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Author’s Note

This story is the continuation of a narrative started in previous tales, ‘Power Play’ and continued in the follow-up, ‘Power Struggle’. Prior knowledge of these stories is not essential to understanding – and enjoying – this third installment. The story so far concerns a happily married couple, Derek and Kat, who entered a devil’s bargain with Kat’s boss, Don Maclean.

While Derek is struggling to establish his online business, Kat is earning more money than both of their wildest dreams as one of Don’s many personal assistants. The catch to this arrangement is that Kat must give herself to Don once every month for a night of passion and pleasure – and Derek must be there to witness everything first-hand.

So far, Don has dominated Kat in his own bed and then in a hotel room. Both times Derek has been forced to watch the love of his life give herself over to her big black boss. Both times Derek has hated everything about it. Both times Derek has come harder than he ever thought possible. The two are trapped in Don’s twisted game… but the worst is still to come.


I’m trying to calm down but nothing is working. My latest cup of coffee sits on the table next to the bed, cold and forgotten. My legs ache from pacing the house. My fingers twiddle endlessly. I can’t concentrate on anything. My gut is empty but I can’t eat anything. This is the worst feeling in the world. If Kat feels the same way, she hasn’t said anything yet. She came home from work carrying an anonymous white bag and disappeared straight into the shower, locking the bathroom door behind her. now I’m standing in the bedroom and staring out of the window and wondering why the ground doesn’t just open under my feet and swallow me whole.

Somehow this feels even worse than last month. It’s the anticipation that kills me. The dread. Knowing what will happen, but not how it will happen. I want to know if Kat is feeling that same way but it probably won’t help me right now. Maybe she’s also feeling this unfathomable, agonizing pain in her gut. Maybe she isn’t. Maybe she’s excited to get fucked again; to have Don’s large, powerful hands on her body; to have his big black cock stretch her pussy open-

Bile rises in my throat. I shake my head and turn away from the window. I stare at the closed bathroom door instead, listening as the shower winds down to a series of steady drips. My wife is on the other side of that door right now, clean and fresh and naked – but not for me to enjoy.

God, I hate this. I hate everything about it. I hate that we need the money. I hate that he enjoys my suffering. But most of all, I hate how much it turns me on to watch them together. Don seems to know this, too. He delights in my suffering. Delights in tormenting me. The last time we were all together, he made me hold her open and forced me to observe how much his massive cock changed and warped her body. The sight of Kat’s belly swelling as he slid inside her soaking pussy has haunted me ever since. I will never get these images out of my head. A man could go crazy living like this.

And now the time has come once again. Time for me to hold up my end of our hateful bargain. Kat gets a good salary – an incredible salary; far more than either of us could ever make in a year under normal circumstances. Don gets to fuck my wife once a month. What do I get out of this? I get to watch. I get to experience the gut-wrenching agony of watching my wife with another man. A man who is bigger and better than me in every single way.

And he knows he is, too. I can tell by the confident, authoritative way he fucks her. I can see the smirk on his face any time he undresses in front of me. Most guys are usually hesitant to be naked around other men, but Don seems to revel in my discomfort. He loves that I can’t compete with him. He makes it so obvious that my humiliation is almost as enjoyable as fucking my wife.

It’s all a game to him. My marriage, my happiness, my love for Kat – all these things are trivial throwaway trinkets to him. He uses my feelings and insecurities and doubts as weapons against me. Every time he sleeps with my wife, he destroys another part of me.

‘Derek?’

Kat’s muffled voice shatters my thoughts like a brick through a mirror. I jerk back to reality and stare at the closed bathroom door, wondering what’s happening on the other side. She’s probably shaved her legs and her armpits. Probably shaved her cleft, too. She usually only shaves that for me on special occasions – date nights, anniversaries, birthdays, etc. But Don fucking Maclean only gets the very best, so she’ll make sure her body is ready for him.

‘Y-yeah?’ I say, unable to stop my voice from trembling.

‘There’s something in this bag for you,’ she says.

I gulp. That can’t be good. I have no idea what the hell Don has planned for tonight, but it can only be bad news for me.

The bathroom door opens just wide enough for Kat’s hand to poke through. She holds out a small rectangular envelope. I take it. She closes the door again, careful not to let me see anything on the other side.

‘You okay in there?’ I say, turning the envelope over in my hands. It’s plain white, with my name written clearly on the front with an elegant pen.

‘Fine,’ she says. ‘I’m just trying to get ready.’

‘How do you feel?’ I say. I want her to tell me that she doesn’t want to go through with this anymore; that she wants to run away with me and live somewhere far from here and well out of Don Maclean’s grasp.

‘Nervous.’

Her response isn’t what I hoped. It also doesn’t quell the raging storm in my gut. She could be feeling nervous for any number of reasons. Maybe she’s nervous because she doesn’t want to do this. Or maybe she feels like this because she is excited and doesn’t want to admit it. That second option has a lot of probability. I’ve seen the look on her face when they’re together. I’ve heard the noises she makes when he fucks her. She’s even admitted to him that he’s so much better than me. We all know that she prefers his cock and his body and his sexual prowess. It kills me that she feels torn like this.

Since the last time we met Don, Kat has worked overtime to comfort and reassure me. She’s cooked meals and curled up in my lap and hugged me tighter than ever at night. She has done everything a loving wife could do. Everything except heal the pain in my heart.

I slide my thumb under the flap of the envelope and pop it open. Inside is a small piece of card with flowing black ink, clearly written by that same elegant pen. I read it, my stomach dropping to the floor.

When she is ready, it reads, I want you to send me a picture. The short message concludes with Don’s phone number.

I read the message over and over again, but there is nothing else. No hidden meaning, no secret subtext. It’s a short, simple instruction. One that I have to follow.

‘Have you read this?’ I say to Kat through the closed door.

‘No,’ she says. ‘What does it say?’

‘He wants me to send a picture of you.’

She pauses for a moment. Then she says, ‘Oh. Okay. I’m nearly ready.’

I turn the card over in my hands. The only details on the other side are Don’s contact information. This is one of his business cards, with a scrawled message for me on the rear.

The house is quiet. I strain my ears to try and hear something through the bathroom door, but Kat is as quiet as a blade of grass. I feel like a row boat in the middle of an ocean storm, but she seems to be calm and collected. How can this be happening to us? I wish we had never gotten involved with this man, but I can’t deny that his money has more than helped us out. He’s supported us even when I couldn’t. We’ve been able to pay all our bills, sort out the credit card, and even put some money aside for the children we’ve discussed having together in the future.

That probably makes Don Maclean more of a man than me. Isn’t that what a man is supposed to do – provide for his family? He’s doing everything that I can’t, and that includes fucking my wife. God, how can I expect to be a father to my children if I can’t be a man for my wife?

I haven’t been able to stay hard for more than a few brief minutes ever since this whole affair began. The few times over the past weeks we’ve attempted to make love have been disastrous. I can’t maintain an erection. Every time we try to have sex, all I can picture is them entwined together. I can hear his deep voice whispering in my ear, reminding me of my place in this new pecking order, mocking me for even trying to make love to Kat when he can do it so much better. And once that happens, my cock either deflates immediately or-

Or – even worse–

I come almost immediately. I can’t explain why it happens. One moment, I’m enjoying my wife and easing inside her. The next, I’m picturing her with him, with his dark hands groping her body and his massive cock stretching her tight entrance open and suddenly it’s over for me. When that happens, Kat coos and sighs and cuddles me and whispers that it’s all right and I love you so much and all that shit women think men want to hear but cuts them deeper. It’s not okay. It makes me feel like less of a man. Even less of a man than I already am.

The bathroom door opens. I look up and freeze with my mouth agape. Kat stands in the doorway, a shy, guilty expression on her blushing face. Her hair and makeup are both immaculate. But my eyes are drawn to her body and what she’s wearing. Guess I finally know what was in that white bag.

She’s wearing the sexiest lingerie I have ever seen. A black lace bra cups her already beautiful breasts in just the right way. Matching black lace panties that show off the curves of her hips and ass and sit snug over her shaved mound. The outfit is completed by a black suspender belt and stockings.

In short, my wife looks like the most sophisticated sex goddess in the world – and also the most erotic slut I’ve laid eyes on. Her beauty makes everything ache at one – my heart, my soul, and my cock.

She looks at me, her cheeks darkening under my gaze. She opens her mouth to say something but doesn’t.

‘You… you look…’ I say, but then I stop myself. It doesn’t matter how good she looks or how sexy she feels. This is not for my pleasure. It’s for him.

‘Take the picture,’ she says, her voice soft and distant. ‘Send it to him.’

I take out my phone and open the camera app and aim it at her. My heart aches again. I would give anything to receive a picture of her like this. But instead, I’m taking it for another man to enjoy. What a fucked-up life I lead. I take the picture and send it to the number on the back of his business card – his number, I presume.

‘Are you okay?’

I nod. No, I’m not okay, but saying so is not going to help anything. As bad as I feel about all this, she must feel so much worse. I’m only watching. She’s the one getting fucked. She’s the one giving up her body as part of this arrangement. It must be so hard for her. She loves me but she loves the way he fucks her.

‘What are you wearing over that?’ I say.

She shrugs. ‘He told me to come home and put this on. Nothing else.’

‘What?’ I say. ‘You’re gonna leave the house – like that?’

She starts to respond but my phone beeps and cuts her off. I unlock the screen and open the message. It’s a picture. My stomach churns.

The screen of my phone is filled with a picture of Don Maclean’s big black cock. It’s fully erect and ready for action and laying across his palm like an offering to the gods. This man has large hands but they look tiny in comparison to his manhood. A shiver runs up my spine. I’ve seen him use that cock many times.

A second message follows this image. It reads, Show that to her.

I turn the phone around and hold it up. Kat steps closer and squints. She sees the image and her eyes widen. She swallows. Her cheeks flush even darker. She steps back.

‘I don’t know what I’m wearing tonight,’ she says. ‘He hasn’t told me. All he said was put this on and wait.’

I put my phone back in my pocket and exhale. I hate this. Not knowing what he has planned is almost worse than knowing that it will end with him fucking my wife. He wouldn’t tell me what he has in mind. My torment is part of his fun.

Before I can say anything else, a sound distracts my attention. The sound of a car rolling to a halt outside the house. The engine idles.

‘Shit,’ I say. ‘His car’s here.’

A flash of fright crosses her face for a split second. She steps back inside the bathroom and closes the door. I rush downstairs and grab the front door handle, my heart pounding in my chest. I can see the shape of a dark car silhouetted in a street lamp through the frosted glass and a figure walking toward the house. Probably Don’s driver, ready to collect us. I yank open the door and freeze. It’s not the driver walking this way.

It’s Don himself.

He’s darker than usual in the evening gloom, but his size and shape are utterly unmistakable. He’s still dressed in his office clothing – dark suit, wrinkled tie, creased shirt – and he carries an overnight bag in one hand. He waves at the car over his shoulder and the driver pulls away. I don’t even have time to process what’s happening before Don is stepping onto my front porch and walking toward me.

‘Hello Dick,’ he says, a cruel, arrogant smile lighting up his dark face. ‘You take a good picture. Your wife looks so fuckable in that lingerie, doesn’t she?’

He keeps walking toward me. My brain can’t comprehend what’s happening. I thought we were going somewhere like we always do. But instead, he’s-

Don slaps me on the shoulder in a friendly, yet mocking, greeting. He pushes past me and walks into my home, invading my space, and looks around.

‘Nice place,’ he says. ‘Thought with all the money she’s earning, you’d have upgraded by now.’

I stare at him with unbelieving eyes. ‘We’re saving.’

‘For what?’ He turns his gaze on me now. ‘Vacation? Kids?’ Something in my face gives it away. ‘Ah, I get it. I see. You wanna be the daddy. Well, you ain’t gonna worry about that for a long time yet, you hear? Until then, I’m the daddy. Me and only me.’

He drops his bag on the floor and strolls into the den as though this is his place. I shut the door and follow him like a confused puppy. How is this happening? Why is he here?

Don stops in the middle of the room and looks around at all the photos of me and Kat together. He pauses for a while on our wedding portrait, a smile on his face. I do not like the way he’s looking at that picture.

‘Does she still have the dress?’ he says, talking to me but looking at the picture.

I almost tell him the truth – Yes, she does still have it. I think it’s up in the attic – but I catch myself just in time. I shake my head.

‘Shame,’ he says. ‘I would love to fuck her in that.’

‘Why are you here?’ I say.

Don turns his full attention on me now. He’s twice my girth – mostly in muscle – and he seems to tower over me. That seems to be due to half his physical height and half sheer authoritative power.

‘This is where we’re doing it tonight,’ he says.

‘No,’ I say. ‘I don’t… no, not here.’

His grin slices through me. ‘That’s why I want it,’ he says. ‘I told you before, didn’t I? Even though I’m fucking your wife, the one who’s really getting fucked is you.’

‘Derek?’

Kat’s voice drifts downstairs to me like a dream. Don’s grin widens. He’s heard it, too.

‘Go and get her,’ he says. ‘Bring her to me.’

‘Please,’ I say, desperation turning my voice pathetic, ‘please don’t do this. Not here. We can go anywhere you want. Anywhere. We can do it over two nights if you want, just please don’t do it in my home.’

Don’s eyes flash with triumph. He puts his massive hands on my shoulders and looks me in the eyes.

‘No,’ he says. ‘After all, home is where the heart is. And what’s the fun in breaking a man if you don’t break his heart, too?’

‘You’re an asshole.’

‘Yes, but a rich asshole who fucks other men’s wives.’ His smile is both sincere and cruel. He really, truly loves the misery he’s causing me. ‘Now go and bring your beautiful wife to me.’

I hesitate for a moment, standing in front of him with lead feet. He takes my reluctance as a sign of stubbornness. His hands squeeze my shoulders.

‘The more you resist,’ he says, ‘the more fun I’ll have with her. The worse it will be for you. Is that what you want?’

I shake my head.

‘Bring her to me.’

His tone is absolute. He releases me. I stagger backward, almost stumbling to get away from him. I rush upstairs in a mad daze, mind frantic with worry. How am I going to get out of this? I never imagined that he would set foot in my own home, but now it seems so obvious. Stupid, stupid me! Of course, he would want to defile my home as well as my wife and my marriage.

Kat pokes her head out of the bathroom, confusion on her face.

‘What’s going on?’ she says. ‘Is it the car? Are we going now?’

‘We’re not going,’ I say.

‘Huh?’ She looks both confused and hurt as if disappointed that she made all this effort and now the plans have changed.

‘We’re not going,’ I say. ‘He’s here. He’s downstairs.’

Shock slowly registers on her face. I’m a little relieved that she feels the same way as me about this.

‘He’s here?’ she says, her voice urgent. ‘In our home?’

I nod. She looks down for a second and takes a deep breath. She steps out of the bathroom and stands next to me in her amazing lingerie.

‘Well,’ she says, ‘I guess I don’t need to worry about wearing something over this tonight. Come on.’

She walks past me and heads downstairs. I can’t tell if she’s walking fast because she wants to get this over with as fast as possible or if she is excited to get begin another night with him.

I follow Kat downstairs, my eyes fixed on her ass. It looks incredible nestled in that black lace underwear. He must have bought this for her. Which must mean that he knows her size. Which must mean that she gave him her details. Probably while they were at work together. While I was slaving away over my computer at home, trying to make a few bucks and get my business up and running, he asked my wife for her measurements and she told him without hesitation.

Fuck.

Kat heads into the den. I hear her greet Don. I follow close behind. He opens his arms and wraps her in a tight embrace.

‘You look amazing,’ he says. ‘That lingerie was a good choice.’

‘Yes,’ she says, returning his hug. ‘Thanks for letting me choose it.’

My jaw drops. Don notices. He looks at me over my wife’s shoulder and gently squeezes her ass and smiles.

‘That’s right,’ Don says. ‘I let Kat pick her outfit for tonight. She has incredible taste, don’t you agree? I was going to choose something much trashier.’

He releases Kat. She looks at me with embarrassment.

‘He wanted me to wear crotchless panties,’ she says.

‘But I’m glad you changed my mind,’ he says, grinning at me. ‘This looks so much better on you.’

Her face flushes with delight.

‘Can I get you a drink?’ she says. ‘Coffee, juice, beer?’

‘I’ll take a beer,’ he says. ‘Derek, go and fetch me a beer.’

I grit my teeth and head to the kitchen. I can hear them talking together in low voices. Kat laughs. I’m glad he’s so fucking amusing to her. Motherfucker is ruining my life, but I’m glad she finds him so fucking funny. I take a beer out of the fridge and head back to them. Don takes it from me without breaking off his conversation. He pops the cap and tosses it back to me.

‘Take my bag upstairs,’ he says.

What am I, this guy’s fucking servant?

‘We only have one bedroom,’ I say, my stomach shrinking inside me. ‘Our bedroom.’

‘Fine,’ he says. ‘I’ll sleep there.’

I look to Kat, wanting her to say something; do something; waiting for her to stand up for me; for us and our goddamn marriage. But she stays quiet. She stands next to him in the lingerie she selected for his pleasure and stays quiet.

I stomp past and snatch his bag from the floor and storm upstairs, cursing under my breath. I toss his bag on our bed – on my fucking marital bed – and head downstairs. He’s been in my house for maybe ten minutes and I already feel completely overthrown. This is my house but it feels like I’m a guest.

They’re still waiting for me in the den. But now they’re kissing. Don’s powerful arms are wrapped around her slender waist. Her fingers stroke his cheek tenderly. One of his hands rests on her beautiful ass. They are locked together in passion, his dark mouth on her soft pink lips. She groans for him.

I freeze in the middle of the den, staring at them both. Of all the things he’s done to us, this one hurts the most. Kissing my wife in my house. Somehow this is more of a personal invasion than simply making love to her.

Kat senses my presence and breaks off the kiss first. She turns to me, face flushed, guilt in her eyes.

‘Sorry,’ she says.’

‘Don’t apologize,’ Don says. ‘You can’t help it if passion overwhelms you.’ He takes a long, deep drink of his beer. ‘Take off my jacket.’

My wife does as he commands. She slips her small hands under his jacket and carefully slides it from his shoulders. She tosses it onto the couch. Her face is composed. Serene. Despite how often she tells me that she doesn’t like this arrangement, we both know that it’s all a lie.

‘Tell me,’ Don says, ‘and be honest. Have you been looking forward to this moment?’

Her eyes flick toward me for a second. She shakes her head. Is she doing that for me or does she truly feel this way? I can’t tell.

‘I see,’ he says. His voice is rich with amusement. ‘You’re only doing this because it’s part of the contract, right?’

She nods.

‘I would believe you,’ he says, ‘if you didn’t come so hard on my cock.’

‘I’m not doing that because I like it,’ she says, a note of forced defiance in her tone. ‘I only come that hard because you’re…’

Her voice fades away before so can say it. She glances at me again and her cheeks darken. Don gleams with pleasure.

‘Because,’ he says, ‘because I’m so much bigger than him?’

She looks down and says nothing. Don gestures me closer with a curled finger. I step nearer, not wanting to participate in this charade but unable to get out of it.

‘I want you to slide your hand in her underwear,’ he says. ‘I want you to tell me if she’s lying. Does the thought of fucking me appall your wife? If she’s telling the truth, we’ll stop this whole thing right now.’

‘And if she’s not?’ The words spill out of my mouth before I can stop them.

‘Then I’ll punish you both.’

Kat meets my eyes. I see a hint of fear on her face. I take a deep breath and step in close and put my hand against her underwear. She’s warm. Warmer than I would expect.

‘No, no,’ he says. ‘Inside. Touch her. I permit you.’

I grit my teeth. This bastard permits me to touch my wife’s body. This bastard is humiliating us both. I raise my hand and gently slide my fingers under the fabric of her underwear. She flinches and closes her eyes and purses her lips.

‘Tell me, Derek, does your wife really not enjoy the prospect of fucking me?’

My fingers glide over her smooth, freshly shaven mound. She’s breathing hard. I reach down a little further and cup her sex. My heart aches. Her body is burning hot. Her lips are full and swollen. Her slit is sticky to the touch. There is no denying what she feels. As much as my wife might say she doesn’t want this, her body has betrayed her. No matter what she might say, there is no denying the sheer arousal that Kat feels. She looks at me again. I see so many emotions on her face. Sorrow. Shame. Embarrassment. Fear. Guilt.

‘She doesn’t want it,’ I say.

‘You’re lying,’ he says.

I say nothing.

‘Kat.’ His voice is gentle now. Tender. Soothing. ‘Look at me. Ignore your husband. Don’t worry about hurting his feelings. I promise you; he loves watching us. Tell me the truth. Do you crave my big, hard, thick, black cock?’

She doesn’t say anything, but she doesn’t need to. I can feel her body’s reaction to his words. Her sex burns hotter and grows wetter and her lips thicken under my touch. She may not want to say it out loud, but she does love his cock and everything he does to us.

I nod and step back. My fingertips are wet and sticky with her juices. Don clicks his tongue.

‘You both tried to lie to me,’ he says. ‘But you forget. You’re not the first couple I’ve taken. You won’t be the last. Derek, take your clothes off.’

I glare at him with as much venom as I can muster. He seems completely undisturbed. I strip down to my underwear and throw my clothes on the couch. My underwear bulges at the front and I hate how obvious it is. I hate how much my body reacts to being humiliated and controlled and belittled like this.

‘Boxers too,’ he says. ‘No need to be shy. No secrets between friends.’

I stay where I am.

‘Kat,’ he says. ‘Take his shorts off.’

My wife reaches over and grabs my underwear and yanks it down. I grab my manhood, trying to hide my arousal, embarrassed by how excited I am. But it doesn’t matter. Don sees my cupped hands and laughs. My shorts fall to the floor.

‘See, Kat?’ he says. ‘It doesn’t matter what you might say. Your body never lies. Like Derek here. He can’t hide how much he loves everything I’m doing. He’s going to love what comes next. You both lied to me and I need to punish you.’

‘I’m sorry,’ Kat says. I can’t tell if she’s talking to me or him.

‘Too late,’ he says. ‘On your knees, both of you. Now.’

We face him and kneel on the floor, side by side. I let go of my manhood, letting it spring out in all its unintimidating glory. She laces her fingers through mine, comforting me.

Don loosens his tie and steps closer to us. He unrolls the tie to full length and casually loops it around Kat’s neck. He ties the two ends together in a knot, creating a loose, open circle with the tie. He twists the tie in the center and the circle is now a figure eight of two smaller loops. He throws the second loop around my neck. Now both Kat and I are tied together, our faces brought close by our bindings. We’re so close that I can feel her breath.

‘What are you going to do?’ Kat says, both in hesitation and anticipation.

‘You,’ Don says, ‘are going to blow me. And your husband is getting a front-row seat.’

I try to stand, but I can’t. With the tie keeping me bound to Kat, we would have to stand up together. If I try and move suddenly like this, I would probably choke her.

Don unbuckles his belt. He slides it out of the loops and holds it out. He says, ‘Give me your right hands.’

We hold out our arms to him. He wraps the belt around our wrists and loops it carefully a few times. He pulls it tight and now our right arms are tied together as one. If she raises her arm, so do I. If I pull my arm, so does she. We’re tied at the neck and joined at the wrist. Both helpless and kneeling.

‘There’s a lot of things I love about this,’ Don says. He unbuttons his shirt as she talks. ‘But my favorite has to be looking down on a white couple like this. Kneeling and waiting.’

Kat reaches out without needing to be asked. My arm moves with hers. She unzips Don’s pants. My hand also drifts downwards, as though I am also unzipping him. His bulge already dwarfs mine. I can’t look away I can’t stop being involved and I hate it.

I can feel her breathing harder now. She unbuttons his pants and pushes them down. My hand moves with hers. We are one person now. She’s undressing him and I am moving with her.

He watches my face with a cruel smile. Kat eases his shorts down, my hand moving at the same pace. My stomach churns. I might not be touching him, but I feel like I’m taking part in everything. I can’t pull away or turn my head. I’m as much a part of this as she is. Don is now naked in our home. His dark skin seems so out of place among everything here – both exotic and unfamiliar.

As always, Don’s semi-hard cock takes Kat’s breath away. I feel and hear her sharp gasp as she lays eyes on him. The sight of his girthy, powerful shaft – even now, before it’s truly erect – makes my stomach clench. I know how much his cock stretches her body. I know she struggles to take him. I know how much she loves it.

‘Show him what you can do,’ Don says. ‘You’re going to make me come in that pretty mouth, and then you’re both going to thank me.’

Kat grasps his cock with her right hand. My hand is attached to hers, close enough to feel the heat of his manhood. She guides the tip toward her lips. I feel like I’m doing the same.

She gently licks the thick purple head of his shaft. My face is so close to hers that I can smell his skin. I can’t pull away. I’m helpless. She places her lips on the tip and slowly, gently, lovingly begins to suck his cock. I can feel her mouth moving and her tongue lapping and smell his arousal. I’m so close it almost feels like I’m the one blowing him.

‘That’s good,’ Don says. ‘You got my favorite mouth.’

Kat’s movements get a little bolder. She starts to shed her inhibitions and lose herself in the pleasure of sucking his big black cock. Her mouth is barely two inches from mine. I’m so close that he could violate me if he wanted. His manhood thickens and swells to full arousal at her skillful touch.

She works his shaft with both hands, dragging my reluctant arm with her. I shudder. Even though I’m not touching him, my arm is moving back and forth beside his manhood. I can feel how big he is and not even touching him.

My cock is so hard it almost hurts. Jealousy and anger and shame burn a hole in my gut. This is the worst thing he’s ever done to us. But I’m still going along with it. What kind of man am I?

Kat moans with primal hunger. I can hear the sound reverberate up and out of her throat. Her head moves faster. She jerks him off with her left hand; it seems that the weight of my arm is slowing her down now. She sucks and strokes and pleasures him with the kind of passionate desperation she has never given me. I get the feeling that blowing me is a chore; blowing him is a privilege.

‘That’s good,’ Don says. ‘That’s very good. I’ve been dreaming about coming in your mouth all week, Kat. You know how hard it is to resist fucking you on my desk? But I have to be strong. I know Derek will be upset if he doesn’t get to watch.’

I open my mouth to tell him to get fucked, but the tie pinches my throat. Kat suddenly pushes her head forward, trying to take Don’s cock deeper down her throat. In doing so, she yanks me closer to his legs.

‘Oh, that’s fucking great,’ Don says. ‘Your wife is a perfect cocksucker, Derek. I dream about her blowjobs. Does she suck your cock like she sucks mine?’

I don’t answer. Rage and jealousy make me hold my tongue. I want to get out of these bindings, but they’re too tight.

Kat bobs her head back and forth, pulling me at the same time. God, this is so fucking humiliating. Bile rises in my throat. All I can do is kneel on the floor and move with my wife and watch her try to deep-throat Don’s big, hard cock.

‘She’s doing good, wouldn’t you agree?’

Kat lets his length slide out of her mouth. She’s breathing hard. A wet ring of saliva circles Don’s cock about halfway up, proof of how much she managed to take in her mouth at once.

‘Give her a hand, Derek,’ Don says.

I look up at him now, fearful. What the fuck does he want me to do to him?

‘No, not like that,’ he says, laughing. ‘But I like that you thought of that first. Grab your wife’s head and help her suck my cock. See how deep she can get it.’

My right arm is restrained, so that leaves my left. I reach up behind Kat’s head and grab a good handful of her hair and shove her face forward. Don’s shaft disappears back down her throat. She closes her eyes. I can see the effort on her face; the effort of not gagging or choking. She places her palms on Don’s legs. I grab his leg too.

‘That’s right,’ Don says, a throaty groan escaping his lips. ‘The couple that blows together… yeah, you know the rest.’

Kat pants for air. I pull her head back. She pants hard, then nods. I push her head forward again. Each movement yanks me with her. I shove her head down onto his cock as deeply as she can take it. Over half of Don’s massive length is now down my wife’s throat and I helped put it there. The thought makes me sick as much as it turns me on.

‘Yeah…’ Don’s voice is now a passionate moan. It’s impossible to tell if Kat’s mouth or my submission is exciting him the most. ‘Fuck, she can take it deep. She’s gotten better every time.’

I let Kat breathe for a few seconds, then push her head back into place. I’ve never been this rough with her before. I’ve never used her mouth like this. It kills me that I’m not the one enjoying it.

Don moans louder now. He starts to push his cock forward, trying to force every thick inch into Kat’s throat. Spit and drool run down Kat’s chin. She gives no sign of discomfort. If anything, she’s moaning like she wants more.

‘I’m gonna come in this mouth,’ Don says, ‘and all over this face.’

Don grabs her head, pushing my hand away. He grabs my head with his other hand and moves us both as one unit. He looks down into Kat’s eyes and fucks her mouth with firm strokes, pushing his cock into her throat almost to the point of gagging before pulling out. She holds her mouth open and meets his gaze, letting him use her hole as a fuck toy. She obediently lets his man abuse her mouth for his pleasure. She lets his thick black cock slide between the lips I kiss every day.

My balls pulse with jealousy. If my right hand was free, I would jerk off right now and hate myself for it. The tip of my penis gleams. I’m practically leaking all over the floor.

He fucks my wife’s mouth. Our faces are so close that I can hear his cock hitting the back of her throat. I can smell her spit; his arousal; the sweat building on his balls. I can feel her mouth filling up over and over again.

‘Fuck,’ Don says in a gasping throaty exhalation. ‘Fuck yeah!’

He locks eyes with Kat and pushes his cock as far as she can take it and holds her in place with one arm. I’m close enough to see his heavy black balls contract and pulse, to see his shaft throb and swell as a blast of hot shoots up. Kat gasps and gags and swallows as much as she can. Her eyes roll back in bliss. Don keeps her in place, forcing her to take his load. She swallows again and again, but there’s too much. He’s coming too hard.

Don pulls out and grabs his cock and aims it at my wife’s face. He strokes a few times, pumping the last of his load out. Kat moans with pleasure as he baptizes her with come. It cascades over her face, landing on her forehead and in her hair, rolling down her cheeks, dripping from her chin. She looks like the dirtiest come slut ever to walk the earth.

Just when I think it’s over and the humiliation is finally about to end, Don rubs his cock on her face. He smears his come over her skin. He ruins her previously immaculate makeup. Her mascara smudges; her lipstick smears. An hour ago, she was my beautiful wife. Now she is his filthy, ruined whore.

‘Perfect,’ Don says. ‘Absolutely perfect.’

She giggles and kisses his cock again, thanking it for ruining her.

‘Now, what do we say?’ Don says.

‘Thank you,’ Kat says, still breathing hard. Her face glows with pride and lust and satisfaction. ‘You taste so good.’

I say nothing for a moment. Don’s massive hand squeezes my head until it starts to hurt. I finally cave.

‘Thank you,’ I say.

‘Good boy,’ Don says. ‘Do you want to give her a kiss?’

I look at her face. My heart almost stops dead. Her mouth is coated in drool and come. There is nowhere clean on any part of her face.

‘I’m kidding,’ Don says. ‘Jesus, lighten up.’

He unwraps his belt from our hands, finally separating us. Even though I haven’t jerked him off, I feel like I have. I feel dirty and ashamed. Don gently unloops the tie from around my neck. I’m finally free, but I stay on my knees.

‘Do you want me to clean my face?’ Kat says.

‘No,’ Don says. ‘You look perfect like that. Keep my come there, where it belongs.’

She turns to me. Her pretty eyes peek out from under a layer of salty glaze. She says, ‘Do I look good?’ She laughs.

I can’t answer. My throat is too tight. I feel humiliated and belittled and emasculated. But none of those feelings compare to how goddamn hard my dick is throbbing right now. I hate him so much for making me enjoy this.

Don helps Kat up to her feet and guides her to the couch. She sits down. He spreads her stocking-clad legs wide and reaches out and grabs her panties. He eases her underwear down, exposing her sex. Her excitement is obvious. Her panties are sticky with passion.

Despite the mixture of painful emotions already swirling in my gut, the sight of him peeling down my wife’s underwear feels like a punch to my chest. He removes the last thin barrier between himself and Kat’s most intimate parts and neither of us makes any attempt to stop him. I feel like such a coward.

Don kneels between her parted legs. Her face – covered in his come – is fixed in an expression of total lust. She couldn’t stop right now even if I pulled out a gun. Nothing I can do will change what is about to happen.

He buries her face in her sex. Kat’s reaction is immediate. She cries out in pleasure. Her body reacts to his mouth in a way she never has with me. She moans for him and gasps and breathes hard and makes desperate, hungry noises I’ve never heard before. His head moves in little circular motions and her cries turn to squeals of delight. I can only imagine what his tongue is doing to her sensitive clit.

Kat’s legs shake and tremble in the air. She tries to lift them higher to give him better access to her body, but can’t summon the strength. She gasps and moans and runs her hands over his head.

Don turns his head a fraction. He says, ‘Get over here and hold her legs up.’

I almost leap to my feet. I rush over and stand behind him and grab Kat’s ankles and lift her legs into the air, spreading her wider for him. Her pleasure is obvious. She makes even more noise now. She looks up at me through a veil of lust and come and happiness. All I can see is love in her eyes – but who she loves, I can’t tell.

Don brings a hand to his mouth now. I hear his fingers sliding in and out of my wife’s soaking entrance as he laps at her sensitive folds. She squeals with pleasure.

‘Fuck!’ she says. ‘You’re so fucking good!’

I stand over them both, naked and impotent, holding her open for him. I exist to facilitate their pleasure. That’s all I’m here to do, to hold her open for him.

Kat keeps one hand on his head. The other hand squeezes and pinches her breasts through the black lace bra. Her face is the picture of slutty, primal pleasure. She’s never let me come on her face, yet she wears his load like a badge of honor.

‘You’re gonna make me come!’

Her voice is a shrill wail of bliss. She’s riding a wave of pleasure to its ultimate destination. I can’t even imagine how good this must feel for her.

Don laps at her womanhood, furiously finger fucking her at the same time. His body is rigid, all his focus and energy bent on making my wife come better than I ever could. She moans and gasps and purrs and cries out his name and I just stand over them and hold her legs open. My cock throbs so hard it almost feels like I’m close to coming.

Kat screams. Her legs shake. Her body spasms. Her eyes roll back. She nearly foams at the mouth. She grips the couch and Don’s head so tight her knuckles turn white. She shudders and rocks and gasps. Her climax is so powerful that I can feel it through her ankles.

‘Yes!’ Her voice is a wail now. ‘Yes! I’m coming for you!’

Don’s fingers move faster. He sucks her clit with loud, wet noises. I can hear how wet she is for him and the sounds drive me crazy.

He makes her come all over our couch. He stretches her orgasm for so long that she almost struggles to breathe. Her eyes are wild and unfocused. Her mouth is slack. Her chest heaves.

Finally, Don eases back. He slides his two thick black fingers out of her soaking sex. I can see her juices coating his fingers. My stomach is heavy as lead. She shudders and convulses even though he’s not touching her anymore. He chuckles, admiring his handiwork.

‘I love the way your pussy twitches when I make you come,’ he says.

‘I love the way you make me come,’ she says.

‘It’s my pleasure.’ He stands next to me. I gently lower Kat’s legs. She closes her eyes, a smile on her face. She looks perfectly at ease and relaxed. He turns to me. ‘Go and turn the shower on.’

I walk away without saying anything. If I try to resist or show any signs of hesitation, he will only make it worse. If I want to get through this night, I have to do as he says and keep my mouth shut. This is all part of the deal, all part of our agreement. We both signed a contract with him to do this.

I head upstairs and walk into the bathroom. The white bag of lingerie is still on the side. I reach into our large, spacious shower and turn on the water. It’s warm in a few seconds. I stare at the cascading flow. If only water had the power to wash everything away. If only I could go back in time and stop us from ever having dinner with him in the first place. But I know that if I could, we’d be screwed, financially speaking. The money Kat earns from being his assistant – as well as his whore – has pretty much saved us.

Footsteps behind me. I turn and see Don walking upstairs toward me. Kat is slung over one shoulder in a fireman’s carry, her butt pointed at me. I can see slick juices covering her inner thighs and her pink puffy pussy lips. She is laughing with childish delight at being manhandled so effortlessly. He carries my wife into the bathroom and sets her down on the floor.

‘Undress her,’ he says.

I unhook her bra and pop the clips on her suspender belt. I kneel behind her and carefully roll the stockings back down her smooth legs. I can smell her juices and feel the heat of her intimate parts.

Kat steps away from her fallen clothes and into the shower. Don follows her. They close the door on me. I watch through the steaming glass. The big black man embraces my wife under the warm, pouring water. They talk in low voices. I can’t hear them.

He helps clean her face under the shower. She does the same for him, wiping her climax from his chin. I stand and watch, cold and naked and alone. My cock begins to wilt with shame.

They kiss under the shower. Her hands move down his body. She giggles. I see her stroking his manhood slowly, bringing him back to life. She groans with desire. I can hear that clearly, even over the rushing water.

‘Hey, babe?’ She calls out to me now.

‘Kat?’ I step forward, ready to join them in the shower if asked.

‘Can I fuck him in the shower? I really want to do it. Please?’

My throat tightens as if gripped by an invisible hand. Why is she asking me? She’s never asked me for permission before. Unless he’s the one telling her to ask. He wants me to give them my consent to fuck in my shower.

‘Not without a condom,’ I say, folding my arms. ‘No way.’

‘Baby, please?’ He lifts her leg. She rubs his thick black cock up and down her slit. ‘Please, baby, I want it so bad…’

‘Not without a condom,’ I say again.

‘Just the tip, baby, just the tip…’

‘No,’ I say.

But they ignore my wishes. I see his thick, black tip disappear inside her. I hear Kat’s moan of utter primal pleasure as his thickness plunges inside her and stretches her open. He presses the first couple of inches inside her and holds still. My heart explodes in my chest. My jaw drops. They both just completely ignored me and fucking did it anyway. That bastard has broken her now.

He lifts her in the air, powerful arms under her legs, and carefully fucks her in the shower, standing up. I have never been able to do this with her. I am not strong enough or big enough to do something like that.

Her wails of pleasure echo around the bathroom. They echo in my skull. I will always hear these noises. He bounces her up and down on his big fat cock in the middle of my shower. She wraps her arms around his neck and screams into his shoulder.

‘Your cock is so fucking good!’ she says. ‘I fucking love your cock!’

‘Not without a condom!’ I say. My voice is almost shrill. I sound so pathetic. ‘Put a condom on!’

He looks at me and pulls her down and forces his entire length deep inside her. His expression is one of total satisfaction. He is in control, not me. He does what he wants and nobody can stop him. Tears burn my eyes. He turns off the water, still holding her impaled on his massive shaft.

‘Fine,’ he says. ‘Put some towels on the bed.’

I grab towels and rush to the bedroom, moving quickly so they can’t see my face. I’ve never been this humiliated before. He made my wife beg me. He ignored my only request. And now he’s going to fuck her in my bed. I hate this. And I hate that my cock is hard again.

Don steps into the room behind me. He carries Kat in his arms. Both of them drip water everywhere. I toss the towels down on the bed. He lays Kat on the towels, her legs spread wide, puffy pink sex gaping and ready to receive him.

‘Condom,’ I say, voice dripping with hate. ‘Wear a condom.’

He rolls his eyes. Kat whimpers.

‘Does he have to, baby? It felt so good. So right.’

‘Yes,’ I say, trying to sound like the most dominant man in the room, even though I don’t feel like it.

Kat whimpers again. Don points to his overnight bag. He says, ‘Bring me a condom.’

I tear his bag open and sweep the contents aside until I find them. A large box of ten or twelve condoms. The box is black and features the letters XL and magnum stenciled into the cardboard. I yank out one wrapper and toss it to him. He opens the pack and unfurls a latex sheath over his manhood. That condom could easily cover my entire forearm.

‘Just so you know,’ he says, making sure the condom fits, ‘I am going to fuck your wife raw soon. She’s begging for it. You will too.’

‘I won’t,’ I say, trying to sound sure of myself.

He grins at me, somehow sensing my insecurity.

‘Hurry up and fuck me,’ Kat says. ‘Please, I need it.’

Don curls a finger at me. He points at the bed.

‘I want you to lick her pussy while I fuck her,’ he says.

I shudder but climb on the bed anyway. Who knows what fucked-up torment he’ll think up if I don’t do as he says? I kneel next to Kat. She reaches out for my cock.

‘No,’ Don says. ‘Don’t touch him. He is not coming. Not until I say.’

She brings her hand back and instead squeezes her breasts. I always loved her breasts. But now I can’t look at them without seeing his manhood sliding between them.

Don grabs my head and shoves me down. He holds me in place. I start licking her sex as instructed. Kat gasps and coos in pleasure. She tastes different than usual. Her lips are still soaking wet from her previous orgasm. Her sex is wide open and ready to receive Don.

He steps in close and presses his manhood to her entrance. She moans louder. He pushes forward. I hear her body accept him with a wet greeting. He plunges inside her again, all the way. Every thick black inch disappears inside my wife with one firm stroke. She cries out. He holds me in place, forcing me to keep lapping her sex. I feel his cock fill her from the inside, pushing her out with his size. My face burns.

‘Oh my… god!’ Kat’s moans are exquisite. I’ve never heard her sound like this before. She’s in heaven. ‘I’ve missed your cock so much!’

Don grunts in reply. He grabs her hips and starts to fuck her. She takes every inch. Her body offers no resistance. All I can do is lick her folds and suck her clit and taste her delicious juices and try not to accidentally get my tongue too close to his invading cock.

All I can see is her sweet pinkness and his dark, heavy cock plunging inside her entrance. My heart aches so much it almost hurts. Every time Kat cries out in pleasure feels like a knife to my chest. I can’t believe my sweet, tight wife can take a cock as big as his.

‘Tight – fucking – pussy,’ Don groans, punctuating every word with a deep, hard thrust of his cock. He keeps my head in place with his hand forcing my lips against her. I dutifully lick her cleft and delve my tongue between her sweet, juicy folds. She gasps as moans but I can’t tell if it’s because of my tongue or his cock. Probably his cock, if I had to guess.

She almost squeals with passion. Her body moves and rocks with his powerful, intense thrusting, maximizing their pleasure. Every time his length plunges inside her dripping entrance, I feel her sex push out against my face. Somehow this is more humiliating than the blowjob she gave him earlier.

Kat grabs me. Her fingers dig into my skin. She moans and cries out louder and more intensely than I’ve ever heard before. I swirl my tongue around the hard nub of her clit, desperately hoping she can feel what I’m doing to her over his pounding, ferocious cock. My balls throb and ache.

Don keeps fucking her. His cock gleams with her juices. The condom is coated with her lust. A sudden thought occurs to me. It would look so much better if he was fucking her bare right now.

Before I can even register that thought, Kat climaxes hard and fast, her wails of ecstasy almost guttural. I’ve never heard her make a sound like this before. She bucks and shudders under me, her body spasming against my tongue.

‘Yeah,’ Don says,’ yeah, that’s right. You come for me.’

Her orgasm continues, builds, and grows more intense. I feel her body exploding from the inside out. She trembles and convulses. Her skin burns white-hot. He doesn’t stop fucking her.

My cock spasms. My balls throb. I feel my cock leaking, but way more than before. Don keeps a tight grip on my head. I can’t check to see what the fuck is going on with me.

‘You make me come so good!’ Kat’s cries are a triumphant prayer now, a prayer to her big black god. Her voice is a high, gasping wail of total pleasure. ‘I love the way you fuck me!’

‘Tell your husband,’ Don says, slamming his cock balls deep inside my wife. ‘Tell your fucking husband!’

‘I love it!’ she says. ‘I love his cock!’

‘Who fucks you better?’ he says.

‘You!’

My cock throbs again. I feel more fluid leaking. An alarm goes off in my head – I think I’m coming. But I still can’t move to check.

‘Who owns this pussy?’ His voice begins to tighten now. He is nearing his climax, still fucking her harder than I ever have, still increasing her pleasure, still making my wife orgasm all over his powerful black shaft.

‘You do! It’s all yours! Every hole!’

‘Every hole?’ I can hear rich amusement in his voice. ‘I’m gonna hold you to that.’

‘Yes! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!’

He pounds her hard and fast for a few long moments. All I can hear are her wails of pleasure and the sounds of his thickness plunging into her soaking entrance and his deep, heavy breathing.

‘Your wife’s gonna make me come,’ he says. ‘Her tight pussy feels so fucking good.’

Kat moans in pleasure. Her rapid, gasping breaths are now punctuated by a steady stream of whispery, Yes-yes-yes moans.

He thrusts deep inside Kat, forcing her to take every thick inch. She screams out a shrill, intense, Yes and shudders again.

Don eases his cock out again. His long, thick shaft is coated with my wife’s stick cream. I’ve never seen so much come on a cock before. He peels off the condom.

‘Sit up,’ he says.

I can’t see his face, but I know he’s talking to me. I lift my head and get back to my knees. He tosses me the condom. I catch it. The latex is slippery and sticky at the same time. It’s soaking wet.

‘Keep hold of that,’ he says.

‘Yes, sir,’ I say. I don’t even realize what I’ve said until it’s too late.

He grins and jerks his cock again, that massive shaft now casting a shadow over her body. Jesus, I can see how far inside her that thing must reach. Up to her belly button. My cock throbs again. I glance down. Little pearly beads of come leak from the tip of my shaft, dripping onto the towel. My gut tightens. God-fucking-dammit. I can’t believe this. I’m dribbling come like a fucking loser over him pounding my wife in our bed.

Kat reaches down and grabs his cock. He lets her take over. My precious, beautiful wife jerks his big black cock over her body, moaning and encouraging him to unload on her skin. She begs him to do it. His breathing deepens. His body stiffens.

‘You gonna come on me?’ she says. ‘You gonna come all over my slutty body?’

‘Yes,’ he says. ‘All fucking over you.’

‘Come on, baby, come on. I want it.’

Her body almost writhes now, wriggling with the pleasure of making him climax. I’ve never seen her move like this. She’s desperate to make him come. She has never craved my come like this.

‘Who owns this pussy?’ he says.

‘You do, baby. You own me.’

‘Who owns this pussy?’

I realize that he’s asking me. I swallow and say, ‘You do, Don.’

‘That’s right. Don’t you fucking forget it.’

He gasps and groans and climaxes hard. His cock throbs. A jet of hot, sticky come launches into the air and lands on her breasts and stomach like a shot from a water gun. Kat keeps stroking, making him come harder. She moans with primal satisfaction, loving the feel of his orgasm on her skin. He groans with every wave, shooting load after load over her body, marking his territory. Her face is filled with passionate delight. I’ve come on her once or twice before, but she has never been this excited about it. She keeps jerking his cock, milking every drop onto her body. She finally releases him, satisfied that all his come has been used up.

‘Wow,’ she says, with a wicked giggle, ‘that’s a lot of come.’

Her body is splattered with drops of his lust. Pools of creamy white come settle across her skin and roll down her sides. It looks… it looks…

Beautiful.

Even though it’s not my come; even though I’m not the one who fucked her; even though I’m not the one who made her scream with pleasure, the site of Kat laying naked on the bed and covered with semen is the most erotic thing I have ever seen. She has never looked more stunning than she does right now. Her skin glows with that post-sex cooldown. Her smile is wide and infectious and natural. Her glazed breasts and stomach look so, so attractive.

My cock throbs again and more come oozes out and trickles down my shaft. This time Don notices. He points at my drooling manhood and roars with laughter.

‘He’s coming!’ he says. ‘He ain’t done nothing and he’s coming!’

His laughter makes me blush with shame. I try to curl up, but it’s already too late. Kat looks over, her face both shocked and amused. She laughs at me as well.

‘Oh, honey,’ she says, ‘It’s okay. I really thought you were going to have a turn tonight…’

Don’s laughter finally subsides. He wipes away a tear and pats me on the shoulder. ‘Thanks for the laugh,’ he says. ‘Funniest shit I’ve seen in ages.’

My cock is already wilting. Compared to Don’s manhood, my penis isn’t exactly impressive, but now it looks utterly pathetic and defeated.

Don walks around the bed to the opposite side. He climbs on and kneels next to Kat, his cock close to her face. She moves her head and gives his shaft a gentle, loving kiss. She can’t help herself. She’s cock-drunk on him. Even though I’m right here and they’ve finished having sex for now, she can’t stop pleasuring him.

‘Now that’s a good slut,’ Don says, with an appreciative chuckle. ‘You see, Dick, your wife understands her role in our relationship. It’s about time you got on board, too.’

‘I am on board,’ I say, tears of shame burning my eyes again.

‘Are you?’ His eyes flash with dark satisfaction. ‘Let’s find out’ He gently cups strokes Kat’s head and speaks to her. ‘One of us is going to stay in this bed and fuck you all night. The other is going to sleep on the couch. Tell me, Kat, who do you want to fuck all night, hmm? Me? Or the guy who can’t stay hard long enough to do the job?’

She groans and kisses his cock again, lips and tongue wrapping around his shaft as though French kissing his face.

‘You,’ she says. ‘I want you. All night, you promise?’

‘All fucking night,’ he says. ‘As long as your pussy can take me.’

She giggles and moans, trailing a hand over her creamy stomach, drawing a line through his come. She rubs her thighs together in anticipation of the next round. I feel empty inside. This is his final victory. He made her choose him over me. He got her addicted to his cock and now she can’t ever lust after me again. No matter what she tells herself or what she says to me, she can never undo this. Every time she tries to deny that this is enjoyable for her, I will always remember this moment. The moment she picked him over me.

‘Say goodnight to your husband,’ Don says, grinning at me in total triumph.

‘Good night, Derek,’ she says. ‘I love you.’

She says I love you with his come all over her body and his cock next to her lips. How is it possible for a woman to claim to love one man, yet be so hopelessly devoted to another? I can’t understand it.

‘I… I love you too,’ I say. I mean it. I do love her. Despite everything – the heartache, the heartbreak, the constant agony of watching them humiliate me with such obvious pleasure – I do truly, genuinely love her. She’s my soulmate, no matter who makes her orgasm.

‘See you tomorrow, Dick,’ he says, waving me away. ‘Come and get me at eight thirty.’

I nod, defeated. I walk out of the room with heavy feet and a swirling mind. What the fuck happened here today? I was expecting it to be hard for me to watch, but this is unreal. He broke me. He made me enjoy it. He made me blow my load without doing anything. He face-fucked a bare inch from my mouth. He made me lick her pussy while he fucked her, so all I could see was his cock filling her over and over. This was so much worse than anything I had ever expected. More humiliating than the first time he fucked her. More humiliating than last time, when he made me fuck her after him, so I could feel the damage his cock did to her body.

‘Fuck,’ I mutter. I close.

‘Close the door,’ Don says.

I grab the door handle and pull the door shut. I hear Kat’s muffled giggle through the wood. I’m glad one of us is enjoying this, at least. But that’s what this has always been about, hasn’t it? He and her, having all the fun, while I stand to the side feeling ashamed of myself.

‘Go away,’ Don says, calling out to me. ‘This isn’t for you anymore.’

Several responses flash through my head now. I could tell him to fuck himself or run in there and take a swing at him or… or …

Or nothing.

I pad downstairs feeling like the biggest asshole in the universe. What a failure I am – as a husband, as a man, as a provider. He fills all three of those functions in our marriage better than I ever have. God, I hate myself.

The den is cold and empty and dark. Little drops of saliva stain the carpet. His clothes are scattered over the floor. My clothes are dumped in heap on the couch. Kat’s underwear lies discarded where he left them. My heart thumps louder. I scoop up her underwear and hold them to my chest. They’re cold but still damp from her juices.

I kick everything off the couch and lie down. I stare at the ceiling, wishing that I had x-ray vision, wishing that I could see what was happening in my bedroom right now. Would it be better or worse than this, lying here not knowing anything? I don’t know.

I lay on the couch in the dark with an army of ants eating my guts from the inside out, praying that sleep will claim me and this night will end.

****

Sleep doesn’t claim me. I stay awake for the entire night, naked and alone. I lose count of the number of times they fuck in the bedroom above me. Lying there on the couch and listening to them is the worst experience of my life. Not just because I can only imagine what he’s doing to make her moan like that, but because they’re doing it in my bed. I can’t stop myself from getting hard. I jerk off three times in the night, listening to them fuck.

When they finally stop fucking, the house falls silent. These short, soundless gaps are somehow more stomach-churning than listening to them together. They could be doing anything together and I wouldn’t know it. He could be talking to her. Poisoning her against me even more than he already has. She could be professing her love for him. He could tell her to leave me for him. Anything could be happening. Anything.

But the silences are soon replaced by the sound of squeaking bedsprings, passionate moaning, and the bed rocking back and forth. All those worries are immediately washed away and replaced by stomach-churning arousal. I have never experienced anything like this. Is it possible to be turned on and disgusted by something at the same time? I hate that my cock throbs listening to my wife cry out with pleasure for another man. I hate that I keep playing with myself while I listen to them. Most of all, I hate that I keep coming far, far sooner than he does. His stamina and prowess and pure sexual performance far exceeds mine. I could only dream of fucking her for as long and as well as he does. I couldn’t last this long, even back in my teenage years when my then-girlfriend wanted to go for round three. I used to think I was a good man. Guess he showed me the error of my ways.

Kat’s wails of pleasure finally fall silent around dawn. I lie on the couch and stare at the ceiling as the room slowly grows lighter all around me. A new day begins, but I feel like a hollow shell of a man. I feel like a wrecked and ruined shadow of myself.

I keep expecting them to start making love again, but silence is all I hear. They must have finally fallen asleep for the night, just in time for the new day to begin. He’s been having sex with my wife for about ten hours straight. I guess he’s due a break at least once, right?

When I finally check my watch, it’s about seven thirty. I roll off the couch, feeling stiff as a fence post, and stumble into the kitchen. I make a coffee and drain it, followed by two more. It does not help me feel any better. I stare out the kitchen window at our backyard, trying to kid myself into believing that everything will be okay after this. But I know that it won’t. The game was over before we even started playing. Don knew exactly what he was going to do to us from the moment he invited us to dinner. This was his intention all along. We’re not the only marriage he’s defiled. He told us many times that he has other personal assistants. Kat never talks about the other women who work for him, but I assume that he’s fucked them all and made turned their husbands into pathetic cuckolds as well.

‘Fuck,’ I say, my voice hissing through my teeth. ‘I’m a fucking cuckold.’

I drink another cup of coffee and it’s finally eight-thirty. Time to go upstairs and wake them up. Time to get this asshole out of my house and out of my life for another month. After he goes, I’ll wash the sheets. Probably burn the bed, too. Destroy it all and start again. I can’t sleep in that bed knowing what he’s done to her in that same space.

I debate whether or not to dress. It seems pointless to put my clothes back on. They’ve both seen me naked plenty of times now. Besides, he might order me to strip so he can laugh at me. Better to stay naked. I head upstairs, treading quietly and listening hard. Silence. I open the bedroom door and peek inside. What I see almost destroys me.

Don Maclean lies on my side of the bed, his dark skin contrasting against the white bed sheets. He is on his back, eyes closed, one arm slug around the woman curled up against him, her head on his chest. Kat sleeps peacefully, nestled up with her lover and looking totally at ease. They both look so comfortable. So serene. So happy.

The sheets barely cover them. Her bare legs and ass are clear to me. His bulky, muscular frame seems to lift the sheets off the bed around him. It almost looks as if they passed out right after their last fuck.

I can see the evidence of the pleasure all around. Torn condom wrappers litter the floor. I see at least four, maybe five used condoms, some carefully knotted and filled with his spend. I imagine that he came on her for the others. At least, I pray that he didn’t come inside her. That would be the ultimate humiliation. I don’t think I could handle that.

The two lovers continue sleeping peacefully, utterly unaware of my presence. His chest rises and falls, my wife’s ride bobbing up and down like she’s floating on a gentle sea. I creep slowly around the bed, trying not to step on any discarded condom wrappers until I stand next to Don. I can’t describe how much it hurts to stand next to my bed and see another man sleeping soundly next to my wife and know that I did nothing to stop this. He took my wife and my dignity and my masculinity and now my bed. He’s done it all.

‘Don?’ I say, in a voice barely above a whisper. ‘Don? It’s eight thirty.’

He exhales slowly and opens his eyes and looks at me. He stretches as much as he can, careful not to disturb Kat. She continues sleeping soundly. God, she looks so beautiful.

‘Good morning,’ Don says. His voice is oddly calm and soothing for once. Like he’s not trying to be the bigger man or put on a show. He sounds more natural and easygoing. ‘How did you sleep?’

I shake my head.

‘No? Were you listening to us all night?’

I nod.

‘Damn. We only stopped a couple of hours ago. Your wife, man… she’s something else. I see why you love her. She can take a cock like nobody else. Not many white women are built for cocks like mine. Most of ‘em ask me to stop after a while, but her… she was straight back up and ready to go again. I was the one who had to stop.’

‘Why…’ I try to speak, but my throat tightens. My eyes burn. A pathetic squeak is all that comes out.

‘Relax,’ Don says, ‘I ain’t gonna steal your wife. Got no interest in breaking up your marriage. If she ever hints at leaving you for me, the deal is off. If she gets feelings for me, the deal is off. I do this because nothing gets me off more than blowing my load over some other guy’s wife. Forbidden fruit, you get me?’

I try to speak again. My bottom lip trembles. I can’t get the words out. All I can manage to say is, ‘Why us?’

‘I saw something in you,’ he says. ‘I see it in a lot of couples. Not just white couples, but mostly white couples. Cuckolding is a pretty big fetish for men and women. A lot of white people are into the whole black bull thing, but I’ve cucked black couples, Asian couples… it’s kinda universal. Now, I didn’t know if it was your thing, but I took a shot…’

‘It wasn’t our thing,’ I say. ‘You forced it on us.’

‘I never forced you to do anything,’ he says. ‘You both had the choice. You coulda walked away at any time. I never forced you to do anything.’

‘You made us…’

‘No, I didn’t.’ His tone is firm. ‘I gave you the option and you both took it. I told you straight up that I was gonna fuck her every single month and you both said yes. You ain’t the first cuck to have regrets and you ain’t the last. You know how many husbands have stood where you are right now? They all feel the same way. They love it, they regret it, they hate loving it. Am I right?’

I say nothing. He smiles. It’s not a cruel smile, for once. He seems almost friendly, understanding, and considerate.

‘Now, tell me, Derek. How many times did you jerk off during the night?’

‘Three.’

‘Only three?’ His grin turns wicked, playful, and conspiratorial. ‘You wanna know what we did in this bed?’

My stomach churns so hard it aches.

‘No,’ I say.

‘Yeah, you do. But you can’t admit it to yourself.’ He glances down at my sleeping wife. She’s still out cold. ‘Be honest with me. Between us. What’s your favorite part? What turned you on the most?’

I swallow and say nothing. Images fill my mind. Him pounding Kat from behind in his bed. Walking into the hotel room and seeing her bouncing on him. Being tied to her while she blew him until he erupted over her face. Watching his enormous black cock stretch her tight entrance wider and wider until it disappeared inside and he sank into her.

‘I don’t have a favorite part,’ I say, unsure if that’s because I can’t choose or I hated every second of it.

‘You like it all, huh? That’s cool. Lots of guys like the size difference. Seeing their wife bounce on a big cock, it’s like watching porn for them.’

Kat stirs for a moment. She nuzzles her face against his body, exhales, and falls still again. She looks so peaceful and beautiful. I don’t know how much more my heart can take.

‘How long will you keep doing this to us?’ I say.

He shrugs. ‘Long as you both want. I got couples that stop after a few months. Others keep coming back for years and years. As long as she wants to take it, I’m happy to give it. I’m good like that.’

I look at Kat and try to picture us in five years. She still wants his cock. I’m older and fatter and greyer and she’s still bouncing up and down on top of him like a pornstar in heat. The image doesn’t make me shudder – not exactly – but it doesn’t make me hard, either.

‘Let’s wake her up,’ he says. ‘My car will be here soon. Think we can go one more round before I leave?’

Don doesn’t wait for me to answer. He pushes the sheet away, exposing his naked body. Kat is curled up against him. Her hand rests on his half-awake cock, as though protecting it, even in her sleep. The sight of that hurts me. I don’t think she’s ever cared for my penis half as much as she adores his.

He gently takes her hand and starts guiding it up and down his shaft, making her bring him back to life. She sighs happily. I wonder what she’s dreaming about right now. Maybe she can feel him thickening in her hand.

Don uses her hand to stroke himself back to full, throbbing hardness. I’m in awe of how quickly he can recover and go again. I usually take over an hour to recharge, sometimes two. By that time, the desire is gone. But he can get hard again after just a few minutes.

Kat’s hand begins to move on its own. Don releases his grip. Her eyes are still closed, but she’s coming around. Her breathing starts to sound more erotic, more like gentle moaning than sleepy exhaling.

Her eyes open. The first thing she sees is his hard, black cock in her little white hand. It might have been the last thing she saw before falling asleep, too. Her lips stretch in a sleepy half-smile. She looks up at him and sees me standing to the side.

‘Good morning, baby,’ she says.

‘Morning sexy,’ Don says.

She giggles. ‘I was talking to my husband.’

‘Morning Kat,’ I say. My heart lifts that she thought of me first. ‘How did you sleep?’

‘So good,’ she says, with a naughty laugh. ‘I’m exhausted.’

‘Hopefully not too tired,’ Don says. ‘We got maybe an hour before I have to go.’

‘Aw, no,’ she says, with a pout. ‘You have to go already?’

He chuckles. ‘I gotta put ice on my balls, girl. Your pussy drained me.’

Her eyes sparkle and flash. She strokes his cock a little faster. She says, ‘Are you… empty?’

‘I think I got one more in me.’

She smiles and kisses the head of his cock as though greeting an old lover. My cock aches. I jerked off three times and my dick feels sore. They fucked God knows how many times and he’s still going. Bastard. I hate him.

‘I’m sorry, baby,’ she says. Her mouth is on his shaft, slowly working up and down, but she’s talking to me. ‘I know this must be hard for you. I don’t mean to make you feel bad…’

‘You don’t… you don’t have to say anything,’ I say. ‘I understand.’

‘No, you don’t.’ She runs her tongue down his length and gently sucks one heavy, black testicle. He groans. ‘I need to you understand, baby, okay? I love this cock.’

Her words are a spear of ice in my gut. I nod, trying not to let my emotions show.

‘I love this cock,’ she says. ‘I love everything about it. The size. The thickness. The color. The weight. How good it feels to get fucked. How hard it makes me come. Baby, this cock is fucking everything. I love it.’

She looks me in the eyes and sinks her mouth over the tip. One inch disappears between her lips. Then two. Then three. She sucks his cock with absolute adoration in her eyes, before slowly easing back and letting him out.

‘I love his cock,’ she says. ‘But I’m in love with you. That’s never going to change. No matter how good this cock feels inside me, it’s never going to stop me from loving you. Does that… does that make any sense at all? I feel crazy.’

I nod. Tears sting my eyes, but these are good tears now. Tears of happiness. I can’t possibly describe how happy her words make me feel.

‘I love you too,’ I say. She puts her mouth around his cock again and passionately blows him. She looks me in the eyes the whole time. ‘I love you so much, Kat. So much. I’m sorry that I can’t… do the things he can. I wish I could. But I love you. You’re my everything.’

My words falter. I can’t put into words how much she means to me, even as she sucks another man’s cock in my bed. Everything about this situation is so fucking insane that none of it makes sense anymore.

‘Can I please fuck him one more time, baby?’ She cups his balls and licks the underside of his shaft. ‘Please?’

‘Sure,’ I say. ‘Anything for you.’

She groans with pleasure and wraps her lips around his fat shaft from the side, as though trying to eat a hot dog that’s far too bit for her mouth. My manhood throbs at the sight.

‘My pussy aches so much,’ she says. ‘I don’t think she’s ever hurt like this before.’

‘Your poor kitty,’ I say, instinctively licking my lips.

‘Can you kiss her better?’

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 onto 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.

The sight of her used pussy drives me crazy. I lunge closer and thrust my tongue into her hole. She gasps and giggles. I hear her voice, muffled and distant, ‘Slow down, baby. It’s not a contest.’ But I’m not listening.

I lap her swollen and thoroughly-fucked sex as though it’s my purpose for living. I taste her exquisite arousal and swirl her creamy juices around my tongue. I suck her clit and kiss her lips and fuck her entrance with my tongue. She moans, but the sound is muffled by the thick piece of black meat in her mouth.

This is how my morning begins. I eat my wife’s used pussy while she blows the man who gave her the sex of her life. This is how my cuckold life begins.

I lose track of time. My jaw starts to ache, but I persevere. My arms go numb lying like this, but I ignore it. All that matters is kissing her aches and pains away so that she can enjoy Don’s cock one more time.

After ten or maybe fifteen minutes, I hear her voice again.

‘Thank you, baby. I’m ready now.’

I pull back, admiring my handiwork. Her sex still gapes wider than I’ve ever seen before, but now her lips gleam with excitement. Her hips wiggle in anticipation. She’s beyond wet and ready.

‘Okay,’ I say, sitting up and wiping my chin, ‘I’ll get you guys a condom.’

‘Uh…’

Something in her voice makes me stop. I stand at the side of the bed. She rolls over to face me, body glowing, nipples hard, sex gleaming and winking at me.

‘Baby,’ she says, ‘do we… do we have to use a condom?’

‘What?’ I say, not sure if I’m hearing her right. ‘What do you mean?’

‘It’s just…’ Her expression is shy, but I can tell that she wants to say this. ‘My pussy is really sore and condoms kinda scratch me. Would he… I mean, we’ve kinda done it already in the shower, right?’

I stare at her, at the love of my life, at my soulmate. So beautiful. So precious. So sweet.

‘Can he fuck me bare?’ she says.

Don looks at me. For once, he stays silent. I can’t figure out if he’s put her up to this or if it was her idea. Maybe both. I keep my eyes fixed on Kat and not her naked body or the cock throbbing so close to her face. Her eyes are wide, silently pleading with me. She wants this. She really, truly wants this.

I nod.

‘Are you sure?’ she says. ‘Do you want this, too?’

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Okay, he can… he can fuck you bare.’

‘Thank you, baby,’ she says. ‘I love you so much.’

She sits and climbs on top of him and mounts his bulky black frame before I can even process what I’ve agreed to let her do. I watch my wife angle her body and ease back over him. She unleashes the most guttural, primal moan I have ever heard her make. If fucking him before was good, fucking him bare is even better.

‘This feels so good!’ she says. She sinks back over him, letting his full size slowly fill her up once more. My cock raises and stiffens. She points at the space on the bed. ‘Lay down, baby. I want you to see.’

I get on the bed next to them, unable to stop staring at his meaty shaft as it slowly disappears from view, swallowed by her ever-hungry sex. Her facial expression is utterly amazing. I have never seen such indescribable lust and pleasure and passion.

‘Fuck,’ Don says, ‘your pussy feels so fucking good.’

‘So does your cock.’

Kat sinks into his lap. Every hard, thick, bare inch is buried inside her. Her eyes roll back and she moans as though possessed. Don grabs her hips and gently starts to rock her up and down. Her body rolls with his movements as though cresting a wave. She gasps and moans over and over. It’s the most beautiful thing I have ever seen.

I reach out to touch her. She takes my hand in hers and kisses it. She presses my hand to her chest, over her heart. The message is unmistakable. He might own her pussy, but I own her love. I could almost cry. I love her so much. She’s riding his bare cock and I love her all the same.

‘Oh, fuck,’ she says. ‘I don’t know how much more I can take.’

Don grunts fiercely. He sounds like he’s only just holding on as well. Kat’s pussy is just that damn good.

‘I want you to come with me,’ she says. ‘Both of you. Can you do that?’

I grab my rock-hard cock with my free hand, nodding eagerly. Don groans, thrusting up to meet her with more vigor and enthusiasm.

Kat closes her eyes. She still holds my hand. She bounces on him, driving the tip of his manhood deep, deep inside her. His length must be almost buried in her womb right now. His masculinity has supplanted and replaced my own.

‘Fuck me, Don,’ she says. ‘Fuck me so good.’

Don moans through a victorious half-smile. He grips her body tight and drives his hips upward, bouncing her up and down higher and harder every time. I could never fuck her like this. My cock would surely slide out as she lifted. But his length is so big that she can ride up it by at least three or four inches with no problem. Her cream almost pours down his shaft. She’s wetter than I’ve ever seen her before.

I watch, utterly transfixed, and stroke my cock. Her body moves beautifully, gracefully, rolling with him. It’s like her body was made for this; made for him; made to receive his cock and his cock alone. Her movements are so perfect that she reminds me of an Olympic gymnast moving through a routine with practiced precision. His cock glides in and out of her, slamming deep inside her as she crests every wave and roll of his hips. She cries out louder every time he thrusts up to meet her. She gasps with unimaginable pleasure as he slides partially out of her again. Her body trembles with the sheer power of his lovemaking.

My hand pumps harder and faster. I can’t hold out for long. It’s too much. Too overwhelming. I wish that was my cock inside her. I wish I could make her scream as he can. I wish I could do all the things that he does to her. But I can’t. This will have to do.

‘Baby, I’m gonna come,’ she says, talking to us both. ‘I’m gonna come!’

‘Yes,’ Don says, the word hissing through his clenched jaw. ‘Yes. Come for me.’

‘You come too,’ she says, gasping for air, fighting to hold on as long as she can. ‘Both of you – now!’

She screams out in bliss, her throat almost giving out. Don drills her harder and harder, pulling her down into his lap and making her feel every perfect inch. My hand is almost a blur. I’ve never jerked off this hard before. I’m close, I’m close, I’m close-

Kat looks at me through half-closed eyes and gasps three short, simple words.

I – love – you.

And that’s when I come. I blow my load so hard my vision blurs. I pump my cock furiously and erupt all over my stomach, warm come pooling on my skin and dribbling everywhere. I can’t stop. Kat keeps coming and I climax along with her. We’re coming together.

Don finally loses control. He unleashes a furious growl of pure, masculine aggression and pulls Kat down into his lap as hard as he can, forcing his cock inside her. He climaxes with a series of throaty, passionate groans that almost crescendo into a bellow of animal lust. Kat’s eyes widen in shock and she gasps.

‘I can feel it!’ she says, looking at me. ‘He’s coming in me!’

I moan and keep stroking. My balls have completely emptied and I’m past the point of pleasure, but I can’t stop. I want to keep coming with her. With him. With them.

‘Fuck!’ Kat’s voice is almost gone now, her throat exhausted from pleasure. She squeezes my hand tighter. Her legs tremble on the bed. I swallow hard. My vision starts to clear. Holy fucking shit. I let him empty his load inside my wife. I told him to do it. And yet… I’m okay with it. Why wouldn’t I be? It’s somehow the most natural conclusion to this entire experience.

‘God, yes!’ Don’s voice is deeper than I’ve ever heard before. He gasps for air as he comes over and over again, flooding my wife’s precious body with his come.

They stay like that for a long moment, frozen in time, lost in pleasure, just breathing hard and looking into one another’s eyes. She finally returns to earth, her climax over. Her moans and groans turn to little coos and whimpers. I feel like I’ve witnessed a religious experience. It’s almost like he’s just taken her virginity and she can’t believe how different her world is now.

‘Oh, wow,’ she says. ‘Oh, my god, baby… I love you so much.’

‘I love you too.’ I let go of my sticky cock. I can’t believe how hard I came.

‘This was… this was the best.’

‘Thank you,’ Don says.

‘For what?’ I say.

‘For letting me do this. It was something else, man.’

I nod. There doesn’t seem to be anything to say. I don’t want to thank him, but I also don’t want to insult him. What do you say to the man who just filled up your wife? This is new territory for me.

He was right. About me. About everything. He told me he was going to come inside her raw and he did. I told him to. I let him. He knew from the start how this was going to end and he played me every step of the way.

Kat lays down on his chest. She looks into my eyes and kisses my hand.

‘I can feel him,’ she says, voice full of wonder. Her eyes sparkle. ‘I can feel him. He’s so deep in me.’

I swallow. What have I done? We’ll have to go to the pharmacy. She’s not on birth control or anything. Christ, what have I done?

We lay like this for a long time, enjoying the cooldown as a collective. Finally, Kat rolls off her lover and into my arms. I curl up around her, holding her to me. She feels so warm. She presses her butt into me. Her sex is red-hot and sticky and wet. I try not to think about it, but knowing that his come is currently spilling out of her makes my cock throb.

Don slowly gets out of bed. He looks through the window and nods.

‘My car is here,’ he says. ‘Time to go.’

‘Thank you,’ Kat says. ‘Thank you so much.’

‘My pleasure,’ he says. ‘Thanks again, Derek. It’s been a great time.’

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘It has.’

Don grabs his overnight bag and takes a t-shirt and a pair of pants out. He dresses quickly. Clothes somehow look strange on him now. I’ve grown used to his nudity.

‘See you back in the office next week,’ he says.

Kat sighs with happiness. Don leaves the room and heads downstairs. There is silence for a moment as he collects his discarded clothes. The front door opens and closes. Silence falls.

And just like that, normality returns. We’re just husband and wife, spooning naked together in the morning. But I didn’t put a smile on her face. I didn’t rock her world all night long. And I sure didn’t pump her full of that thick, rich come now leaking out of her and onto my leg.

‘I love you so much,’ she says.

‘I love you too.’

She nestles into me and lets out a contented sigh. I kiss the back of her head. Her hair smells like him.

Kat falls asleep in my arms. I’m exhausted, both physically and emotionally. This has been a hell of a night. I could never have predicted any of it would go down like this. Who knows what else he wants to do with us? What else is there left for him to do?

I lie awake for a while, my mind almost tearing itself apart with worry. But exhaustion soon overwhelms me and I fall asleep with her, his come drying and sticking us together.

###
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‘Now, boys, I’m gonna give a special treat tonight.’ Don’s hand enters the frame. He gently strokes Kat’s face with one finger. ‘Because we can’t be there to do it person, I’m gonna give you a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.’ He strokes Miko’s face. She parts her lips and sucks on his powerful finger. Allen exhales hard. Don slowly pulls his finger away, chuckling in delight at her enthusiasm. ‘I’m gonna let you boys experience life like I do. Settle in and enjoy. Ladies…’
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He’s got something planned for tonight. I don’t know what it is, but I know it’s gonna drive me crazy…
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Today, Derek believes that he’s off the hook. Don and Kat are both out of town on work. Surely Don won’t force him to be a cuckold this time… right?
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‘Andrea Martin writes it like it is.’

‘This author does everything right!’

‘The author is honest, the stories are varied, the writing is wickedly good.’

‘Nicely written stories by Andrea, she does write exceedingly good cuck books!’

Andrea Martin is the Princess of Pornography, an erotic author with over two thousand sales under her belt. By day, she’s an erotic writer. By night, she makes all her fantasies come true. She likes to write stories about married women, dominant men, and tales of rough, passionate encounters. She regularly releases new stories.

In addition to these naughty stories, I also take commissions! Get in touch with me via my contact details below and we’ll discuss your wicked fantasies and how I can make them come true.

If you’ve enjoyed my work, please consider leaving a brief review to help others find it, too. Authors like myself only survive thanks to your generosity and goodwill. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for taking the time to read this story. I love you all!

Until we meet again,

Stay beautiful

-AM

x

If you like what I do, feel free to get in touch:

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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