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Author’s Note

This story is the continuation of a narrative started in a previous tale, ‘Power Play’, and continued in the follow-up stories, ‘Power Struggle’ and ‘Power Move’. Prior knowledge of these stories is not essential to understanding – and enjoying – this fourth 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 bed, a hotel room, and finally in Derek’s own home. Each time, Derek has been forced to watch the love of his life give herself over to her big black boss. Each time, Derek has hated everything about it. Each time, Derek has come harder than he ever thought possible. The two are trapped in Don’s twisted game, and he is playing to win…


This is my life now. The only thing that gets me hard is watching interracial porn. It doesn’t matter how shitty my day has been or what else I’ve been doing; the moment I see a big, black cock stretch a white girl’s tight pussy open, I’m rock-solid and ready to party.

I never used to be like this. I rarely watched interracial porn before all this started. I used to enjoy a wide variety of filth – lesbians, gangbangs, Asian girls, etc. – but now, nothing works for me except watching white women take it from black men.

The worst part is that I’m not even really seeing the pornstars in action. I’m not watching some cute, petite white girl and a nameless, muscular black actor. I’m seeing my wife and her boss. I’m watching Kat take her boss’s big, hard, black cock while she screams in pleasure and makes sounds that she’s never made with me. I used to imagine myself as the male star, fucking that perfect pink pussy with my huge nine-inch cock. Now, I imagine myself sitting behind the camera, watching Kat take it from her boss while I jerk off and encourage them to keep going.

I hate that I’m like this now. My wife is away for a couple of nights with her boss, I should be doing a million other things. I could be playing video games or working for my online business and completing a few more client orders. Instead, I’m sitting in front of my computer, jerking off to interracial porn. I’m obsessed.

Fuck.

Her boss told me this would happen. Months ago, when this first began, Don Maclean told me that one day I’d be like this. Obsessed. Hooked. Unable to get hard without imagining his cock plunging into my wife’s pussy. It’s completely warped and changed who I am as a man. When this first started, it was horrifying. The thought of them together made me feel sick. Now I keep glancing at the next date in my calendar, counting down the days until Don makes me watch them again.

I don’t know how much Kat knows. She’s been sweet to me. She always has been. When we make love, she’s kind and gentle and reassuring. She keeps telling me how good it feels and how much she loves me. But her words are like a bucket of cold water on my dick. The only thing that keeps me hard is imagining my wife writhing in passion and pleasure while Don fucks her like an animal. Our lovemaking is nothing compared to what he does to her. The orgasms I give her are nothing compared to the ones he provides. My cock is nothing compared to his.

I sigh and try to focus on my computer screen. God, I could be doing a dozen other things right now. I should be getting some work done and bringing home some money. For the first time in months, I have a backlog of customer orders. I’m finally earning some money of my own. Granted, it’s not as much as Kat earns in her role as one of Don’s assistants, but it’s a start. I can grow this business. I can develop it into something bigger, something greater. Sure, handling financial paperwork isn’t the most dramatic or exciting job, but it’s starting to pay the bills. Small bills, but bills all the same. It feels great to finally get on the ladder and start building my own business.

Oh, fuck! You’re gonna make me come!

The passionate moaning drags me out of my daydream again. My eyes focus on the absurdly graphic images displayed all over the computer monitor. I watch the twenty-something woman climax all over her co-star’s big black cock. The sight sends memories flooding through my mind. I can vividly see Kat’s face in my mind’s eye; her cheeks flushed, eyes gleaming, mouth hanging open. I can hear the unbelievable, indescribable, intelligible wails of sheer, erotic passion she made when Don brought her to orgasm again and again. There was nothing fake or forced about any of it. When Don fucked my wife, he took her to a place she’s never been before. I’ve never made her feel that way. I probably never could. And we both know it, though we’ll never openly admit it.

My cock throbs again, begging me to seize it and continue stroking. I stare at the screen for a few moments longer and watch as the guy pulls out of his co-star and empties his balls all over her smiling face. All I can think is that he’s wasting his come. A load like that should be dumped inside that woman… just like Don came inside my wife, in my bed, while I watched and begged him to do it.

This is my life now, I guess. He made me a cuckold. He made me an accomplice in the downfall and disintegration of my marriage. He made me a willing witness to his superiority and my lack of prowess. And I knew that he was doing it.

My phone blares, the sudden sound making me flinch. I glance at the screen and see an image of the caller. It’s Kat. Her bright, smiling face beams out at me from the phone. I close the video on my computer and snatch the phone up without hesitation, not bothering to tuck my cock away.

‘How’s it going?’ Her voice is as chirpy and full of happiness as ever.

‘Oh, you know. The usual.’

‘What are you up to?’

I glance at my rock-hard cock before answering. ‘I’m working.’

‘Working hard or hardly working?’

I laugh. She has no idea how true both those statements are right now. I lean back in my computer chair and gaze at the ceiling. There are a few muted background sounds behind her. People walking, general hustle and bustle. It sounds like she’s indoors.

‘Are you missing me?’ I can hear the smile in her voice.

‘You know I am. I hate sleeping without you. It feels wrong. When are you coming home?’

She pauses for a moment. Something muffles the speaker. It sounds like she’s placed her hand over the phone to talk to someone. I wait for her to respond. I give my cock an unconscious squeeze.

‘Tomorrow night,’ she says. ‘We got one more day out here to complete the sale, paperwork, yadda-yadda. I’ll be home tomorrow night, so…’

‘So?’ There’s something in her voice that makes me sit up in excitement.

‘So don’t waste all your energy before I get home.’

I laugh. That’s my girl. My cock trembles and tingles with anticipation already. I can’t wait for her to get back to me. Not just for the sex – I’ve missed her presence at home. Without her, I feel lost and useless. All my thoughts focus on what she could be doing at any given moment – or what Don Maclean might be doing to her. I glance at the calendar pinned to the wall next to my desk. There’s a tiny note in the margin for this week. It says, ‘DM’. We’re overdue for our latest meeting with her boss.

‘Hey, Kat…’ I try to play it as cool as possible, even though the very thought of our next meeting with Don makes my palms sweat. ‘How are you getting home? Do you want me to pick you up at the airport? Or is Don giving you a ride?’

Is Don giving you a ride?

Now the only thing I can see is the sight of Kat mounting her boss and sliding down his massive black cock and screaming in pleasure. I shake my head and snap back to reality. I’m gripping my cock pretty hard.

‘I think he’s gonna arrange drivers for us.’ Kat drops her voice. ‘Why are you asking about him?’

‘No reason, no reason.’ I force a relaxed-sounding laugh that wouldn’t convince anyone. ‘I just wanna make sure that, uh, we’re not breaking our contract, you know.’

‘Right.’ She sounds unconvinced. I hear the vague background noises for a moment, then the sound of a door closing. Silence falls over the call. When she speaks again, there’s a faint echo. It sounds like she’s talking from a bathroom stall. Her voice is hushed. ‘He, uh, he wanted me to tell you something.’

I freeze in place, hand gripping my cock. I stare at the computer screen and wait for her to continue.

‘He said that he’s got an idea for this month and that you’re going to like it.’

I swallow hard. Nervous tension creeps into my heart. I don’t know what to think about this information. It could mean anything. It could mean that he’s got something especially cruel or fucked-up in mind for me. The last time he fucked my wife, he did it in my living room and my bed. He tied us together with his belt and made Kat suck his cock, so that my mouth was just a few inches away from hers. He made me watch them shower together. He even made Kat beg me to let them fuck without a condom.

‘He… he said that?’ My voice is pinched. I try to clear my throat and sound more masculine, but it doesn’t work. ‘What does he want?’

‘I don’t know.’ Her voice is hushed, almost urgent. ‘I gotta go, we’re having dinner in an hour. I’ll call you when I can. Love you.’

‘I love-’

She ends the call before the words are even out of my mouth. I put the phone back on the desk and stare at nothing in particular. My mind was a jumbled mess of erotic images and self-loathing before that call. Now, it’s like a hundred sirens are blaring at once and I don’t know which one to turn off first. Does he have a plan for me? Has he been thinking about ways to torment me further?

It’s been bad enough rattling around the house by myself for the past two nights. Every time my mind wandered, all I could think about was what that man might be doing to my wife at any moment. I know that he always wanted me to be present or involved when he fucked Kat, but would he turn her down if she made him an offer? I couldn’t blame her if she did try to sneak into his hotel room… assuming they even have separate rooms. For all I know, Kat might have been fucking her boss in secret since she left home. Would I be upset if that was the case? Would I be mad at her for fucking him – or would I be mad that she didn’t invite me to watch?

****

Two hours later, my phone rings again. I’m in the middle of washing my dinner dishes. I turn off the faucet and scramble to wipe my hands dry. The caller ID says it’s Kat on the line. She must have finished dinner.

‘Hey, babe.’ I rest the phone in the crook of my neck. ‘How was dinner?’

‘Delicious.’

The voice on the other end is not my wife. It’s a man’s voice. Deep. Rich. Powerful. A voice I recognize all too easily. I freeze on the spot, like a rabbit spotting a bird of prey swooping down. My stomach does a backflip. I grab the phone, gripping so tight that my knuckles turn white.

‘Don? What are you… where’s Kat?’

‘Don’t worry about her, Derek. She’s in the bathroom.’ His voice is rich with amusement. He enjoys putting me on the back foot and catching me out like this. ‘Maybe she’s powdering her nose? Or maybe she’s getting herself ready for me? What do you think?’

My mouth moves but nothing comes out. I’m still reeling at the shock of hearing his voice. My brain can’t think clearly. All I can see is the expression of victory on his face while he plunges nine thick, black inches of hard cock into my wife.

‘She’s been desperate for me.’ He keeps talking, not caring if I answer him or not. ‘But I want you to know that I’ve been good. I haven’t laid a hand on her. Well, maybe once or twice – a squeeze here, a pinch there, you know how it goes, right? She dresses so provocatively. It’s like she wants me to touch her.’

‘Why… why are you calling me?’ It takes a monumental act of willpower to spit out these few words. I lean against the kitchen counter for support. The arrogant, mocking, amused tone in his voice is eroding all the strength in my body.

‘Two reasons,’ he says, a smile in his voice. ‘Firstly, I want you to know that I’m going to honor our agreement. Despite the many, many opportunities Kat has presented, I haven’t taken advantage of her… yet. We both agreed that you would be involved when I fuck her, so I’ve kept my word.’

I close my eyes. Is he telling the truth? Has Kat spent the past two days offering herself to him at every opportunity? I can visualize them in a hotel hallway, maybe her leaning against a door, asking if he wants to come inside… for a drink.

‘Secondly,’ Don’s deep voice yanks me out of the daydream, ‘get dressed. There’s a car coming. It’ll be there in five minutes.’

‘A car? What are you talking about? Where am I going?’

‘If I answer all your questions, there won’t be any surprises. Do as you’re told.’

The call ends. I stay where I am for a long moment, trying to pull my shattered brain back together. What the hell is he doing? What does he have planned?

Whatever game Don is playing, one thing is certain – it won’t be good for me. It will be humiliating and soul-destroying and I’ll probably love it and hate it at the same time.

That’s when I notice that my cock is standing to attention, punching into my slacks and begging to be noticed.

‘Fuck.’

I rush upstairs and change into a pair of jeans. As I finish zipping up, I hear the sound of an idling motor out front. I look out through the window and see a familiar limousine. The same one that took Kat and me to the restaurant many months ago, back when this insane misadventure began. I grab my keys and head outside.

The driver says nothing the entire journey. That’s fine with me. I don’t know what I would say to him anyway. The only question I want to ask is, ‘Where are we going?’ but I doubt he would tell me. This guy probably does exactly what he’s told and doesn’t ask questions. That’s the only way a man like Don Maclean could keep his secrets hidden from the world. Imagine if word got out that one of the city’s most powerful businessmen was exclusively hiring married women as his assistants and fucking them while their husbands watched. That story wouldn’t be worth typing.

I look through the tinted windows and watch the world roll by. Some sights are familiar, but I don’t know the route or where we’re going. I glance around the spacious leather backseats. Has Don fucked other men’s wives in this seat right here?

There is a small drinks corner set up at one edge of the back area. It’s currently empty. I reach forward and open the cabinet, expecting to see rows of bottles or plastic glasses standing ready. Instead, I see boxes of condoms – ribbed, dotted, flavored, all extra-large in size – and lubricants of all types neatly stacked and ready for us. I close the cabinet and lean back into the seat. This raises even more questions for me now. Did Kat take a ride to the airport in this limo? Did she know about the contents of this little cabinet? Did she fuck Don right here in the seat where I am now?

The limo eases to a stop and the engine cuts off. I look through the window and frown. I know where we are, but I don’t know why. I see the familiar shapes of a huge building I’ve visited once before.

Don’s home.

Cold dread grips my heart now. This is the lair of the beast. I am a sacrificial lamb. What the hell does Don have in store for me tonight?

The driver opens the door. I climb out and stand next to the limo for a moment, wondering what I’m supposed to do next. The house is bright, as though someone is inside, even though I know that Don is out of town tonight.

‘What do I do?’ I say, turning to the driver.

‘Mister Maclean would like you to enjoy his hospitality tonight,’ says the driver, without a trace of warmth or emotion in his voice. ‘Please go inside.’

I stare at him. A million questions race through my mind at once, but the man’s face remains impassive and unreadable. There’s no point asking him anything. He won’t tell me even if he knows.

With no other options, I swallow my pride and start walking towards the house. The last time I followed this path, I was a different man. I was proud and enjoyed a loving, devoted wife. Now… now I’m someone else entirely. A cuckold. A weak man. The sort of man who allows his wife to fuck her boss once a month and pretends not to enjoy it.

My heavy feet move on their own. I don’t want to do this. I don’t want to walk into his latest trap. I don’t want to bear witness to whatever fresh torment he’s got lined up for me tonight. There is no way in hell he truly wants me to enjoy the use of his home. There’s gotta be some kind of fucked-up catch. When it comes to a guy like Don, there’s always a catch. He gave my wife a well-paid job, but the catch was that we had to both agree to this insane arrangement. He’s got something lined up for me. I don’t know what, but I can feel it.

I pause at his front door and take a breath. I can see lights through the frosted glass, but no movement. Is there somebody inside the house? Was his story about going out of town on a corporate buy-out just a bullshit story to fuck with me tonight? What are the odds that he’s been fucking my wife right here in this house since the moment she left two days ago?

‘Okay, Derek, get a grip.’

My voice doesn’t sound as convincing as I hope. I take another slow breath and push the door open. The house is warm and quiet. I take a step inside and close the door.

‘Hello?’ I look left and right, trying to see or hear something, anything. The sound of a bed squeaking or my wife’s erotic moans of lust. But I hear nothing. ‘Anyone here?’

I close the door and stand in the middle of the space for a moment, looking around. Then I hear a footstep and turn in the direction of the sound.

A thirty-something man stands at the entrance to Don’s living room. He has a huge excited smile on his face. He looks part-Asian and, like me, is dressed casually.

‘Oh, hey!’ He walks towards me with his hand outstretched. ‘You must be Derek. Don told me to expect you.’

I take his hand and shake it. He doesn’t grip my hand or try to crush it. ‘Yeah, I’m Derek.’

‘It’s pretty cool, huh?’ The man’s eyes gleam with eagerness. I feel a deep sense of dread in my gut. Has Don arranged something fucked up for today? Are there other men here, too, waiting for a turn with my wife? Is she gonna be the star attraction at a gangbang? ‘Man, he doesn’t let me come here too often…’

He releases my hand and stands in front of me. I look at him for a moment, not knowing what to say.

‘I’m Allen, by the way,’ he says, after an awkward beat.

‘Nice to meet you, Allen.’ I try to keep my tone polite, despite my nervous dread. ‘So, are you… are you Don’s housekeeper?’

He blinks in surprise, then breaks into a wide smile. He laughs and pats me on the arm. ‘No, buddy, I’m just like you!’

‘Like… like me?’

‘A cuckold.’

He grins at me as though expecting this single word to bring us sudden solidarity and friendship. I still don’t know what the hell is going on or why we’re here.

‘Don didn’t tell you anything, did he?’ Allen seems to register my confusion. ‘Come on, come this way.’

We walk through the house. It seems somehow more immaculate and artistic than the last time I came here. We pause for a moment in front of Don’s art room. Paintings of naked and semi-naked women line the walls.

‘You know, one day, I want him to paint my wife and put her in here.’ Allen’s voice is wistful, hopeful, and dreamy. ‘He only paints the very best.’

‘Can’t you ask him?’ I don’t know what else to say. This meeting feels awkward as all hell for me. I have nothing in common with this man except for the fact that our wives both fuck the same boss.

‘I did, once.’ He sounds even more wistful now. ‘Don said that he would when the time was right.’

We walk further into the house, into a wide, comfortable room I didn’t see last time. It’s furnished for comfort, not for impressing guests. A wide leather couch takes up most of the space. The couch has two corners and could easily seat about twenty people around a table in the middle. There’s a huge TV on the wall that’s almost the size of a cinema screen and an empty fireplace at the far end of the room. An open case of beer and a laptop both wait on the table.

‘So, how long have you been a cuckold?’ Allen walks around the couch and sits in the middle as if he always sits in another man’s home.

‘Not long.’ I try to hide my discomfort. I’ve never spoken about this shit before with anyone. Hell, I can barely summarize my feelings toward Kat. The idea of discussing my cuckolding with a total stranger is humiliating.

‘I get it.’ Allen gives a sage nod. ‘I remember back when we first got into the lifestyle together. It was hard to talk about. I like it now. Adds a new dimension to it. Hey, you want a beer?’

‘Sure.’

He grabs two bottles and pops them open. I take one and sit on the couch, taking a position on a different side so we aren’t sat together.

‘I’ve been a cuckold for about five, six years now.’ His voice is easy, conversational. We could be discussing the football game or the weather. He’s natural and easy around the subject. ‘We started experimenting back when we were dating. I’m not the biggest guy in the world – if you know what I mean – and she needed something more. I didn’t want to lose her, so we tried this. I think I enjoyed it more than she did.’

He falls silent for a moment, looking at me with an expectant expression. I take a sip of beer for courage and start talking.

‘We… uh, we never did this before. Don took us to dinner one night and said it was part of the deal. He wanted to promote Kat and we needed the money. I don’t know why I agreed to it.’

‘But you’re here.’ He shoots me a knowing look over his beer. I nod. ‘I get where you’re coming from. It was like that for me back at the beginning. You know, the angst, the insecurity, the doubt. I used to think each time was the last time, or she would finally leave me. It took a while to realize that letting her have other partners only made our relationship stronger.’

I say nothing. I pretend to look around the room, but my eyes see nothing. Is this why Don told me to come here tonight? Does he want me to open up to this guy and stop resisting?

‘So, Don is your first bull?’

Allen’s voice cuts through my thoughts like a bullet. I snap out of it and turn back to him.

‘Bull?’ I frown. ‘What do you mean?’

‘A bull. The guy who fucks your wife. That’s the term. He’s your first?’

I nod and take a drink of my beer.

‘You’re lucky.’ He smiles, reliving the memories. ‘Don is super respectful. We’ve had some bulls before who didn’t get what we were doing. They tried to take Miko away. Guys like that are the worst. They think it’s about them, when, in reality, cuckolding is about the bond between the couple.’

‘What do you mean?’ The words are out of my mouth before I can stop them. It’s not that I’m uninterested… I just don’t want to talk about it with this guy. I don’t know him. For all I know, this is part of Don’s fucked-up game, part of his attempt to further subjugate, humiliate, and emasculate me.

‘It’s like this,’ Allen shifts on the couch to get more comfortable. He turns his body towards me, gesturing in the air with his free hand. ‘Sex in a relationship is pretty special, but when you let someone else take over that and do it better, it highlights all the other things you offer instead. Miko never enjoyed having sex with me all that much, but she loves everything else. I cook, I take care of her, I look after our kids…’

‘You have kids?’ I look at him in disbelief. He lets the mother of his children fuck other guys? Somehow, that idea had never entered my mind. I had always assumed that children would change everything.

‘Oh, yeah,’ he says, with a devilish grin. ‘That makes it more complicated, but we work around it. They’re with her mom tonight.’ He takes a mouthful of beer. ‘How often do you guys meet up with Don?’

‘Once a month.’ I’m starting to feel more invested and involved in this conversation now. My guard is slowly lowering. This guy is making me feel more at ease with the strangeness of this situation. ‘What about you?’

‘We meet up once a month still,’ he nods and takes a drink, ‘but Miko fucks Don at least once a week.’

My mouth falls open. He chuckles.

‘Yeah, that was her decision. But for those weekly sessions, I’m not involved. I’m not allowed. I’m only present at the monthly meetings.’

‘So, your wife… she… without you there?’

I can’t wrap my head around this guy’s marriage at all. It’s hard enough being present when Don fucks my wife, I can’t imagine how crazy I’d feel if they did it in private, too.

‘Oh, yeah.’ He grins, clearly relishing the opportunity to talk about this with someone new. ‘It’s not easy, I’m not gonna lie to you. But it sends me into overdrive, you know? All that angst, that jealousy, the good feelings that make this so much fun – they’re increased tenfold when she’s with him and I’m not there.’

‘But they could be doing anything!’

He nods, eyes gleaming. ‘Yeah, anything. And I can’t do shit about it. I love that. But when she gets home and she’s mine again… it’s like falling in love for the first time.’

I exhale and drain the rest of my beer in one go. How would I feel if Kat started meeting Don in private? I can’t say. It would probably tear me apart.

‘Have you ever eaten a creampie?’

His question catches me by surprise. I shake my head in equal parts shock and disgust.

‘It’s not for everyone,’ he says, noticing my discomfort. ‘It’s pretty humiliating, but also weirdly liberating.’

‘Not something I wanna do.’

I sit in silence for a moment, fingers picking at the label on my bottle. All I can see in my mind is Kat, splayed out on our bed, her gaping pussy leaking Don’s come. Would I ever put my face there? Would I put my tongue inside and taste it? I shudder.

‘Hey, you want to see our wedding?’

Allen doesn’t wait for me to respond. He holds out his phone and moves closer to let me see. There’s a picture of him in a sharp blue suit, standing next to a gorgeous Asian woman in a white dress. They’re both beaming.

‘You both look great,’ I say, with a nod. ‘She’s lovely.’

‘Yeah, she is.’ He drags his finger over the screen and the image moves. Now I can see a new figure standing to the other side of his pretty wife, with one large, black hand on her hip.

‘Holy fucking shit.’ My mouth drops open. ‘Don was at your wedding?’

Allen laughs. ‘He was my best man. That was a hell of a wedding night, let me tell you. Miko said it was the best night of her life.’

‘Wow.’

I reach forward and grab another beer. I hand one to Allen and take another for myself. It’s strange. I barely know this guy, yet I’m able to relate to him. I can talk about being a cuckold. He’s way more into this lifestyle than I am, but at least I don’t have to hide it around him. I allow a moment of silence to pass before I ask the question that’s been bugging me since Don called earlier.

‘What’s going on, Allen? Why are we here?’

He shoots me a look, as though he’s internally debating whether to tell me a secret. Finally, he says, ‘If Don didn’t tell you, I’m not gonna say. But it won’t be long now.’

I sit in silence and drink my beer. An uneasy feeling settles over me like it always does when Don puts a plan in motion. I hate not knowing what’s on that man’s mind – almost as much as I hate when he puts his thoughts into motion.

The laptop suddenly comes to life. At the same time, the TV on the wall wakes up, displaying the same image as the smaller monitor. The two are linked. A familiar chiming sound plays through hidden speakers all around the room. There’s an incoming call.

‘Showtime,’ Allen says, with obvious relish in his voice. ‘You ready?’

He doesn’t wait for me to answer before he leans forward and answers the call. The TV goes black, then a picture comes through. It’s a video call. It looks like a handheld camera – good quality, barely a hint of blur or fuzziness – and it’s pointing straight at Don Maclean’s smiling face. He’s holding the camera on himself. Looks like he’s standing in a well-lit bathroom. Bright white tiles fill the wall behind him.

‘Hello, boys,’ he says.

‘Hi, Don!’ Allen’s reply is immediate and enthusiastic.

‘Where’s the other one?’ Don frowns at the camera. ‘Where’s Dick?’

‘I’m here!’

Allen taps the edge of the computer. ‘You need to sit over here, where he can see you.’

I spy the small camera in the laptop’s frame, pointing straight at the couch where Allen is sitting. I steel myself and move over to sit next to him.

‘Dick!’ Don grins, knowing how irritating I find it when he calls me that. ‘Good to see you. Hope you’ve both been behaving while I’ve enjoyed the company of your wives.’

‘You bet!’ Allen reminds me of a small dog begging for treats. ‘Just like you told me.’

I nod, keeping both hands on the bottle of beer in my lap. That uneasy feeling grows larger and larger. No matter what happens tonight, it’s going to humiliate me and break me and assert Don as the alpha male in my marriage.

‘I’m sure you’ve missed your girls this week,’ Don says, grinning into the camera, ‘so why don’t we go say hello to them, huh?’

He starts walking. The camera turns. He walks out of the bathroom and into a lush hotel room. It looks more like a honeymoon suite than the kind of room a businessman would book while he’s out of town. It’s a room of luxury. The bed is enormous. I glimpse a complex technical setup resting on a desk – probably a computer and all the equipment he would need to stream this call to us – before the camera comes to rest on two women. My heart skips a beat. They both look beautiful. I instantly recognize Kat. The other woman I’ve seen only once before, in a photo on Allen’s phone. It’s Miko.

Both women are dressed to the nines, with flawless hair and makeup. They look spectacular. My jaw hangs open. They’re both wearing long dresses, but different styles. Miko wears a black cocktail dress with a red flower print, with a low cut at the chest. But Kat’s outfit is even more daring. It’s a gold cocktail dress with razor-thin spaghetti straps and a plunging neckline that shows off both her breasts and the lack of a bra. I get a glimpse of a long slit going up to her hip. The women both drink from champagne glasses filled with bubbling liquid.

‘Don’t they look great tonight, boys?’ There’s a smile in Don’s drawling voice. He pans the camera up and down the women. They smile and wave at the lens. At us. At their husbands. ‘We did some great work today, so I treated them to dinner.’

‘Baby, you look so hot!’ Allen says, staring at the massive TV with unmistakable delight on his face. ‘Where did you get that dress?’

‘Thank you, baby,’ Miko says, blowing a kiss to her husband. ‘Do you like it? Don bought them for us. He bought some other clothes as well…’

Miko grabs her dress and parts it. Her dress has a similar slit running up the thigh. She flashes her legs and we see her stocking-clad leg, with the barest hint of a suspender belt.

‘Holy shit!’ Allen is almost giddy with excitement. ‘You went to dinner in that?’

‘You bet they did,’ Don says, from behind the camera. He moves in closer so that our wives’ faces fill the screen, larger than life. ‘No underwear, either. My rules.’

‘Fuck,’ I say, in a half-gasp and half-groan. It’s starting to dawn on me what his plan is for us tonight and the room feels ten degrees too hot for me.

‘We’ll get to that…’ I hear Don’s throaty chuckle. ‘But first, do you girls wanna say anything to your boys?’

Miko says, ‘Be good until I get home.’ She giggles and pokes out her tongue.

‘And you?’

My wife’s gorgeous face fills the massive TV screen. Her smoky eyes and deep red lips look incredible. I haven’t seen her wear such flawless makeup since our wedding day.

‘I love you.’ Kat smiles at me. ‘I can’t wait to come home to you.’

My heart aches. Allen nudges me and winks. He’s got the biggest shit-eating grin I’ve ever seen in my life. You would think that he was the one in that hotel room, not watching it over a live stream from a thousand miles away.

‘Now, boys, I’m gonna give you 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 in 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…’

Miko turns to my wife with a lusty expression. Their lips meet. I gasp. Never, in my wildest, most erotic dreams did I dare to believe that my wife would make out with another woman. It’s one of my oldest, most private fantasies. I haven’t fantasized about it in years; not since I was a younger man. But here it is. Live. Captured on camera. My balls tighten.

The two women passionately kiss. Miko is more experienced in this area and seems to enjoy bringing Kat out of her shell. Their tongues swirl together. My wife moans. Holy fucking shit. I can’t believe this is real.

Miko bites Kat’s bottom lip. Kat gasps. Miko kisses my wife’s neck, hitting that sweet spot I know she loves so much. Kat looks into the camera with lusty, glazed eyes. I never knew that she would be turned on by kissing another woman – hell, she always shot the idea down in the past – but Kat is enjoying it more than she expected.

Don steps back with the camera. Miko’s free hand is gently groping and squeezing my wife’s breast. My jaw hangs open. I must look like an idiot.

‘Shit,’ Allen says, adjusting the front of his pants. ‘Oh, my God…’

‘Yeah.’ It’s the only word I can formulate right now.

Miko’s hand slips inside Kat’s low-cut gold dress and now she’s cupping my wife’s bare breast. Kat’s expression is one of total desire. She’s really into this. Like, all the way into it. I never dreamed…

‘You ever kissed a girl before, Kat?’ Don’s voice is soaked in wicked amusement. He’s loving this. Not just watching two married women make out, but knowing that we’re a thousand miles away and helpless to intervene.

‘No. Never.’

‘You ever thought about it?’

‘No. Derek has. I know he would like it.’

‘You think he’s enjoying this now?’

She nods. Miko gently bites Kat’s neck and my wife gasps in pleasure. Miko gently nudges the thin straps of Kat’s dress aside and the thin dress slides down my wife’s body.

I gasp in shock. My wife is naked, except for a pair of stockings attached to a suspender belt. Her mound is completely bare, either shaved or waxed perfectly clean for Don’s pleasure. She looks like the ultimate fantasy. Even in my craziest, most intense masturbatory moments, I could never imagine her looking this good.

‘How do her tits feel, Miko?’ Don’s voice is lower now. Softer. He sounds just as hungry as I feel. My cock is so hard it almost hurts.

‘So good. I love them.’ Miko stops kissing my wife’s neck and brings her lips to kat’s hard nipples instead. My wife’s face is a picture of surprised delight. Her little erotic gasps make my cock feel as hard as iron.

‘Goddamn…’ Allen’s voice is barely a whisper now. He adjusts the front of his pants again.

‘They look beautiful, don’t they?’ Now Don is talking to us from behind the camera. ‘Two gorgeous ladies… all for me. Kat, why don’t you help Miko out of that dress?’

My wife doesn’t hesitate for a moment. Miko turns her back to us and Kat grabs the zip at the base of the other woman’s neck and slowly pulls it down. I can hear Allen’s heavy, excited breathing next to me.

Kat opens Miko’s elegant dress and gently eases it to the floor. Now Miko is naked. The two women are wearing identical lingerie. Miko’s cleft is also perfectly clean. They look like two perfect pornstars, two fearless fucktoys. They are both smiling into the camera.

‘Show the boys Miko’s new jewelry.’ Don is getting used to his role as director for this event. ‘Show them what I bought her.’

My wife kneels next to Miko and grabs her butt. The camera moves closer. Kat spreads Miko’s ass cheeks and reveals a little purple jewel nestled there.

‘It’s a butt plug!’ Kat beams with excitement. ‘It looks so cute!’

Kat kisses Miko’s ass cheeks and caresses her firm ass. My cock is hurting now. This is almost too much to take.

‘How long have you been wearing this, Miko?’ Don places a hand on her ass too, giving it a playful squeeze.

‘All night,’ she says, with a naughty giggle. ‘I’m so fucking wet right now.’

‘Really?’ Don sounds amused again. ‘How wet is she, Kat?’

My eyes are glued to the screen. I watch my wife cup another woman’s bare pussy and gently stroke her lips.

‘So wet…’ Kat holds up her fingers to show Miko’s sticky juices.

‘Delicious.’

Don moves back and stands up again. Kat stands and Miko embraces her in a tight kiss, their arms entwining each other. The champagne glasses sit on a table, forgotten.

‘Kat, have you ever been with a woman before?’ Don frames the camera, allowing us to see the clear excitement on our wives’ faces. Kat’s nipples are rock-hard already.

‘No,’ she says. ‘I kissed a girl on a dare one time, but nothing like this…’

‘Lucky me.’ Don sounds like he knows all this, but wants to hear them tell us. ‘Would you ladies like some company?’

‘Yes, please!’ Miko grins at the camera. ‘You know how much I need a real cock in my life.’

Allen moans.

‘Come over here.’ Don’s command is gentle but firm. Not that either of these women would dare oppose him. His authority is absolute and their desire is unmatched. They couldn’t say no even if the room was on fire.

Our wives approach the camera and sink to their knees. Our wives grab this man’s pants and unbutton him. Our wives ease Don’s pants to the floor and look up at the camera – at us, their husbands – with clear delight.

‘Holy shit, this is so fucking hot.’ Allen keeps grabbing at his pants, as though trying to stop from openly jerking off but also desperate to touch himself.

Don laughs. He keeps the camera trained on the two kneeling women. They pull his shorts down and giggle with glee when his semi-hard cock springs free. I swallow. My throat is tight. Breathing is hard. I want to see this so badly, but at the same time, I want to run away. My ass feels like it’s been glued to the couch. I’m not going anywhere.

Our wives kiss Don’s huge black cock with gentle love and affection. There’s a look of pure devotion in Kat’s eyes that cuts me to the core. Not once have I seen her look up at me with that expression. Never. His cock is something different from mine.

‘Ain’t it good to finally get a real cock?’ Don says, keeping the camera focused tight on the two women kissing and worshipping his manhood.

‘So fucking good.’ Miko doesn’t miss a beat. Allen groans again beside me.

Kat nods, looking into the camera. Into my eyes. Into my heart. She glides her tongue up and down her boss’s huge cock, looking at me the whole time.

‘Allen, have you shown Dick why your wife needs a man like me?’

‘N-not yet…’ Allen grasps the front of his pants. I shoot him a look, begging him not to start jerking off in front of me.

‘Show him.’

Allen looks at me. His cheeks flush dark with shame but his eyes gleam in excitement. He stands and drops his pants to the floor.

‘C’mon man, what the fuck-’ I say, ready to jump out of here. But then I freeze. The other man holds the bottom of his shirt higher, letting me see his entire crotch area. I don’t want to stare at another man’s junk, but what I see catches me by surprise.

His manhood is covered in a tight plastic sheathe, secured in place at the tip by a piercing, and locked behind his balls by metal rings. It takes me a few seconds to realize what I’m seeing here.

‘It’s a cage,’ Allen says, shrugging in embarrassment. ‘I’m not allowed to have sex with my wife unless Don allows it.’

‘What the fuck…’ I keep staring at the cage in disbelief. I’ve never seen one in real life before. I knew they existed, but this is the first time I’ve seen a guy wearing one. It looks so cruel and secure and definitive. His manhood is utterly trapped and crushed inside the device. His total length from base to tip is maybe just under two inches.

‘It’s part of my punishment…’ His red cheeks flush even darker. ‘For being a failure as a man.’

‘How do you take it off?’

‘With a key.’ Don’s voice brings us both back to the present. Allen sits back on the couch. He remains partially undressed, leaving his caged cock on display. ‘Show them the key, Miko.’

Miko smiles into the camera, her lips wrapped around Don’s shaft. She holds up her left hand to reveal a shiny silver chain adorned with a single key. Allen moans again. She grips Don’s cock with that same hand and begins stroking him into her mouth, the key swinging back and forth. Kat giggles. She starts licking and sucking Don’s firm balls.

We’re now watching our wives lick and suck and stroke Don’s cock in some hotel room halfway across the country. Allen paws desperately at the cage, but it’s secure. With the tight metal rings at one end and the piercing at the other, his cock is not getting free any time soon.

‘Does that hurt?’ I say, my eyes darting between Allen’s cage and the sights on the TV screen.

‘It did at first. Now I’m used to it. It feels like wearing really tight speedos.’

Don’s throaty chuckle pulls my attention back to the action. He places one large hand on Miko’s head and rocks her back and forth, helping her to blow him just right.

‘Don’t worry about the cage,’ Don says. ‘We’ll look into one for you too, Dick.’

I swallow hard. That’s not a joke or an idle threat. I know his games too well. I stay silent instead and watch.

Miko sucks Don’s cock for a few long moments before she moves aside and lets Kat take over. I grip the couch with both hands. My wife looks up into the camera and begins blowing him. There’s no shyness or hesitation in her movements. She’s eager and keen and happy to do it. I had no idea she would react like this to a camera in the room. One time I tried to sneak a picture of her riding my cock and she lost it. But with Don… well, he’s a different breed of man. He’s the kind of man women will do anything to please.

‘Fuck…’ Don’s moan of pleasure is magnified by the speakers and echoes from every direction at once. It hits me in the chest like a bass note at a concert. He slowly pumps his cock in and out of Kat’s mouth while she looks up at me with sheer erotic desire in her eyes. He could do anything and she would thank him for it.

After a few long minutes, Kat eases back. Miko steps forward and the two women place their lips on the head of Don’s huge and fully erect cock. They partially run their tongues over his shaft and partially make out together.

It feels like I’m having a knife swirled through my chest. This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. It’s like watching my wife do porn. But I’m not in the room to enjoy it and I’m not the one she’s sucking. Don hasn’t just taken my wife. He’s taken all the fantasies I’ve ever had and inserted himself into them. From this moment on, if I even dream about having my wife and another woman at the same time, I’ll picture Don in my place.

Fuck. Fucking motherfucker. Is there anything this man won’t take from me?

‘Good girls.’ Don pats them both on the head with his free hand. ‘Why don’t you get on the bed now.’

The girls giggle and climb up onto the massive hotel bed. They kneel next to each other, naked and ready. Miko squeezes my wife’s breasts. Kat’s face looks flushed and excited.

‘Which one should I fuck first, boys?’ He points at Kat. Then at Miko. ‘Eeny… meeny… miny… moe.’

‘Please fuck Miko!’ Allen’s voice is thin and reedy now. ‘Please fuck my wife, sir! Fuck my wife for me!’

Don’s throaty chuckle makes my head spin. He keeps the camera trained on the two horny naked women on the bed. Kat passionately kisses Miko. Their hands are all over each other. It looks like Kat is letting go of all her inhibitions right now.

‘Tell you what…’ Don steps closer to the bed, getting a great view of the women. ‘Because this is Kat’s first threesome, why don’t we let her go first? I’ve got plenty of ideas for your wife, Allen, don’t you worry about that.’

‘Thank you, sir.’

‘How does that cage feel?’

‘Tight.’

Don laughs and says, ‘I bet it would feel even tighter if we accidentally left that key in this room, huh?’

Allen groans.

‘Miko, honey…’ Don moves closer to the passionately kissing women. ‘Can you get Kat ready for me?’

Miko smiles at the camera. She leans forward and places her head between my wife’s splayed legs. Kat gasps. Don holds the camera perfectly, capturing both Miko’s lapping tongue and my wife’s rapturous expression. Her moans fill the air in our room. I can feel her pleasure in my soul.

‘You ever had another woman lick your pussy before, Kat?’ Don places a hand on her cheek, as though he owns her. She doesn’t shrug him off.

‘No.’ Kat’s response is a pleasured gasp.

‘Does it feel good?’

She nods, moaning louder. Don moves. He climbs onto the bed and stands over the women. Kat takes his cock in her mouth and sucks him. Don angles the camera to capture everything – his cock in my wife’s mouth and Miko lapping at her pussy.

‘Oh, my God…’ The moan escapes my mouth. I’m massaging the front of my pants.

‘This is amazing,’ Allen says. He keeps squeezing and rubbing his small cage as if it will suddenly open and grant him access.

Don moves again. He steps over to a clear part of the bed and lays down, hard cock throbbing on the screen. Miko stops licking Kat’s pussy and the two women crawl closer to their big, black goal.

‘Kat first,’ Don says, taking her by the hand.

My wife beams with pleasure. She mounts her lover with obvious excitement, pleased to finally have him to herself for a moment. Don aims the camera to show every graphic detail. Kat grasps his thick manhood and gently sinks over him. Her womanhood stretches, stretches, stretches, opening wide to receive him. She moans with the sensation of pleasure and pain as he pushes her tight entrance to its limits.

Then his thick dark shaft slips inside and she sinks into his lap. He is inside her. He isn’t wearing protection. He is doing whatever he wants, while I sit here like a chump, massaging my hard cock.

‘Holy fucking shit…’ The sound of Kat’s ecstatic voice makes me want to come already. I love hearing that desperate, lustful edge in her voice… if only she made those sounds when I made love to her.

Kat starts to ride her boss. The camera picks out every intimate detail. The way her pussy lips grip his thick black shaft. Her half-open mouth and glazed eyes. Her hard nipples and swaying breasts. His black fingers clutching her thighs. It’s not porn; it’s art, and my wife is the focus.

We both watched in slack-jawed awe as my wife rides her boss. Miko licks Kat’s breasts and teases her nipples. Allen moans at my side, whispering encouragement to his filthy wife. Miko reaches between Kat’s legs and gently teases my wife’s clit. Kat starts moaning even louder now. Her movements become more and more frantic. Her hips buck and rock. She’s no longer riding Don – she’s desperately fucking him. My wife is bouncing on his cock, using him to get herself off.

‘Are you gonna come?’ Don sounds amused by how quickly Kat’s orgasm is approaching.

‘Yes!’

‘Tell me how good it feels.’

‘So fucking good! I love your cock! It’s so big! I love it!’

Kat’s frantic, wailing cries hit me like slaps to the ear. She’s forgotten all about the camera. She’s forgotten that I’m watching them. She’s forgotten that we’re married. The only thought going through her mind right now is the sheer, unadulterated pleasure of his cock.

Miko strokes Kat’s clit and makes her moan even louder. It doesn’t take long. My wife starts to shudder. She sinks into Don’s lap, taking the entire length inside her. Kat’s moans become desperate, throaty, passionate cries of lust. Her face is contorted by pleasure. Miko laughs and keeps teasing her clit. Kat’s orgasm explodes as I’ve never seen or heard before. She claws at Don’s firm stomach, eyelids fluttering, mouth gaping, completely incapable of stopping them from increasing her pleasure. It’s the most intense thing I’ve ever seen.

Finally, Kat slumps forward onto Don. He drops the camera. For a moment, the screen is black. Panic grips me – what if the stream cuts out? But Miko picks up the camera, a delighted smile on her face. She turns the camera around.

My wife lays on top of her big, black boss. His cock is buried inside her. They passionately kiss. His hands grip and squeeze her ass. Her hips gently move, rocking his cock back and forth. The image hits me like a bucket of freezing water. There’s something romantic about them together. It’s passionate and tender.

Fuck.

Miko moves around the bed and positions the camera between Don’s legs, giving us an extreme close-up of his come-coated cock sliding in and out of Kat’s stretched pussy. It’s hypnotic. I squeeze my cock even harder. If Allen wasn’t here, I’d be jacking off like this was my last night on earth.

The camera moves again. Miko passes it back to Don. Kat climbs off, looking relaxed and exhausted. She wears a satisfied smile, the type of smile a husband can’t give his wife. Don gets to his knees.

‘Now, let’s take care of Miko.’ Don points to the bed. Miko gets on her back, legs spread wide for him. He kneels before her. ‘Seeing as you can’t do it, right, Allen?’

‘Thank you, sir!’ Allen’s voice is somewhere between a groan and a gasp.

Don gently strokes Miko’s swollen and glistening sex. She moans. Kat leans over and kisses Miko’s pink and puffy womanhood. I gasp.

‘How does she taste?’ Don runs a loving hand on my wife’s head, keeping her in position. Kat’s tongue flickers back and forth on the other woman’s clit.

‘Nice.’

Don films them together for a minute or two, documenting the first time my wife has ever tasted another woman. I keep squeezing my cock. It feels like my balls are ready to burst. I can’t describe the erotic agony swirling around inside me right now. I’m watching my wife do things that she would never, ever do with me or for me. Her tongue caresses another woman’s sweet pussy while someone films them. And I’m here, miles and miles away, helpless to join in.

‘You’re a natural.’ Don chuckles. ‘Do me a favor, Kat. Can you take out the plug that’s nestled in Miko’s ass for me?’

Allen paws at his cage in furious desperation now. He reminds me of some kind of animal trying to get food from a sealed jar. It would be funny if it wasn’t so pathetic.

My wife giggles. She sounds both horny and excited. She reaches under Miko’s legs and gently grips the base of the plug with a thumb and finger. Miko’s moans of pleasure turn to a single throaty groan. Kat gently pulls the plug. Miko’s ass gives it up willingly. She moans with pleasure the whole time. Her empty, unfilled asshole is stretched and ready. Kat holds up the plug to show the camera. It’s a lot thicker than I would have expected. I can’t believe something that wide could fit in such a tight hole…

Kat moves out of frame. When she returns, the plug is gone. She kisses Miko’s smooth mound.

‘Keep doing that,’ Don says. ‘I’m gonna fuck her ass.’

Allen groans again. ‘Thank you, sir!’

‘Pay attention, Dick. This hole is mine. I’m the only one who gets to use it.’

I swallow hard. Is this my future? Is this really why I’m here tonight? One day, Don will cage my cock and keep my wife’s tight asshole for himself while I moan and thank him for the honor. Why does that thought make my cock even harder? My hand squeezes again. God, I’m so fucking hard. It feels like I could come.

Don’s huge black length moves back into the frame. His shaft is coated in my wife’s orgasm. He presses the tip against Miko’s ass. Miko nods in desperate encouragement, eyes gleaming with desire. She moans over and over. Don gently pushes forward. Miko’s ass slowly takes his thickness inside. Her moans are incredible.

We’re both transfixed, eyes glued to the TV. Miko’s moans are a sweet mixture of pleasure and pain, but she’s so into the moment that she doesn’t stop him. Kat gently kisses and licks Miko’s clit. The thick head of Don’s cock finally slips inside Miko’s tight ass and he groans in lust.

‘I swear, Miko, your ass gets tighter every time I fuck it.’

Her response is a strangled moan. Her face is warped in lust. She grabs Kat’s head with both hands, keeping my wife’s face buried in her sex.

Don slowly starts to fuck Miko in the ass. He plunges a little deeper with every stroke. I can’t believe that her ass can take it. His cock is almost inhumanly large, yet this woman can take it in her tightest hole without too much difficulty.

‘God, I wish I could fuck your ass, baby.’ Allen is damn near groaning in pleasure and agony.

‘No!’ Miko spits out the word in a gasp. ‘This ass… is for real men!’

Allen moans. It’s like the humiliation is sending him into overdrive.

I keep squeezing my cock, fondling myself through my pants. Kat laps at Miko’s beautiful pussy. Don’s huge black shaft plunges into Miko’s ass over and over. The color contrast between his dark skin and Miko’s Asian tone is almost as wonderful as watching him fuck my wife.

They fuck faster and deeper and harder. Don’s cock fills Miko’s tight ass over and over and over. She almost howls with pleasure. Kat continues licking her clit, sending Miko over the edge.

‘See how she comes, Allen? That’s what a real cock does to your slutty wife.’

Allen grips the cage with both hands, trying to jerk himself off through the metal prison. It doesn’t work. If anything, it looks intensely frustrating. Allen’s jaw is clenched with desperation.

Miko screams with pleasure. Kat laps faster and faster, tasting the other woman’s orgasm. Miko’s pussy contracts and spasms, her lips dripping with lust now. It’s the second most intense orgasm I’ve seen tonight.

The sound of her orgasm drives Don wild. He fucks her asshole harder now, pounding it without restraint. It looks painful, but Miko is wailing with pleasure.

‘Come for me!’ Don’s growl reverberates through the room. ‘Come for me while I fuck your ass!’

Her wail of pleasure grows in intensity. Her pussy contracts and opens again and again. She writhes in pleasure. She grips Kat’s head, holding my wife in place. Kat licks Miko’s pussy with frantic urgency now. It’s an incredible sight to behold.

‘Shit, you’re gonna make me come!’ Don grips Miko’s thigh a little harder. ‘You want me to come?’

‘God fucking yes!’ Miko’s strangled scream is filled with overwhelming passion.

Don fucks her with even greater lust now. He’s losing control, desperate to unload. Allen groans in rapturous agony beside me. We’re both staring at the screen, not daring to blink and miss anything. I can’t tear my eyes away from the sight of my wife lapping at another woman’s orgasming pussy. It’s the single hottest thing I have ever seen.

‘Fuck!’ Don says the word in a throaty grunt I know all too well. He’s about to come.

He eases back out of Miko’s ass and strokes his huge cock over my wife’s face. Miko keeps Kat’s head in place with a firm grip. Both women look desperate to receive his load.

‘That’s it,’ Don says, through gritted teeth. ‘Stay right there like that…’

Kat opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue, ready to take him. She holds Miko’s legs open wide, creating the perfect target for him. Don growls with fiery lust. He stops his frantic stroking for a moment and aims his cock.

He climaxes across both women. The first shot hits my wife’s face, splashing over her tongue and cheek. The second surge cascades over Miko’s soaking pussy. He groans with the power of his orgasm. Both women coo and purr in satisfaction. Kat grabs Don’s cock, replacing his hand, and jerks him off all over her face. She smiles as I’ve never seen her smile before.

‘You like that?’ Don says.

She nods. She turns and laps at Miko’s pussy again with her come-covered tongue. The other woman moans.

‘Give her a big kiss,’ Don says. ‘Share the love. You both earned it.’

Kat crawls over Miko until she’s lying on top. The two women passionately kiss again, swapping Don’s load between them. I grip my cock so hard it hurts. Then Kat finally rolls onto her back. They’re both smiling with total pleasure and satisfaction, lips smeared with Don’s come.

‘How was that?’ Don pats Miko’s leg. ‘Was that good?’

‘Amazing,’ Miko says. ‘I love when you fuck my ass.’

‘So good.’ Kat beams. ‘We should celebrate every contract closure like that.’

Don laughs. ‘Don’t you worry about that.’ He pans the camera up and down the women, showing their beautiful naked bodies, smiling faces, and well-fucked holes. ‘Anything you wanna say to the boys?’

Miko blows a kiss into the camera and smiles. Allen returns the gesture.

Kat says, ‘I love you, Derek.’

‘I love you too.’ I can’t help myself. My heart aches almost as much as my cock. I need her so badly. She’s never looked more beautiful than she does right now, splayed out on another man’s hotel bed, her mouth and cheeks gleaming with his come.

‘All right…’ Don climbs off the bed. He turns the camera around to film his face. ‘Hope you boys enjoyed living as me for a few minutes there. We’re gonna hit the shower and then I’m gonna fuck your wives until we need to check out tomorrow.’ He grins at us. ‘Is there anything you wanna say?’

‘Thank you, sir!’ Allen’s voice is little more than a breathless squeak now.’

Don nods his approval like a village elder presented with a tribute. ‘And you, Dick?’

I swallow my pride. ‘Thank you… sir.’

‘Have another beer. My driver will take you home.’

The screen goes black. The call ends. It’s finally over.

We sit on the couch in stunned silence for a moment. After a few beats, Allen turns to me.

‘You, uh, you want me to jerk you off?’

‘What?’ I can’t believe my ears. ‘No! I can do it myself.’

Allen raises his hands as if to say, ‘It’s cool.’ He grabs a fresh beer and offers me one.

‘That was so fucking hot,’ he says. I take the beer and pop the cap and drain about half of it in one go. ‘God, I love the way he fucks my wife.’

‘Yeah. Me too.’ I look down at the floor. Fuck, what is happening to me? I just saw my wife do things that she would never, ever do with me. But she did it all with him and she loved it.

Allen finally pulls up his pants. He blushes again. ‘Sorry about that. He likes it when I’m embarrassed.’

‘Yeah, I know. He does the same sort of stuff to me.’

We sit in silence for a while and drink a beer. Then another. The cloud of arousal seems to have lifted. Now we’re back to being two strangers again. I have a thousand questions to ask Allen about his relationship as a cuckold, but the words won’t come. I just want to go home and try not to think about everything I’ve seen tonight.

‘Gentlemen.’

A new voice grabs our attention. The limo driver is waiting in the doorway, a neutral expression on his unreadable face.

‘Time to go.’ Allen finishes his beer and puts the empty bottle on the table. I leave the rest of mine, unfinished.

We follow the driver through the house and back outside. It’s dark now. Dark, yet warm. It smells like rain is on the way.

I climb into the backseat of the limo. Allen gets in through the other side. There’s something on the seats. Two small CD cases. I pick it up and study it. Looks like a freshly burned disc.

‘What’s this?’ Allen says, holding it up to the driver.

‘Mister Maclean wanted you both to have a personal copy of the video.’ The driver turns on the engine and starts moving.

Allen beams with delight. ‘Oh, my fucking god! This is so hot!’

I turn the blank case in my hands, handling it with care as if it could cut me.

‘I can’t wait to put this with the others!’ Allen nudges me. ‘Pretty cool, right?’

‘Uh… yeah. What do you mean, the others?’

He gives me a mischievous grin, like a kid who got six nuggets instead of five. ‘I got a few other videos of Don and Miko. Some older ones of Miko with other boyfriends over the years. But this one is the best ever! Can’t wait to watch it again.’

His enthusiasm is infectious. I study the disc, recalling all the incredible images that it contains. My dick swells and throbs again.

‘Does he do this often?’ I say. ‘Make movies like this?’

‘Not all like this. Only when he goes away for business and takes his assistants. Mostly, I’ve got short phone videos of Miko blowing him. One time they let me hold the camera while they fucked right here in the backseat.’

I glance over at the little cabinet full of sexual aids and unconsciously shift my weight, trying to sit at the far edge of the seat.

‘I’ll show you the video sometime if you want.’ Allen shrugs, to show it’s no big deal. ‘It’s pretty hot.’

The car rolls to a stop. Allen glances outside and says, ‘This is me. Great meeting you, Dick. Hope we can do it again!’

He hops out of the car and slams the door.

‘It’s Derek,’ I say, with a sigh.

****

I enter my dark and quiet home and close the door. Why does it seem like Don takes another part of me every single time he does this? I was never like this. Once upon a time, I would have squared up with a guy who checked out my wife. Now, I’ll sit back meekly and let someone else use her to fulfill all my wildest fantasies. Life comes at you fast.

I walk past framed wedding photos, forcing myself not to look at them. How could I have known back then how things would turn out? What would I have done if I did know? It’s a crazy question.

My computer is still asleep. I slump into the cracked leather chair and wiggle the mouse. The screen comes back to life, bringing me straight to the background wallpaper. It’s a picture of me and Kat on one of our anniversaries, smiling happily. My eyes linger over her lips. All I can see is her come-coated smile.

I toss the blank disc onto my desk with a sigh. No, I’m never going to watch that. It’s a permanent reminder of my failure as a husband and a man. Probably better to toss it in the trash and never think about it again.

My phone buzzes for attention. I take it out of my pocket and see the familiar picture of my smiling wife. She’s calling me. My heart leaps into my throat.

‘Kat?’ I crush the phone to my ear. ‘You there?’

‘Hey.’ Her voice is quiet. The background is muted. ‘I’m in the bathroom. I wanted to call you. Is… is everything okay?’

I force a chuckle. It doesn’t sound relaxed or easy. ‘Yeah, why wouldn’t I be okay? How are you?’

‘Are you sure?’ Worry seeps into her voice now. ‘I can’t see you. All I wanna do is hold you… this doesn’t mean anything, you know that, right? This is just part of my job. And you agreed to it, too.’

I close my eyes for a long moment and let out a silent sigh. She’s right, of course. We both agreed to this arrangement. We both signed the contract. I gave my explicit consent for Don to fuck Kat once a month – at least – until we both decide to walk away.

‘Yeah, yeah I did agree to it. I just… I didn’t think it would be like this. It’s much harder this time around.’

‘Your cock?’ There’s a smile in her voice.

I laugh. ‘Sure. My cock was pretty hard watching that. Not gonna lie. I just wish I could have been more involved. It was difficult to watch, I don’t know why.’

She sighs. ‘I know. I wish you were here, too. I miss you. I need to hold you. Especially after that. I need some tenderness.’

There’s a sound in the background now. A muffled moaning. It sounds like Miko.

‘What’s that noise?’ I try to ignore the stiffening in my pants. What the fuck is wrong with me tonight?

‘Miko.’ I hear a door opening. The sound of moaning becomes much clearer and more distinct. ‘She’s enjoying round three.’

‘Round three? Jesus, already?’

Kat laughs. It’s a naughty, excited sound. ‘Yeah. He’s pretty insatiable tonight.’

‘What are they doing?’ I can’t help myself. I lean forward in my chair. All that angst and jealousy and insecurity wash off me like soap in the shower. Now I’m eager and excited and aroused all over again.

‘Well…’ She pauses for a moment, taking in the sights. ‘Miko is on her hands and knees and Don is fucking her from behind. She can take it. He’s fucking her really hard.’

I make a little groan of pleasure and jealousy at the same time.

‘I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow when I get home.’ She sounds flushed, excited now. Like she wants to get off the phone and join them on the bed. ‘What are you going to do now?’

‘Now?’ My eyes drift over the computer – full of possibilities and pornography – before settling on the freshly-burned disc. ‘I’m gonna re-watch your movie, babe.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Don gave me a little gift. A copy of tonight’s feature.’

I hear her gasp. Can’t tell if it’s because of what I said or if something else is going on in the room.

‘He didn’t tell me he was gonna do that…’ Kat says, after a beat. ‘Do you think… maybe… could we watch it together when I get home? If you’re not sick of watching it, I mean.’

‘On one condition – you help me re-enact it.’

She laughs.

‘You’re on. I gotta go, it’s my turn.’ Those words made my cock stand at full attention. ‘I love you. See you tomorrow.’

‘I love you too.’

Just as she hangs up, I hear one long, soft moan of pleasure escape her lips. I unzip my pants and insert the disc into my computer. It starts playing straight away. I see Don’s smiling face in the bathroom, with a smaller image in the bottom right corner showing the view from the laptop camera. Allen sits in the middle of the frame, a big grin on his face.

I start watching the video all over again, slowly stroking my cock. I masturbate over the home movie another man filmed with my wife.

This is my life now.

###
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