustle of fabric against her smooth skin. After a minute or so, she steps out from behind the door. My jaw drops open. She’s wearing a matching black lacy bra and panty set, with black suspenders and stockings. She looks like all my fantasies rolled into one – and I’m not going to be the one who gets to enjoy her.

For the first time in weeks, my manhood throbs in response to this incredible sight. My stomach churns at the same time. How is it possible to feel turned on and utterly ruined, both at the same time?

‘Oh, wow,’ I say, my voice strained with lust and pain. ‘You look…’

‘Don’t say it,’ she says. ‘I feel like a whore.’

‘You don’t look like one.’

Kat pulls a black dress out of the closet, an outfit she usually reserves for special occasions or anniversary dates. Every time she wears that outfit, we end up having lots of sexy, passionate fun together. It’s a sleeveless dress with a generous dip for her and a short hem at the bottom. The sight of it makes my skin crawl. That’s my dress. She wears that for me. Nobody else.

But he will be the one taking it off tonight. That son of a bitch.

‘Can you zip me up?’ she says, turning her back on me. The underwear cups her ass perfectly. A voice in the back of my mind asks how he knew my wife’s size so well, but I don’t want the answer to that question. He is contractually obliged to fuck her once a month and they spend the nine-to-five hours sharing the same space. It’s been driving me crazy to think about what they might be doing together in the office while I’m struggling to pick up business here at home. But she always insists that their working relationship is purely professional. No inappropriate jokes, looks, or touches. Because this man is such a fucking gentleman.

I climb off the bed and help Kat into her dress, carefully adjusting it and pulling up the zipper. She flattens the front with her hands, examining herself in the mirror.

‘Do I look…’ She trails off.

‘You look amazing,’ I say.

I feel like a man approaching the gallows. Except it’s not a noose waiting for me, but a man. A big, powerful black man with designs on my wife.

‘Are you ready?’ she says.

I glance down at myself. A plaid shirt and dress pants. Yeah, I’m about ready. This is as close as I’m gonna get to formal wear tonight. I’m not going to any extra lengths for this man.

‘Ready,’ I say.

‘I don’t mean that,’ she says. ‘I mean, are you ready?’

Am I ready to watch them together again? Am I ready to watch his huge, dark hands caress parts of her body that were only supposed to be mine? Am I ready to hear the sounds she makes when his unrestrained length stretches her womanhood wider than my cock ever has?

I shake my head. No, I am not ready. How could anyone ever be ready for something like this?

Her phone vibrates on the bed. A message. She grabs the phone and reads the message.

‘Our ride is here,’ she says. ‘It’s time to go.’

****

We ride together in the back of Don Maclean’s expensive limo, an awkward cloud of silence hanging over us. The driver does not engage us in conversation, except with a curt greeting as he opens the door to let us in.

The drive goes by far too quickly. I have so many things I want to say. So many things that my wife needs to hear. But she takes my hand in hers and gives it a gentle, reassuring squeeze. There’s nothing to say. She already knows everything.

I look down at the floor between my feet for the entire drive. Maybe there’s music playing on the car radio, I don’t know. The only sound in my ears is the roaring rush of my blood, pumping harder than ever. I force myself to stay calm; focus on breathing; to resist the urge to open the car door and leap out.

It’s less a comfortable drive and more like being escorted to the executioner’s podium. But it’s over soon. Far too soon.

The car pulls up outside a fancy hotel. The kind of hotel that has fresh flowers in every vase each day and concierges wait at the entrance in immaculate uniforms, their golden buttons gleaming. The kind of hotel that serves champagne and caviar for breakfast. The kind of hotel that a man like Don Maclean could easily afford for one night.

I sit in the backseat for as long as I can, staring up at the bright lights above the entrance. My stomach churns. This place looks beautiful. In another life, I would work my ass off to try and save up enough money to spend a night at this kind of place. Maybe a tenth anniversary. Maybe a special birthday. Not so another man can bed her in front of me.

The driver opens one door. Kat slips out. I open my door and follow her out into the evening air. The driver nods to us and closes the doors and gets back in his seat. The car pulls away and leaves us outside the hotel. I look up at the white brick and bright lights and drape-covered windows. It’s a beautiful place, but we’re here for an ugly reason.

Kat slips her arm through mine and we walk toward the wide entrance doors, bright lights gleaming on the other side. The concierge tips his hat and pulls a door open for us. I feel his eyes sweep us up and down. Kat looks beautiful in her dress, whereas I look like a shmuck. I feel like a shmuck.

We head inside the hotel. My eyes are on stalks. This place is stunning. Marble floors and pillars. Gilded golden doorways. Fresh flowers. Smiling staff in pristine matching uniforms. Not a hair or speck of dust is out of place anywhere.

Ahead of us is the main lobby reception. To our right, the elevators. To our left, the restaurant and bar. We share one final look and start walking in the direction of the restaurant. My heart pounds louder than my footsteps. People glance toward us. The hotel staff smiles in our direction. Panic grips me. We don’t have to do this. We can turn and run. Go anywhere else. Do anything else. We don’t have to go through with it.

‘There he is,’ Kat says.

I follow her gaze and see Don Maclean, sitting alone at a table with three empty plates. He smiles and waves us over. We weave through chairs and tables and other people quietly dining. He stands to greet us, hugging my wife. He offers me a handshake. I swallow and accept. His massive hand dwarfs mine. He could probably crush my hand if he wanted. But he doesn’t.

‘It’s great to see you both again,’ he says. ‘Please, join me.’

I take a seat, facing Don. Kat sits in the other available chair. I realize that she’s been placed far closer to him than I am. To the outside observer, they look like husband and wife, while I am the interloper.

‘I hope you don’t mind,’ Don says, ‘but I ordered for us all. Something light but delicious. And drinks, of course.’

As if on cue, a waiter appears with a bottle of white wine. I can’t see the label, but it has a French name and fancy lettering. The waiter tips a little into my glass and steps back. I hesitate for a moment, then take the glass and sample some. It tastes like white wine. Bubbly. Fruity. Sour.

‘Uh, sure,’ I say, placing the glass back down.

The waiter fills my glass, before doing the same to the remaining two glasses on the table. He disappears into the scenery. Don lifts his glasses, toasting the both of us.

‘To another wonderful night with two wonderful people,’ he says and takes a mouthful.

Kat raises her glass and sips the wine. I drain mine in one go.

‘Thirsty?’ Don says, with a chuckle.

‘No,’ I say. ‘Just… I need it.’

‘I hope you’re not going to get drunk and spoil a good night?’ Don eyes me across the table like a school principal warning an unruly student.

‘No,’ I say again.

Don sits closer to my wife, his hands under the table. Kat blushes. I grip the table. Is he resting a hand on her leg? From the casual, cool grin on his face, I’d say yes.

‘How’s your business going, Derek?’ Don says. ‘Bringing home the bank yet?’

‘Not yet,’ I say. My throat is dry already. I need another glass of wine.

Before any of us can say more, two waiters appear with plates on their arms. Food is placed before each of us. It smells good and looks better. I have pasta. Don has fish. Kat has rice.

‘This looks amazing,’ Kat says. ‘Thank you.’

‘No need,’ Don says. ‘This is my treat to you. Thanks for all the work you’ve done this past month.’

We eat in silence for a moment. The atmosphere weighs down on me. I look around. Does anyone know what’s going on here? Do they know that we’re meeting my wife’s boss for sex? This is the most awkward, uncomfortable, cringe-worthy dinner of my life.

‘Your wife has been a star at work,’ Don says, pausing his meal and touching the napkin to his lips. ‘I can’t tell you how invaluable she’s already become.’

Kat beams with pride at me. I try to return her smile but can’t. All I can see is his naked body on top of hers.

‘It’s very clear that I’ve made the right choice,’ Don says, patting Kat on the thigh. ‘Your new position is working out perfectly.’

Kat blushes, busying herself with drinking half a glass of wine at once. I should be proud of my wife for all her accomplishments. She’s earning more than enough for the two of us, buying me precious time to get my own business up and running. I should be thrilled by his praise, but it rings hollow in my cynical ears. Because we all know that my wife’s nine-to-five job is only half of the arrangement. The other half…

I push my food around for a few minutes, before giving up. I can’t eat. It’s delicious and I’m starving, but my stomach feels like a boiling jacuzzi. I don’t know if I want to vomit or pass out.

Don glances at my plate but doesn’t say anything. He continues eating, making small talk, and placing his hand on my wife’s leg. I sit there in silence, watching. I feel like a man on the outside, looking through a window. I’ve brought my wife, but he’s the one taking her to dinner.

‘Are you feeling okay?’ Kat says, glancing at me with concern in her eyes.

‘I’m fine.’ I force a smile. ‘Just… you know.’

‘He’s keen to get started,’ Don says, putting down his knife and fork onto an empty plate. ‘I bet you’ve been counting down the days, haven’t you?’

‘No,’ I say, anger rising like bile in my throat. I’m about to launch into a violent, vicious vitriol of hate and anger, all the thoughts and feeling I’ve suppressed over the past few weeks finally boiling to the surface. But Kat catches my eye and shakes her head. The message is unmistakable.

Don’t fuck this up for me. This is my job.

Don drains the last of his wine. Kat finishes eating and sits back in her seat. Her face is pale but her cheeks are red.

‘Are you both finished?’ Don says.

I nod. Kat nods.

‘Excellent. Let’s stop wasting time. Come with me.’

We all stand up. Don slips an arm around Kat’s waist and leads her away, back through the restaurant. I follow behind them, cheeks burning. People glance at me. I don’t know what they’re thinking. Do they know that I brought her here? Are they wondering why another man is taking her back out? Do they know what’s about to happen? For that matter – do I know?

I follow my wife and her boss through the lobby, heading for the lifts. Don talks freely and easily about the hotel, how comfortable it is, and how he loves to stay here sometimes to get out of the house. Kat nods and makes the right noises. Her arm slips around his waist, too. She glances back at me, a nervous smile on her pretty lips.

Don presses the button for the elevator. The doors open a moment later and we walk in. Don presses the button for our floor and takes a swipe card out of his pocket, the room key.

‘I’ve been looking forward to this,’ Don says, as the elevator begins to ascend through the building.

‘Looking forward to what?’ I say. ‘Fucking my wife? Or making me watch?’

Kat shoots me a warning look. I ignore her and glare at Don.

‘Both,’ he says, with a self-satisfied smile.

The elevator doors open. Don motions for me to walk out first. I do. He follows, still with an arm around my wife’s slender waist. I follow them down the long hall, blood pumping in my ears. My fists clench at my sides. I feel light-headed. Should not have come. Should not have come.

Don stops in front of a door. This is us. Our room. Our destiny. Behind this door, he will undress my wife and violate our marriage vows all over again. And he’ll do it with a smile on his face.

‘You seem nervous, Kat,’ he says, raising the swipe card. ‘Is everything okay?’

Kat nods, chewing her lip. She looks down at the floor.

‘Are you sure?’ he says. ‘You’ve been a real delight in the office, it’s unusual to see you like this.’

‘I’m fine,’ she says, in a voice I immediately recognize as the not-fine voice. ‘I just want to get this over with.’

Don strokes her cheek softly, his massive hand making her face appear small and fragile by comparison. ‘Kat, Kat, Kat,’ he says, shaking his head gently. ‘It’s okay. I know you’ve been secretly looking forward to this. Would it make you feel better if this moment was more romantic? Less business-like?’

Kat shrugs, still looking away. Don turns and hands me the card for the room. He gestures at me to open up. Then he steps behind my wife and deftly lifts her as though she weighs nothing. He carries my wife like a groom carries a bride. Like I once carried her into a hotel room so many years ago.

I unlock the door and push it open. Don strolls through, carrying my wife with ease. He walks past me into the room, a smile on his face. Kat glances at me but says nothing. Her expression is hard to read.

‘Get the lights,’ Don says. ‘And close the door.’

I do as I am told, locking the door and hitting the switch. Soft lights burst into life above the bed, throwing a romantic shade across the big, wide bed. I see white sheets and soft pillows.

‘Is this better?’ Don says. ‘I can be romantic, Kat. I can be anything you want me to be. A lover. A fighter. A dominator. I seem to remember how much you enjoyed it last time.’

Kat closes her eyes.

‘I remember how much you enjoyed it, too,’ Don says, looking at me now. His smile is both taunting and inviting. He wants me to join him, to revel in my bitter humiliation.

‘How long is this gonna take?’ I say. ‘Please, Don, it’s bad enough…’

‘No,’ he says, in a powerful, commanding voice. ‘No, I don’t have to do anything. Little husbands like you don’t ever tell me what to do. I am in control here. I own you. I own your wife. Understand?’

His sudden change in attitude shocks me for a second. I stare at him, mind blank. He carefully sets Kat down on the floor. She grabs her skirt and pulls it back into place, covering her legs again.

‘I said, understand?’ Don says, holding up a single, authoritative finger.

‘Yes,’ I say, my voice barely above a whisper.

‘Yes, what?’

‘Yes… sir?’ I say, confused.

He grins. ‘I would have accepted Don or Mister Maclean, but I like sir even more. You keep calling me that and we won’t have a problem.’ He turns his attention back to my wife. ‘You look sensational, Kat. Why don’t you give me a twirl?’

My wife turns on the spot, her skirt perfectly capturing the curves of her waist and ass. Don looks at her with pleasure and hunger all over his face. My stomach is in my goddamn shoes right now. I need to stop this. I need to step in and end this right now, before-

Don reaches out and caresses my wife’s body. She blushes but doesn’t push his hand away.

‘Doesn’t she look awesome, Derek?’ he says, slipping an arm around her waist and pulling her against him.

‘Yes,’ I say, shaking with impotent rage.

Don grins. He pats my wife’s ass, watching me, asserting himself, daring me to do something. I don’t do anything. What can I do? This guy looks like he could pop my head off if he wanted to. Even if I did land a punch, then what? He’s got the means and the time to ruin everything we’ve been working toward our whole lives.

‘I’ve got an idea,’ Don says. ‘Why don’t you come over here and undress your wife for me? I’ve been dying to see what my lingerie looks like on her.’

Don steps away and sits down on the bed like a king lounging before his court, smiling the whole time. He’s loving this. Not just having my wife, but rubbing my face in it, too. For him, sex is a bonus. A man like this lives for the thrill of breaking and humiliating other men; married men; men like me. He gestures toward me to come closer.

I walk over to my wife. She turns around and lifts her hair. I grab the zipper and begin pulling it down.

‘No,’ Don says. ‘Slowly. Enjoy yourself. Unwrap her. Like a gift. And give her to me.’

Kat meets my eyes and, for a brief moment, I see a hint of excitement hiding behind a mask of embarrassment and shame. Her cheeks are red. Her chest rises and falls as she takes long, deep breaths.

I swallow my pride and slowly unzip the back of her dress. The dark fabric parts, exposing her pale skin beneath. She looks over at the man on the bed. He nods, watching us silently. I slip my hands under the dress and carefully push away. It opens and slips down my wife’s body like flower petals falling. Don groans with satisfaction.

‘Stunning,’ he says. ‘Absolutely stunning. You have an amazing wife.’

I bite my tongue.

‘Twirl.’ He gestures with a finger.

Kat steps out of her dress and carefully rotates on the spot, letting this man examine every inch of her body. He groans again. She looks superb. The lingerie fits her beautifully. She looks both elegant and slutty at the same time. Sophisticated and whorish. Classy and down to fuck.

‘Doesn’t she look amazing?’ Don says.

I nod.

‘Tell me, Derek – and be honest, we’re all friends – how many times have you made love since our last meeting?’

I grimace and look away, tears in my eyes. This fucking guy! I’m gonna find some way to get even with him, even if it’s the last thing I do.

‘Kat?’ Don says. ‘Tell me.’

‘We…’ she pauses to clear her throat. She doesn’t look at me. ‘We haven’t.’

‘No?’ He sounds surprised. ‘Not even once? You never reclaimed her?’

‘We tried,’ she says. ‘But he… he couldn’t…’

Don nods, looking me in the eyes. As though he knows. As though he understands. As though he isn’t the cause of my… inefficiencies.

‘I get it,’ he says. ‘It can be tough, seeing your wife with someone else. Someone bigger. But you need to reclaim her after, Derek. It’s important for your marriage.’

I laugh. It sounds like a harsh, bitter bark.

‘Our marriage?’ I say. ‘You give a shit about our marriage?’

‘Yes,’ he says, in a matter-of-fact tone. ‘I do. I know it sounds silly, but I care for everyone who works for me.’

‘You care about the people you fuck,’ I say, scorn making the words bitter.

He nods again, his face earnest. He wants me to believe it. Or he wants me to believe that he believes it.

‘Enough talk,’ he says. ‘Derek, Kat, come here.’

We step in front of him like we’re standing in front of the altar again. She looks nervous – but not in a bad way. She fiddles with the ring on her finger, almost subconsciously.

‘Kiss,’ he says.

We look at each other for a second, both wondering what the hell this guy wants from us. Then I lean forward and peck her on the cheek.

‘Really?’ Don says, raising an eyebrow. ‘That’s it? Come on, man. Kiss her. Mean it.’

Kat leans forward and presses her lips to mine. I respond. Our tongues meet. I feel her warmth. Her love. Her desperation. I kiss her fiercely. Hard. Passionate. Deep. I put all my love into it. Every second of every hour of every day that I’ve known and loved her.

Then she pulls away, breathing hard, cheeks red.

‘Good,’ he says. ‘Derek, why don’t you take a seat in the chair?’

He gestures to a seat in the corner of the room. I hadn’t noticed it before. My mind was too preoccupied with what was unfolding all around me. I do as he instructs and sit in the chair, giving me a perfect view of the bed – and the two people standing in front of it.

Don slips his arms around my wife’s waist. Now he presses his lips to hers. I see a moment of resistance, of hesitation, on her face. Then she gives in. My wife kisses him back. I hear a throaty groan. She slips her arms around his thick, muscular neck and holds him close. They kiss long and slow and deep. My chest tightens. His hands slide down her back and gently squeeze her ass, enjoying the feel of those tight, toned cheeks in that beautiful lingerie.

After a long, long moment, their lips part. Her expression is dazed; lost; lustful. His is one of hunger. He grinds his hips, pushing his groin into her. Kat’s eyes widen. She can feel it pressing into her thigh. I know it.

‘Undress me,’ he says. It’s not a command, but a request.

She nods and begins with his tie, loosening the knot and slipping it from around his thick neck. Then she pushes the jacket off his shoulders. Her fingers begin unbuttoning his shirt, starting from the top.

‘I’ve been looking forward to this,’ Don says, in a low voice. Almost too quiet for me to hear.

‘Me-’ Kat stops herself. Glances over at me. Blushes. She turns her face back to him and continues unbuttoning his shirt.

Raw, painful humiliation eats me alive. My wife just admitted that she’s been looking forward to getting fucked by this man again! Despite all her assurances, all her comforting, all her denials – it’s all been a fucking lie. She wanted this. Almost as much as he did. I bet she’s been spending every day in the office with him, begging to be fucked. My wife isn’t a cheat, a whore, or a slut. She’s desperate for more.

‘It’s okay,’ Don says. ‘I know your first time was pretty intense. I want to take it a lot slower this time. I want us to enjoy it. All of us.’ He glances at me. ‘That includes you, my friend. Don’t sit there and act like you hate it. Jerk off if you want. I don’t mind.’

I scowl at him, but my body betrays me. My cock throbs in my pants.

Kat opens his shirt and carefully pulls it open, revealing his smooth, solid, firm black trunk. His skin is so dark compared to her small white hand. The shirt falls to the floor, forgotten. My wife now stands in front of a shirtless man. She doesn’t hesitate or wait or stop. She kneels in front of him and begins to unbutton his pants. Don grins at me.

‘Fast learner,’ he says.

I put a hand over my mouth to stop myself from crying out or begging her to stop. He would probably love it if I did. He would love to hear me beg. This asshole would get even more turned on by my pain.

Kat opens the black man’s pants and eases them down to the floor. His shorts tent at the front, a huge, dark mass pressing against them from the inside. A huge, dark mass I remember very well. A huge, dark mass that haunts my dreams.

Now my wife falters. She reaches up to his shorts, then hesitates for a moment, hands poised in the air just a few inches away from their prize. I stare at her, agony eating me alive from the inside. I don’t want her to do it. I want her to do it. The indecision is killing me.

‘Go ahead,’ Don says, with a gentle nod. ‘It’s okay. He wants you to do it, too.’

Kat glances back at me. I shake my head furiously.

‘Oh, really?’ Don says, with a laugh. ‘Take off your pants and prove it.’

I glare at him. He’s got me dead to rights and we both know it. Don reaches down and takes Kat’s hand. He guides her fingers to his shorts and releases them. My wife slowly squeezes the huge, dark mass beneath his shorts, marveling for the first time all over again at its size and shape and weight.

‘It’s big,’ she says, in disbelief.

‘Did you forget how big?’ Don says.

She nods.

‘Go ahead,’ he says. ‘Take as long as you like. We got all night.’

She giggles, her nerves slowly fading away now that her prize is within reach. God, she’s practically bobbing up and down on her knees, like it’s Christmas morning and the big present under the tree has her name on it. I have never seen my wife this excited about anything, especially when she’s on her knees like this. She enjoys giving me head, sure, but it’s more like a reward or a perk. For him, she’s relishing the opportunity to have that huge, dark mass in her face once again.

Don grins at us both in turn, looking like the slickest, smuggest motherfucker I’ve ever seen in my life. This is a pleasure for him. A wife on her knees. A husband in the corner. Both of us are powerless to resist and helpless to even try. I could storm out of here. I could leave. But then what? She’d be here, all alone with him. At least this way, I can make sure she’s safe. As stupid as that sounds.

Kat slides her fingers into the elastic waistband of his shorts and carefully eases them down. His dark, trimmed hair comes into view. Then the base of his wide, thick, dark member is revealed. She keeps pulling his shorts down. My gut tenses. I can’t breathe. My hands clench on the arms of the chair. My toes curl. My cock throbs.

My wife eases down the black man’s shorts, freeing his huge, chocolate-color manhood. I swear that thing is somehow even bigger than in my nightmares. Kat makes a sound I’ve never heard before – a cross between a starving pet offered food and the strangled cry of utter, purest desperation. Don chuckles, his deep voice rich with humor and pleasure.

‘You haven’t been fucked since last time, huh?’ he says.

Kat shakes her head, taking his manhood in one hand and carefully feeling it, getting used to its size and weight again.

‘Have you masturbated?’ he says.

She nods now. I blink in surprise. That’s news to me.

‘Toys?’ he says.

‘Yes.’ My wife lifts his cock as though inspecting it for flaws. But, of course, there are none. His big black cock is a specimen, a towering monument to masculinity. It is flawless. ‘But they aren’t… you know.’

‘Big enough?’ he says.

She nods again, color rising in her cheeks. She hasn’t told me any of this. I had no idea she was so desperate to feel that inside her again.

‘Well,’ he says, cool and collected, ‘you’re here now. You got me. The real deal.’

She giggles again, eyes still fixed on that powerful black cock in her hand, aiming it toward the ceiling like a statue.

‘My cock has missed you, too,’ he says. ‘Show me how much you’ve missed me.’

Kat leans forward and places her lips on the underside of his manhood. He lets out a long, happy sigh.

I sit in the corner of the room, biting my hand, watching the love of my life passionately kiss another man’s cock. If I could melt into a puddle and disappear into the floor at will, this would be the perfect moment. But it doesn’t happen. I sit and I watch. My pants feel tight. Too tight.

My wife kisses her way up the underside of his manhood, from the wide base to his dark, rich tip. She opens her mouth and gently teases him with her lips and tongue. He groans and chuckles with pleasure. My throat is dry. I know that feeling. I know how it feels to have Kat’s lips on the tip of my manhood. But she’s over there and I’m over here.

She takes him inside her mouth now, letting his length slide between her lips in agonizing slowness. He groans louder as every inch passes over her tongue, clearly loving the way she’s teasing him. She responds to his pleasure by taking that massive black shaft deeper into her mouth, those pretty pink lips stretched wide around him.

‘God Almighty,’ Don says, with a groan. ‘You are one lucky son of a bitch, Derek. If Kat was my wife, I’d never let her stand up.’

My throat is too tight to respond. That sounded like a compliment, but I don’t know how to take it. I nod, unable to tear my eyes away from Kat’s face, her head now slowly moving back and forth, Don’s black cock gliding in and out of her mouth. The lips I passionately kissed a few moments ago are now busy swallowing another man’s huge, solid member.

‘Fuck,’ I say.

‘We’ll get to that,’ Don says, with a small chuckle. ‘You look uncomfortable, Derek. Take your pants off.’

It’s the second time tonight he’s ordered me to undress, but now I obey his command. I unzip my flies and drop my pants to the floor, sitting in the corner in my underwear. There’s no hiding how excited I am. It’s humiliating to feel so turned on watching my soulmate pleasuring another man.

Kat takes her time sucking his cock. She deep throats him. Jerks him into her mouth. Fondles his swollen black balls. After a time, she eases that thick shaft out of her mouth for long enough to kiss and suck and lick his balls. Don enjoys this even more.

‘Get on the bed,’ he says. ‘I want to fuck your mouth.’

Kat runs his tongue along the underside of his glistening manhood one more time and stands up, a smile on her beautiful face. Don picks her up again and places her on the bed so that her legs are pointing toward the pillows and her head is hanging off the edge. He holds her head and aims his cock at her mouth. She opens wide – with a gleeful smile – and accepts him once again. Now he controls the movements, gently thrusting into her mouth and groaning with pleasure. My wife is now a hole for him to fuck. And, judging from the look on her face, she could not be more excited about it.

‘Like what you see?’ Don says. He’s looking down at my wife but talking to me.

I don’t respond.

‘I know you do,’ he says. ‘You don’t need to be afraid. It’s okay to admit it.’

I squeeze my hard cock, not even realizing what I’m doing.

Don bends forward and places his head between Kat’s legs. She gasps and moans, the sounds muffled by that thick shaft plugging her mouth. His hips roll back and forth a little quicker now, driving his cock deeper and harder. She moans louder, legs raising off the bed and trembling in the air.

I watch my wife locked in a sixty-nine with her big, black boss. I sit there in the corner and feel my hand slip into my underwear. Before I even know what’s happening, I’m stroking myself to the sight.

Kat’s tiny, pale fingers grip Don’s ass, holding him in place, not letting him stop fucking her mouth for even a second. He responds by moving faster, using her sweet lips for his pleasure. I can’t see what he’s doing to her pussy, but the noises she’s making tell me how good it feels. His huge balls swing back and forth in her face. Her body shudders and trembles. She gasps and moans around his cock.

Before I even know it, she’s climaxing right in front of me while Don continues to eat her pussy, still fucking her mouth at the same time. She glances over at me. I stroke my cock faster. She knows I’m enjoying it. I know she’s enjoying it. She climaxes even harder, the cries muffled by his pounding cock. Her makeup is a mess now. Her hair is ruined. But she’s never looked so beautiful.

Kat rides her climax to the conclusion, before tapping Don’s ass several times in submission. He gets the hint and slowly stands back up. He shoots me another confident, shit-eating grin, his dark lips smeared with her juices.

‘The sweetest fucking fruit,’ he says.

Kat moans her agreement.

‘Oh, fuck, that’s good,’ he says. ‘I wanna fuck those beautiful tits now.’

He eases back, withdrawing from her mouth. She gasps for air, a smile on her face. My wife’s lips are coated in drool. Her cheeks are flushed. Her eyes gleam.

Don grabs her bra and pushes it down, freeing her soft breasts. Her hard nipples point up to the ceiling. He stands over her face and pushes his thickness between her breasts. She cups her breasts, pressing them together. Then he begins to slowly thrust again, that soaking wet shaft gliding between my wife’s perfect breasts.

We’ve tried this a few times in the past, but I’m nowhere near as large as he is. Kat moans, loving the feeling of his cock between her breasts, loving the sensation of being a dirty slut for someone else, loving the fact that I’m watching nearby. She licks his balls as they swing back and forth over her face like dark pendulums.

I moan, unable to hold it back any longer. This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. Even hotter than the last time they fucked. Pressure builds in my gut. Heat rises in my balls. My stomach clenches – but now, for the right reasons.

‘That’s it,’ Don says, nodding to me. ‘Don’t stop. You love it.’

He grins at me while fucking my wife’s tits. While she sucks on his balls. While I jerk off in the corner.

‘Shit!’ I say, gasping in pleasure. My climax is coming fast. I can feel it bubbling up inside me, my cock trembling like train tracks before the locomotive arrives. I look left and right for something to come into. No tissues. No panties. Nothing. Panic grips my throat.

‘Use your hand,’ Don says.

I follow his order without thinking. I jerk off into my hand, cupping the tip of my cock and moaning with pleasure as the orgasm seizes me. I pump hard and fast, watching this big, powerful man slide his huge black cock between my wife’s firm tits. She moans, watching me, her mouth working desperately on his balls.

Warm, sticky semen coats my hand. Too much. Too fast. It’s been a long, sexless month for me. I’m backed up. There’s too much to hold. But I can’t stop. Come rolls down my hand, dripping onto the carpet. I groan with shame, but that only makes it feel more exciting. Don laughs at me. I come harder. My wife laughs at me. I come even harder.

Finally, I stop jerking off, panting and staring at them both in shock and bewilderment. My hand is coated in warm, thick semen. I’ve made a mess on the carpet. I feel like a teenager again, unable to control myself.

‘Shit,’ I say, with a pitiful groan.

‘Go wash up,’ Don says, pointing to the bathroom.

I stand up and shuffle to the bathroom, my legs trapped by my fallen pants. Don laughs again, watching me go. I close the door and rush to the sink, turning on the faucet and letting cold water wash over my messy, sticky hand. I look at myself in the mirror. My cheeks are red. My eyes are wide. My mouth hangs open. I look like a man who saw something shocking and can’t comprehend it.

Behind me, I hear muffled voices through the door. Fuck. I’ve already come, but they’re still going. I wash my hands quickly, trying to make sure every last bit of my shame is gone. Then I open the door and walk back into the room.

Don is lying in the middle of the bed on his back, hands behind his head. My wife lies between his legs, her mouth wrapped around his cock once more. I’ve never seen this side of her. While she enjoys giving blowjobs, she’s never savored them as much as she is now. She looks at me, eyes clouded with lust.

‘Feeling better?’ Don asks with a grin.

I don’t say anything. I stare at my wife, watching her passionately sucking his black cock. She holds his shaft in place with one hand, her wedding ring catching the soft light now and then, winking at me in mockery.

‘Why don’t you go down to the bar and get some drinks?’ Don says. ‘Champagne. Put it on the room. Can you do that for us?’

I nod. I bend and pick up my pants and zip them back into place. I glance at Kat once more, but her attention is fully fixated on the cock in her mouth. She’s on another plane of existence right now, a new dimension of pleasure and lust. A place she’s never been with me.

‘Wait for me,’ I say.

She doesn’t respond. I don’t even know if she hears me. I grab the room card and head out the door, leaving them alone together.

My heart beats louder than ever. Blood rushes in my ears. I walk back down the hallway, barely able to see anything. I feel like a fucking loser, an idiot, a moron. I just jerked off to another man using my wife like a cheap whore and I loved it. There must be a fucking sign on my back that tells the world what a goddamn fool I am. Is this what it feels like to be a cuckold? This mixture of anguish and horror and guilt and arousal?

I press the button for the elevator and wait. I glance back down the quiet, empty hallway. How many other rooms are occupied right now? How many other wives are getting fucked by big black men while their husbands watch and jerk off? Am I the only one? Or am I just one of many? I don’t know which answer would be better.

The elevator doors glide open and I step inside the quiet metal box and press the button for the ground floor. The doors silently shut and the box descends. I’m breathing hard. Why did I leave the room? My mind whirls with images and thoughts and possibilities. What are they doing right now? Is he convincing her to leave me? Are they having sex already? God, I hope they’re using protection. The only thing that could make this worse is if he goes bareback with my life.

A soft ping snaps me back to reality. The elevator opens again and I step out into the lobby, walking past a small group of people waiting to head upstairs. I head through to the bar. I can feel a dozen pairs of eyes on me. Are people staring at me? Are they judging? They know. They all know. Everyone knows that I am a cuckolded husband. My wife is fucking another man in a bedroom in this very building and I’m down here like a chump getting them refreshments.

I walk past the mostly empty restaurant and head up to the quiet bar, a single young woman standing behind the counter with a vacant customer service smile on her face. I order a shot of the most expensive whisky and put it on Don’s tab. He’s fucking my wife; he can pay for my drink.

I take the offered glass and down it in one. The barmaid’s eyebrows raise. I order another. Warmth fills my hollow gut. Christ, what am I doing here? I should be anywhere else right now. I should be upstairs with them.

The barmaid slides a fresh glass toward me and steps away, as though afraid I’ll drink this one, too. I don’t. I pick up the glass and swirl it around, watching the honey-brown liquid wash against the glass like a miniature storm. I sigh, long and deep. How did my life get this way? I always thought that I’d be horrified if my wife had sex with someone else, but that was proved to be wrong. Twice now, I’ve watched her with another man, and twice I’ve had the most intense orgasms while jerking off to the sight. I don’t know what that makes me.

A cuckold.

I lift the glass and drain it in one swallow. It’s a good whiskey. Maybe I’ll get Don to pay for a bottle of it later. I ask for a bottle of champagne.

‘How many glasses?’ asks the young lady.’

‘Th-’ I almost ask for three, before catching myself. How would she react? Would she guess? What kind of man asks for three champagne glasses? A cuckold, that’s what kind of man. ‘Two. Please.’

She nods and busies herself for a moment, gathering a chilled bottle, along with an ice bucket and two crystal-clear glasses. She places everything on top of the bar. I force a smile and lift the bucket by the handle, grabbing the glasses with my free hand. I feel her eyes boring into my back as I walk away. She knows. She knows I’m a cuckold. She knows.

This time, I share the elevator with other people, a middle-aged couple. They kiss passionately and grope one another, not caring that I’m standing right next to them. The door opens on my floor and I hurry out, glasses clinking in my hand. I return to the room and stop outside, listening.

I hear a feminine moan of pleasure. The unmistakable sound of my wife groaning. My throat tightens. Why did I leave them alone together? I fumble for the room card in my pocket, struggling to reach it with both my hands full. I hear another moan, this one louder. I finally get the key free and drop it on the floor. I mutter curses under my breath and snatch the card up from the carpet and tap it against the lock. The door unlocks. I walk through and gasp.

Don is exactly where I left him; lying naked in the middle of the bed on his back. But my wife is no longer slowly and methodically sucking his cock. She is riding him. Her back is to me. She’s sitting upright, straddling him, her hips gyrating, naked ass swaying side to side. I can see her lips gripping his huge length as she slowly rides him. She doesn’t even notice me as I walk in and close the door quickly. She moans over and over. Her panties are on the floor by the chair in the corner. Her bra is somewhere else. She’s still wearing the stockings and suspenders he bought.

‘Tell him how much you love it,’ Don says.

‘I fucking love it,’ my wife says, moaning wildly. ‘I fucking love it! I love this cock!’

Don laughs. He reaches out a hand and gestures for me to approach. As I near the bed, I notice that he is wearing a condom. It’s about the only part of this scene that brings me a measure of joy.

‘I asked you to wait for me,’ I say, my voice whinier and more petulant than intended.

Kat laughs, dismissing me. Her focus is on fucking the black man between her legs. She groans again and again, pinching her nipples and smiling down at him. Her breasts gently rock with every slow, deliberate motion.

‘We tried to wait,’ Don says. ‘But Kat… well, she’s a greedy woman. Aren’t you?’

Kat nods. ‘I’m so fucking greedy. Such a greedy whore. Are you mad at me?’ She looks at me with a pouty expression that suggests she doesn’t give a shit what I think right now. She’s lost to the sensation of his cock. I look down at her soaking cleft, trying to imagine how far his cock is buried inside her. How wide her entrance is stretched around him. The first time they met, she struggled to take his cock. Now she can receive him with ease. A contented smile crosses her face and she moans louder.

‘Put it on the side,’ Don says, nodding toward the little table next to the bed, the one with a bible in the drawer. ‘Then go watch.’

I place the ice bucket and the glasses on the table, listening to the melody of my wife’s moans echo inside my skull. In all our years together, I have never heard noises like these. I have never made her feel as good as he is right now.

My errand complete, I retreat to the chair in the corner. Back to the cuckold seat. Back to where I belong. I sit down and watch them together. Again. I scoop up her discarded panties and hold them close to my face, feeling their warmth, and smelling her sweet scent. God, it’s so wrong but so hot.

Kat’s body moves a little quicker. Her breathing becomes shallow. Her moans grow louder. My wife is on the verge of an orgasm. How long have they been fucking? Would she have come while was down at the bar?

‘Yes-yes-yes,’ she says, gasping the words between groans of pleasure. ‘You’re so deep inside me… I’m gonna come for you.’

‘Whose pussy is this?’ Don says. He grabs her hips, dark skin contrasting so clearly against her light flesh.

‘Yours!’ No hesitation.

‘Whose?’

‘Yours!’

And with that single defiant cry, my wife climaxes for him. The sound of her pleasure feels like a shotgun blast to my soul. I watch her tremble and shudder and toss her head back as she bounces up and down on his length. I hear her cries of delirious passion. I can smell their juices flowing and mixing into one. My eyes are fixed on her body, studying the way she moves and grinds and gyrates on him. I’ve never seen her move like this before. His fingers clutch her tight, keeping his length buried deep inside her, heightening the intensity of her orgasm.

She falls onto him with a strangled cry, the pleasure finally overwhelming her. But he doesn’t stop. He wraps his arms around her waist and thrusts into her. Every wet slap of his body feels like a slap across my face. But my cock is beginning to reawaken again. I can feel it stirring in my shorts.

My wife’s orgasm reaches a new pitch. She screams into her lover’s broad chest as he plunges into her dripping, gaping womanhood over and over. He fucks her with urgent desperation now, as though trying to demonstrate to both of us what a real man is capable of doing. I sit and watch with wide eyes, unable to blink. My cock gets stiffer.

‘I want you to come!’ Kat says, crying out the words.

‘Yeah?’ he says through gritted teeth.

‘Come for me!’

He growls. He rolls over on the bed, flipping my wife onto her back and mounting her, all without stopping or withdrawing. Now he’s on top of my wife, black ass bobbing up and down as he slams his huge black tool into her over and over again. Her screams get even louder, her pitch growing shrill. The other rooms must be able to hear everything that’s happening here. Everyone can hear my wife getting fucked better than she’s ever had before.

Don slips his arms under Kat’s legs and lifts them into the air, opening her body up beneath him. He keeps fucking her deep and hard and with all the force and intensity he can muster. Sweat beads on his head and back. He’s fucking her with everything he’s got. This isn’t just a game anymore. This is personal.

My cock leaps to attention. I unzip my pants and kick them off this time. I squeeze my cock, feeling its warmth and hardness in my hand, sniffing her panties. Kat clutches her lover’s shoulders, partly trying to hold on, partly gripping as the orgasm becomes unbearably intense. Her shrill cries become deep, throaty gasps for air.

‘I’m going to come,’ Don says.

‘Yes!’

I nod eagerly, stroking my cock back to full arousal. Yes, come. Come for my wife.

‘I’m gonna come on you,’ Don says.

‘Yes!’ Kat agrees with no hesitation. She’s never been that keen for me to come on her. But he gets what he wants. A man like him always does, one way or another.

He fucks her for a few moments longer, hips bucking, ass bobbing, cock driving deeper and deeper into my wife’s gaping sex. Her moans become exhausted gasps, but she doesn’t stop him. Her sex must be a clenching, throbbing mess at this point.

Don’s breathy groans deepen. His rhythmic movements get stiffer. I see the muscles in his arms and back pop. He is nearing climax. I stroke harder. He pulls back, leaving my wife with a sickly wet sound. She gasps.

‘Hold your legs up,’ he says.

She does as he asks, holding herself open for him, presenting her body as his target. He pulls off the condom and tosses it in my direction. It lands on the floor in front of me, dripping with my wife’s juices.

Don strokes his cock with furious passion, jerking off over my wife. She nods, lips parted, begging for it. She needs this almost as much as he does. He cries out one final time, deep in the back of his throat. Hot, sticky come launches from the tip of his shaft, cascading over my wife like champagne. She gasps as it lands on her skin, marking her body as his property. His fist slides up and down his black pole, pumping out load after load. I’ve never seen so much come in real life before. I didn’t even come this much earlier. My wife groans, loving the way he erupts across her body, covering the lingerie, daubing her skin. She is his. We both know it.

He strokes until every last drop is out; until his orgasm is over and my wife is coated in his pearly white semen. She lies on the bed beneath him, writhing in pleasure, wearing his seed with pride. She pants hard. This is the longest fuck she has ever had. Even longer than the first time he took her from me.

‘Beautiful,’ he says, voice thick with pride. ‘Absolutely beautiful.’

She giggles. Her legs slowly fall back onto the bed. Don climbs off and turns to me.

‘Now it’s your turn,’ he says.

‘Me?’ I say, pausing my firm strokes.

‘Yes.’ He sees the panties in my hand and grins. ‘Unless you want to come in her underwear again?’

I leap out of the seat and toss her underwear to the floor. I kick off my shorts and climb on the bed, still wearing my shirt and socks and shoes. She laughs at my eagerness.

‘Can you go again?’ I say, seeing her swollen and puffy lips. Her entrance gapes wider than I’ve ever seen before. She hasn’t just been taken from me. She’s been ruined for me.

‘I think I can manage,’ she says, trailing a hand over her body, rubbing Don’s come into her skin. Drops and pools of his lust cover her stomach and breasts and neck. One drop is on her cheek. She wipes the drop away with a finger and sucks it clean. She smiles at me.

I can’t hold on any longer. I push forward and enter my wife for the first time in forever. Her sex feels entirely different. It doesn’t grip me. It doesn’t clench at the sensation of me entering her. It feels red-hot and dripping wet, but not for me. Her sex is used and violated and stretched.

I moan in shame and humiliation and excitement. It feels both awful and wonderful at the same time. As if watching them together wasn’t bad enough… this is so much worse. This is definitive proof of our cuckolding; absolute evidence of my inferiority, overwhelming confirmation that Don Maclean owns my wife and my marriage now. I can hear him chuckling behind me as I enter her.

‘This is how you’re gonna fuck her from now on,’ he says. ‘When I’m finished and only if I let you.’

I push my length inside Kat. She sighs. I don’t even know if she can feel me. She smiles up at me, one finger swirling absent-mindedly across her come-splattered stomach, gently rubbing Don’s juices into her skin.

‘You told me you didn’t enjoy it,’ I say, grabbing her hips and desperately trying to drive myself deeper into her, craving the feeling of tightness and friction. ‘You swore you didn’t like it.’

‘I’m sorry, honey,’ she says. ‘I can’t help myself.’

Her words are sorrowful, but I see no shame or embarrassment or regret on her face. On the contrary, my wife looks almost proud of herself. Proud of taking his big cock so easily. Proud of being fucked like a whore. Proud of climaxing for another man right in front of me.

‘Goddammit,’ I say, almost moaning. Her sex isn’t gripping my cock at all. I can’t get deep enough. I can’t move quickly enough. It feels awful and shameful and unlike anything I’ve ever felt before.

‘Come on,’ she says, reaching up and clutching my hips. ‘I need you to fuck me. I’ve missed it so much.’

I don’t need any persuading. After a month of waiting, after watching them together for the past hour or so, after all the nagging self-doubts and crippling emotional torments, I am more than ready to fuck my wife. I grab her legs and pump as hard as I can, slamming my body against hers like a man possessed. I need to prove myself. I need to show him that I’m not a pathetic cuckold. I need her to remember why she married me.

Kat moans for me, but I can’t tell if it’s real or not. Her hand slips further south, coming to rest on those swollen lips and throbbing clit. She teases herself, looking up at me through eyes clouded with pleasure. She moans again.

‘Yes,’ she says with a breathy groan. ‘Fuck me. Just like that.’

I drive myself into her again and again, just like he did a few minutes ago. I try to mimic his speed, his pace, his intensity, but I can’t. I am nothing compared to him. We both know it.

It feels both amazing and awful at the same time. I feel no resistance, no grip, no friction. Nothing except the heat of her tunnel. I glance down. Her juices coat my manhood, acting as a lubricant. Sticky white globs of their passion cling to my small, inferior cock. The sight and feel are too much for me to handle.

‘Fuck!’ I say, the familiar sensation of boiling pressure rising in my gut once again.

‘Are you gonna come for me?’ Kat sounds both excited and amused.

I nod, tears of embarrassment pricking my eyes. She nods too, urging me onward. She lifts her legs as she did for him, holding herself open, displaying her perfect body for me.

‘Come in me,’ she says. ‘I need to feel it.’

A moan tears out of my dry throat. I sit back, trying to feel as relaxed as Don looked. My cock throbs. My balls shudder. My chest heaves.

I climax. Too soon. Far too soon. My balls tighten and the flood rushes up my shaft. I groan with lust and defeat and shame. Kat gasps, looking me in the eye and smiling with pleasure. I pump my seed into her, desperately trying to fill her deeper and harder than he did.

‘I can feel you,’ Kat says, moaning in satisfaction. ‘I can feel you…’

As soon as it begins, it’s over. My climax passes before it can even satisfy me. Kat coos with pleasure, still teasing herself. My manhood shudders one final time as the last drops spill inside her.

Kat groans and smiles up at me. She glows with triumph and passion.

‘I’m a messy girl,’ she says.

I nod. I can’t quite believe what’s happened tonight. My manhood is already wilting inside her, exhausted and defeated.

‘How did that feel?’

Don’s voice interrupts my thoughts. For the briefest of moments, I forgot that he was here.

‘So good,’ Kat says, smiling.

I nod again. There are no words to describe my mental state right now. I am the loser. The cuckold. The beta male. The inferior man. But I loved every second.

‘What happens now?’ I say, pulling out. Kat groans.

Don shrugs. ‘I booked the room for a night. I’d like you both to stay.’

‘Yes,’ Kat says, nodding. ‘Oh, God, yes.’

‘What, um,’ I say, ‘what do I do? Where do I sleep?’

Don steps up next to the bed, a grin on his face. Even soft, his manhood is so much bigger and thicker and stronger than mine. Kat’s eyes gleam at the sight of his nakedness. She continues to tease her swollen lips.

‘I booked the room next door, too,’ Don says. ‘That’s for you. Kat, you’re welcome to stay wherever you want. You can switch rooms as many times as you like.’

She smiles and sighs.

‘I think we should shower now,’ Don says. ‘I’ll clean you up.’

‘And then?’ Kat says, that wicked gleam in her eyes.

‘And then we’ll go again.’

She giggles, removing the hand from between her legs and sucking on her fingertips. Her eyes flick between me and Don. She looks like a kid in a candy store; spoiled for choice, overwhelmed with options.

The black man extends a hand and helps my wife off the bed. Her legs are weak, but she’s able to stand. She beams with pleasure and pride. Her body is covered in his come. It’s starting to dry on her skin.

‘Give him a kiss goodnight,’ Don says.

She throws her arms around my neck and pulls me in for a fierce, passionate kiss. Her tongue flickers against mine. There’s a strange bitter taste on her lips. I recall where her mouth has been tonight, the things her lips have done since our last kiss. I suddenly realize who I’m tasting in my wife’s mouth. The final humiliation.

Kat breaks off the kiss and hugs me tight, smearing Don’s semen across my shirt. I didn’t bring a change of clothes. I’ll be wearing these stained fabrics back home tomorrow.

‘I love you,’ she says. ‘So much.’

‘I love you too,’ I say.

‘I’ll come and sleep next to you… when we’re finished.’

She lets go of me and walks over to the other man. He slips his arm around her waist and guides her toward the bathroom. Don nods at me and points to a second room card on a desk.

‘Thank you for getting the champagne,’ he says. ‘I’ll see you in the morning for breakfast.’

‘Yes,’ I say.

‘Yes, what?’

‘Yes, sir.’

He laughs heartily and pushes open the bathroom door. The last I see of my wife is her naked ass disappearing through the doorway as his black hand gives her a playful spank. She giggles as the door closes, sealing the lovers in another room, far away from my prying eyes.

I gather up my clothes and get dressed again. My shirt is stained. My pants are creased. My underwear is sticky from all the excitement. Christ, what a mess. My stomach rumbles with hunger. I grab the card for my room and pause. Through the wall, I hear rushing water. I leave the room and open the one next door. It’s dark and cold and lifeless but laid out the same as Don’s room.

I take off my clothes and get into bed and stare at the ceiling. What the hell happened to me tonight? How did he do all that to me? Why did I go along with it?

Through the wall, I hear the muffled sounds of pouring water, excited giggles, and passionate moans. My manhood shivers again. I doubt any of us will be sleeping much tonight.

****

I wake up slowly from a restless sleep. The room is dark. It’s late. How late? I check my watch. The illuminated hand dials tell me that it’s maybe a quarter past two in the morning. Why am I awake? I strain my ears, listening. Nothing. Silence. When I fell asleep, Don was still doing God-only-knows-what to my wife. I heard her ecstatic squeals and moans of pleasure through the wall for at least twenty or thirty minutes before sleep finally overcame me. Now everything is silent.

Movement in the room. A dark shape moves across the shadows. A void in the gloom. I sit up.

‘Did I wake you?’

Kat’s voice floats through the darkness.

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘No. I don’t know. I’ve been in and out.’

She walks closer to the bed and I can make out her shape a little more clearly. She’s naked, her curves so visible and tempting – even now, in the deepening darkness of the night. The sight of her body makes my heart ache. God, she’s so perfect. Why did I agree to do this? Why did I enter into this goddamned arrangement with her boss?

My eyes sweep her body, but all I can see is him touching her. His hand on her waist. His mouth between her legs. His shaft plunging between her lips. My stomach twists. My cock throbs at the same time. What the hell is wrong with me?

‘Are you okay?’ she says, pausing at the side of the bed. She looks shy, uncomfortable, hesitant – almost as though she’s ashamed of her nudity. I’ve never seen her like this before.

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Just weird sleeping on my own.’

She nods in understanding. We look at each other for a long moment, both dancing around the elephant in the room. Neither of us wants to bring up everything that has happened tonight. What he did to her. How much she loved it. The excitement in her eyes when she ran to the shower. The fact that I obediently fucked her afterward on his command.

‘Can I join you?’ she says.

I throw back the covers, revealing my naked figure, and pat the bed. She climbs up into bed, a relieved smile on her face, and puts her head on my chest. I pull the covers back over us and hold her tight. Kat’s heartbeat is quick; nervous; worried. I know her so well that her distress is obvious.

‘What’s wrong?’ I say, even though I know exactly what’s – or who – is on her mind. That elephant is circling the bed now, trumpeting at full volume, but I’m still pretending it’s not there.

Kat doesn’t answer. She holds me tighter and buries her face into my chest. I embrace her with both arms, trying to tell her with my body language how much I love her; how much she means to me; how much I need her in my life. Her warmth spreads over me like a blanket.

‘I… I know I said I wouldn’t enjoy it,’ she says lifting her face just enough to speak clearly, ‘but…’

She doesn’t have to finish that sentence. I already know. She couldn’t help herself. Don was just too good. He was always going to make her come harder than I ever did. Not for his enjoyment, but to make me feel even more worthless and powerless and insecure next to him. He knew from the moment we sat down to dinner how this night was going to play out.

‘It’s okay,’ I say, gently rubbing her bare shoulder. ‘I’m sorry I can’t make you feel the same way.’

‘You do.’ Her voice is soft and timid. She doesn’t want to hurt my feelings but knows that whatever she says will cut me to the core. ‘You always make me come and I’ve never had a bad time when we have sex…’

‘But?’ I prompt, feeling like she has more to say.

She is silent for a few long seconds. Her breath floats across my chest with the gentlest of kisses.

‘…But he has this way of getting through to me,’ she says at last. ‘Even if I try to tell myself that I’m not enjoying it, he finds a way to make me forget that.’

‘Is it…’ I try to find the right way to phrase my question, but there isn’t one. No matter what I say, it’s going to sound awful and hurtful. ‘I mean, he’s a lot bigger than me, is it that?’

She shakes her head, a silent, vehement denial.

‘It’s not the size,’ she says. ‘It kinda hurts a bit, you know? I’m not used to…’

Her voice trails off before she can say what we’re both thinking. I’m not used to someone that big.

‘I mean,’ she says, ‘sure it feels different, but not better. He doesn’t do it with any love or tenderness. Not like you. When we make love, I feel loved. He just… uses me.’

Those last words echo in my mind. He uses me. Yet neither of us stopped him from desecrating our marriage for his twisted satisfaction. Neither of us spoke up or raised our objections. Neither of us tried to persuade him to do something – anything – else. No, we both went along with this together. We knew exactly what he was going to do and we agreed to every step. He even made me a willing participant in my humiliation.

An image floats before my eyes now, both taunting and arousing me. It’s the sight that greeted me when I returned to the room with a bottle and glasses – my wife, already on top of her boss; already making love to him in my absence; already lost in hedonistic passion.

‘Did you miss it?’ I say. The question has been burning a hole in my brain since she first moaned the words, hours ago. ‘Did you really miss having sex with him?’

‘No,’ she says. ‘It was… a heat of the moment kind of thing.’

I almost believe her. If I hadn’t walked in on them already getting started, I might be convinced by her words. She believes what she’s saying, but I don’t.

‘Don’t take this the wrong way,’ I say, ‘but… why do you like it with him? I think you like it with him more than with me.’

She buries her face into me, hiding and shaking her head.

‘I don’t,’ she says. ‘I don’t. I like it with you. I love you. I just – I don’t know. Maybe I got caught up in the moment.’

I stroke her hair, letting her know without words that it’s okay, that I love her, and that I won’t judge her. She doesn’t need to lie to me – I was there. I saw what he did. I heard how she moaned. I felt how hard she came while he plunged his huge, thick, black cock into her tight, stretched pussy. What she experienced was far more than just the heat of the moment and we both know it.

‘I hate that I like it,’ she says in a small, frightened voice.

‘I hate that I like it, too,’ I say.

‘Really?’ She pulls her face back now and looks at me with wide, amazed eyes. ‘You like it?’

I nod. ‘Didn’t you see me jerking off?’

‘Yeah, but I didn’t realize that you enjoyed it. I thought you were just doing that.’

She lapses into a comfortable silence. Her body opens to mine. She begins to feel less scared and defensive and more like my wife again.

‘It is kinda hot that you watch,’ she says. ‘I didn’t like it so much after you left the room.’

‘Really?’ I say, thinking back to just before I fell asleep, recalling the noises she made through the wall while they showered together. ‘You coulda fooled me.’

A guilty giggle escapes her lips. ‘That was mostly for his benefit,’ she says. ‘I wasn’t enjoying it as much that time.’

‘What did he do to you?’ The words are out of my mouth before I can stop myself. I don’t want to know, but I also want to know. It’s some more agonizing knowing that Don fucked her again after sending me out of the room.

‘He helped me get clean,’ she says, speaking slowly, choosing her words carefully.

‘And then?’ I say. I heard a lot more than that. I don’t need that guilty expression on her face to tell me otherwise.

‘And then we made a mess,’ she says. ‘Water all over the floor.’

I close my eyes and bite my lip. I can picture my sweet wife, naked under the shower, water cascading over her smooth skin, hands on the tiled wall. I can see Don standing behind her, his dark hands gripping her hips.

‘Did he, uh, did he wear a condom?’ I say, my heart pounding. Not a question I ever thought I would ask my wife of another man.

‘We didn’t have full sex,’ she says. ‘My pussy – I couldn’t take it again.’

I swallow hard. Have I ever made her feel sore and unable to keep going? Maybe back when we first became intimate and couldn’t get enough of each other. But that was a long time ago.

My manhood stirs under the covers. I can’t explain what’s causing this. I want to believe that I’m getting hard because my naked wife is pressing her body into mine, and not because I’m picturing him exploring her in the shower while she moans so loud I can hear it through the wall. Maybe it’s a bit of both.

Kat places her hand on my stomach. A happy breath escapes my lungs. I feel my body reacting to her touch again.

‘I liked when we had sex earlier,’ she says. ‘It was different. It felt so intense.’

I nod slowly. It did feel different. It felt humiliating to make love to my wife after another man had already done it. It felt strange to be the second man inside her most intimate areas. It felt utterly wrong to wait my turn. But it felt so fucking good to claim her again. Her sex has never felt like that before – slack, loose, with no grip around my shaft. That knowledge drove home how much bigger and better Don is compared to me and made my climax arrive faster.

‘This is worth it, right?’ I say.

‘What do you mean?’ She sounds tired now.

‘This thing, this arrangement, this – whatever it is. Him and you. Is it worth it?’

She holds me tighter. Her slender body is so hot against mine. She raises her leg and entwines it with my own. That feeling causes my manhood to thicken and grow even more.

‘We need the money,’ she says. ‘That’s why we’re doing this.’

‘Is it just the money?’ I say.

She is silent for a moment. I count to thirty in my head, then give her a gentle shake, wondering if she’s fallen asleep.

‘Yes,’ she says, sounding unsure. ‘It’s the money. That’s why we’re doing this.’

I open my mouth to ask her another question, but a buzzing sound interrupts my thoughts. My phone blares into life, vibrating on the table next to the bed. The screen ignites like a lighthouse on a foggy night, gleaming up into the ceiling. It reminds me of the moon beaming through clouds on a starless night. I reach over and fumble, wondering who the hell is calling me in the middle of the night. I grab the phone and raise it, squinting against the glare to read the caller ID.

Confusion floods my mind for a split second. Kat is calling me. But she’s laying right here. How can she…

But then the fog clears. Kat is here, but her phone is not. Which means that she’s not calling me. And I know exactly who is on the other end of the line.

‘Who is it?’ she says.

‘It’s him.’

A look of panic crosses her face for a split second. She shouldn’t be in this room and she knows it. I hold my thumb near the call cancel button and look at her, waiting for a signal. Part of me wants to disconnect and turn the phone off and go to sleep with my wife. But what would Don do if I did that? I’m pretty sure he would march right in here and make us both sorry – well, me more than her. We both know she would enjoy whatever he put us through.

‘Answer it,’ Kat says, her voice timid and low.

I hit the green button and hold the phone to my ear. I put on a sleep voice, as though the call has just woken me up. ‘Hello?’

‘Don’t bullshit me,’ Don says, sounding simultaneously amused and annoyed. ‘I know she’s in bed with you. Our rules are very simple. On nights like this, she belongs to me. All night. Do you follow me?’

‘Yes.’

‘Yes, what?’

‘Yes… sir.’

‘Good. I want you to bring her back in here. Right now. I’m going to count to twenty. Then our contract is over.’

The line drops in my ear. I swallow and stare up at the ceiling. This is it. This is my chance. I could get out of this damn arrangement and get her back, all to myself again. It’s so easy. All we have to do is stay here.

‘What did he want?’ Kat says, in that mousey voice.

‘You.’

‘When?’

‘In the next fifteen seconds.’

She inhales sharply. Her eyes glance down and away from me. For a brief second, I convince myself that she is thinking the same thing I am.

Then she says, ‘We’d better hurry.’

My beautiful wife slips out of the bed in one graceful movement. She’s so fast I barely even see it. One moment she’s lying on top of me and deeply in love; the next, she’s naked at the door, waiting to rush back to her other man. I put my phone back on the side and get out of bed too. I’m also naked. I consider putting some clothes back on, but I don’t have enough time. There also doesn’t seem to be any point. Both Kat and Don have seen me naked.

Kat opens the door and glances into the hallway. She looks back at me and nods. She steps out first, moving quietly on soft feet. I follow her, glancing up at the dark, empty hallway as I go, just to be sure. I pull the door shut behind me.

My wife is already at the door to Don’s room. She pushes it open and rushes inside. I step in behind her and close the door.

Don is sitting in the middle of the bed, reclining against the headboard with the covers drawn up to his waist. A single side lamp glows, casting a gentle shadow over his body, making his black skin look even darker. The ridges and grooves of his muscular frame appear as deep as canyons in the shadow. Kat and I stand next to each other at the foot of the bed, like children summoned before the principal.

‘Why did you go?’ he says.

‘I went to see Derek,’ she says.

‘I know where,’ Don says, voice terse. ‘I asked why.’

Kat’s mouth opens for a moment. She looks down at the floor.

‘I wanted to make sure he was okay,’ she says.

Don clicks his tongue on the inside of his cheek. He says, ‘That could have waited until tomorrow. Right now, you belong to me.’

‘I’m sorry,’ she says, head bowed.

‘Sorry, what?’

‘I’m sorry sir.’

‘That’s better.’

Don grabs the corner of the cover and tosses it back in one smooth motion, revealing his naked figure. His manhood is soft and still twice the size of mine.

‘Now,’ he says, parting his legs, ‘you broke the rule of our arrangement. My time is my time. Come here and apologize.’

Kat climbs onto the bed. She kneels between his legs and places her head in his lap. Don makes a throaty noise of satisfaction as my wife begins to work him with her hands and mouth. Her ass is in the air, offering me a tempting glimpse of both delicious holes. My soft cock stirs.

‘Now,’ Don says, looking directly at me while my wife sucks his cock, ‘let’s discuss your punishment.’

‘My punishment?’ My jaw drops open. I gesture to my wife as her head bobs slowly up and down in his lap. ‘Isn’t this punishment already?’

‘No,’ he says, teeth flashing in a cruel grin. ‘This is what we all agreed to. But you took her when it was not your turn. Instead of sending her straight back to me, you tried to keep her to yourself. That’s not gonna stand. I need to remind you how this works, I think.’

‘You don’t.’ My voice craps out. I hear my wife’s throaty moans of pleasure as she sucks her boss’s cock. Even in this half-light, I can make out the traces of sparkles and gleams on her pussy lips.

‘Yes,’ he says, his voice firm and final, ‘I do. You’re going to help me cuckold you.’

I close my eyes, not wanting to see that smirking, self-satisfied expression on his face. But closing my eyes makes the sound of Kat’s mouth grow louder and more vivid. I can hear her heavy breathing; her throaty moans; the sound of his manhood filling her mouth and throat again and again.

‘What if I say no?’

‘You can go back to your room,’ he says.

I turn around and head to the door. It takes me two steps to remember something important, something that I’ve forgotten.

‘The key,’ I say, turning back to him. His grin grows wider. ‘Do you have another key?’

‘No.’ He chuckles, putting a hand on my wife’s head, guiding her movements as she blows him.

‘How do I get back in?’

‘I guess you could go down to reception… dressed as you are.’

I glance down at my naked self, semi-erect cock protruding like a building façade. No way. That’s not gonna happen.

‘Then I guess you’ll have to sleep here,’ he says, pointing to the floor. ‘After we’re finished, of course.’

Don smirks at me. His victory is complete. I am naked and trapped and helpless and humiliated. This is my darkest moment.

And in all of this, my wife is still sucking his cock with careful, considerate passion. If she hears us, she doesn’t care.

‘I want you to prepare your wife’s pussy for me,’ he says. ‘She was very sore after our last session, so be gentle to her.’

My eyes flick across to Kat’s perfectly presented ass and pussy. A thought races through my mind – he’s going to let go first. He’s going to let me make love to my wife before he has a turn. My cock shivers with excitement. I take a step toward the bed, my hand already massaging my manhood back to life.

Don raises his free hand, palm toward me. I stop in my tracks.

‘Not in the way you’re thinking,’ he says. ‘I want you to prepare her with your mouth.’

Kat opens her legs wider, offering up her glistening pink treasures to me. I guess she is listening to us. I stay where I am for a moment, glued to the floor, unsure of what to do next. But my options are to give him what he wants, or walk down to reception butt naked and claim to be locked out of my room. I’m honestly not sure which of the two is more humiliating.

I climb on the bed and place my lips against Kat’s. She makes that sharp, wonderful gasp I love so much – even when the gasp is muffled by that big black cock in her throat. I dutifully begin to lick and lap at her pussy, surprised by how different she tastes.

‘Get your tongue right inside her,’ Don says. ‘I want her dripping.’

I do as he says, flickering my tongue across Kat’s sensitive folds and pushing inside her entrance. I begin fucking her with my tongue, tasting and swirling and teasing her with all the passion my exhausted body can muster. She moans for me and trembles, legs shaking with delight.

‘Oh, yes,’ Don says, groaning with pleasure. ‘She sucks my cock even better when you’re doing that. Keep it up.’

I grab her ass and force my tongue deep inside her ravaged and well-fucked entrance. I will myself to do this – not for him, but for her. I will make her enjoy my tongue more than his cock, even if it’s the last thing I do.

‘Does she taste good?’ Don says.

I nod

‘That’s probably because you came inside her,’ he says. ‘We tried to clean up, but… you know.’

My cheeks flush with anger and humiliation. That son of a bitch. That smarmy, cocky motherfucker… He’s got me tasting my come. He even found a way to take this moment away from me. He is going to ruin everything I love; I know it.

‘Okay,’ he says. ‘That’s fucking wonderful, Kat, but I want your pussy now.’

My wife eases back with a moan. I hear the sloppy sound of his soaking cock spilling out of her mouth.

‘Was that good?’ she says.

‘Honey, that was so fucking good. My cock is so wet I could probably fuck your ass right now.’

She shivers. I pull back, my tongue sliding free from her slit. I see her asshole wink at me.

‘Lie down,’ he says. ‘On your back.’

My wife moves into position, her legs open before him, head by my leg. She looks up at me, cheeks flushed and lips wet.

‘That felt nice,’ she says.

I nod and wipe my face. Her sticky juices cover my chin.

‘Now,’ Don says, ‘let’s have some real fun.’

‘Please wear a condom,’ I say.

‘Excuse me?’ His look shoots through me like a barrage of bullets.

‘Sir,’ I say quickly. ‘Please wear a condom, sir.’

His nostrils flair. He snorts with irritation. He points to the side table and snaps his fingers. I rush around the bed, open the drawer and pull out the box of condoms. I tip out a foil packet and hand it to him. He tears it open, removes the latex sheathe, and begins to unfurl it down his length.

‘One day,’ he says, ‘one day soon, I will fuck your wife without a condom and you will love it.’

I shudder. That is a day I never want to see.

‘For that,’ he says, catching my discomfort, ‘you can hold her open for me.’

Kat raises her legs. I grab my wife’s ankles, keeping her like that; open and spread and presented. Christ, how did I sink this low? Holding my wife’s body open so another man can fuck her. Eating her pussy so she’s wet enough to take him. And doing it all naked, with my average-sized cock desperately fighting for attention.

‘Watch,’ Don says. ‘Watch closely. I’m gonna show you something you’ve never seen before.’

He presses the tip of his sheathed cock to Kat’s lips. She moans. He moves his hips and begins to plunge inside her once more. I watch my sweet wife’s body accept him; her tight pink lips opening and flowering; her entrance buckling and stretching and yielding to his conquest. It’s horrible. It’s humiliating. It’s stomach-churning. It’s so arousing.

And then I see what he wanted me to see:

His cock is big and so thick that it presses against my wife’s vagina from the inside out. I see the shape of his massive swollen gland bulging her skin. As he pushes deeper and deeper, the bulge grows larger and larger. Holy fucking Christ. I can almost feel it in my gut.

Kat’s moans reach animalistic wails within seconds. Don sinks his rock-hard cock inside her, every last inch buried deep and bulging out so thick I can see it all.

‘Fuck,’ I say, through a tight throat.

He grins at me, teeth gleaming with victory.

‘Glad you liked it,’ he says. ‘Now get off the bed and lay on the floor where you belong.’

I let go of Kat’s legs and slip off the bed. I lie down on the carpet. It’s rough and uncomfortable. He fucks my wife on the bed above me. Over and over. I try to count her orgasms but lose count quickly.

He fucks her all night long.

And I lie on the floor, jerking off to the sounds like the broken, useless, pathetic cuckold I am.

###
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I walk around the bed and drag the sheets off her naked form, leaving all three of us completely exposed. Kat’s delicious ass looks so perfect right now. I climb on the bed behind her. She parts her legs and I slide between and bring my face close to her sex, close enough to see how wide and swollen her entrance is now. The sight shocks me. I’ve never seen her opening look like this before. Her entrance is almost a gaping tunnel; her lips are swollen and flushed pink; her folds are still sticky with last night’s cream.

****

‘You love it, even if you don’t admit it to yourself. You love watching me with your wife.’

Derek and Kat are trapped in a twisted game orchestrated by her boss, Don Maclean. In exchange for a great job and a salary beyond their wildest dreams, Don gets to spend a night with Kat every month – and Derek has to watch.

As the couple prepare for their third date with Don, Derek tries to convince himself that he does not enjoy this arrangement. But Don is going to prove him wrong. Don is going to prove to this couple who the real alpha male is…
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reddit.com/u/xxxandreamartin

xxxandreamartin@gmail.com

https://www.buymeacoffee.com/xxxandreamartin

https://linktr.ee/xxxandreamartin

If you enjoy my work, please consider supporting me via my By Me a Coffee account. A couple of dollars will always put a smile on my face and let me know that you’ve enjoyed my work. A massive thank you to my current backers – you are wonderful and I adore you for supporting me!
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