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Chapter 1

 


“Well, he's had a good run. Shall we call him back?”
 

“What? Why? He’s having a good time.”
 

Despite my best efforts I felt my lip stiffen slightly.
 

“Oh God John! You are such a bore sometimes.”
 

Sigh. A quick glance sideways revealed Olivia to be shaking her head. Most likely rolling her eyes at the same time.
 

I couldn’t help it. It just wasn’t proper. “What if someone else comes to the park?” I asked.
 

For some reason, at that moment, Lenny stopped mauling the stick he had in his mouth and stared at us, as if he knew we were talking about him. One ear flopped to the side for maximum-dog-doofus effect.
 

Lenny was our neighbours dog who we walked every few days when she had a late shift and couldn’t get home.
 

Olivia giggled. Even though it wasn’t hers, she loved that dog so much. “Yeah. For sure. No, that’s definitely something to think about,” she said. “After all we’ve been coming to this park at this time for the better part of a year now at the same time every three days and no one has ever shown up. But you never know, right?”
 

I bristled at her ribbing, but in a friendly way. I liked her playful. “I just think a dog should be on a lead, is all.”
 

“Mmhmm. Yup. I know.”
 

I couldn’t help but smile. Another glance at Olivia revealed that she was wearing her biggest, goofiest grin staring at Lenny. “Who’s a good boy? Who’s a good boy?!?” She warbled, shaking her head and bending so her hands were on her knees.
 

The dog’s tail began to flap from side to side, thwomping on the ground as a big string of drool oozed out of its mouth and down the stick.
 

“Come on Lenny! Come on!” Olivia cried out.
 

This was the trigger that Lenny had been waiting for. He sprang up and began bounding towards us, a giant ball of lumbering yellow fur, tongue lolling out of one side of his mouth. Upon arriving he began spinning circles on the spot, the stick he was still carrying forming a knee-cracking arc we both had to jump away from.
 

Olivia burst into uproarious laughter.
 

I tried to keep my lip from tightening even more. “That dog is too fat.”
 

He was.
 

Olivia stood up, stared straight at me, put a fist on her hip and narrowed her eyes. The yellow glow of a streetlight a few dozen yards behind her gave her blonde locks and angelic glow. “Remind me why I married you again?” she asked.
 

“Because I have a thick cock and make a lot of money.”
 

This caused a smile to curl one side of her mouth. Then a giggle bubbled out of her. That particular joke was almost always a winner with Olivia. Unless she was really pissed.
 

With Lenny now staying obsessively by her side she walked up to me and put her arms around my neck. A sudden chill autumn breeze sent a shiver down her neck. “Right,” she said, eyeing me with one eye raised. “Then we better get home and put that first thing to some use.”
 

That was a suggestion I could get behind.
 

“Come on Lenny! Let’s go boy! We’re heading home!”
 

Four years of living in London had tempered Olivia’s Texas drawl but done little to dampen her fighting spirit and brash swagger. It was this un-Britishness which had attracted me to her in the first place. That and her all-American blonde cheerleader, Barbie-doll princess appearance. The only thing that didn’t fit the stereotype with Olivia was her razor sharp mind and even sharper wit.
 

We walked the mile or so holding hands and enjoying the stillness of a normally bustling street. We let Lenny into our neighbors house and he promptly took up his position in his favorite chair, let out a massive harrumph, then closed his eyes and fell asleep.
 

“Oh dogly-dogs!” Olivia said. She began walking towards him, hands poised for an ear-ruffling Lenny would not soon forget but I grabbed her arm.
 

“Let him sleep.”
 

“Oh but he’s so cute!” Olivia growled.
 

“He’ll still be cute tomorrow And the day after that.”
 

She turned and her eyes narrowed again. “You’re just horny and can’t wait to get your dick wet,” she said with a lascivious grin. She marched past me, smacked my ass and bounded up the stairs taking two at a time. “Better come and get it while it’s still warm!” she shouted.
 

This knocked me off balance and hardened my cock at the same time. It was this sort of thing, a complete and total disregard for propriety that I found fascinating about her. Despite her intelligence, or perhaps because of it, Olivia had no trouble calling a spade a spade.
 

I’d lived through many uncomfortable moments with Olivia sharing her opinion with my friends and acquaintances. These tirades were always peppered with expletives and involved GMO’s, unions, gluten and any other number of topics that were generally best left undiscussed in polite society when people were trying to get along. Polite smiles would be donned while I stood with burning cheeks and waited for the rant to burn out.
 

Nonetheless, I could never quite get enough of Olivia and I called myself lucky that I’d somehow managed to trick her into being my wife.
 

We walked across to our house and Olivia took off up the stairs, not bothering to remove her shoes, even.
 

I arrived in the bedroom to find Olivia already lying naked on the bed. While sometimes I found her directness discomforting, the bedroom was never one of those times. In there I found it intensely erotic.
 

She slid off the bed and onto her knees in front of me. Her hands reached up and she began unbuckling my belt, staring at me with her bright blue eyes and slightly parted mouth. She yanked my half-stiff cock out and without a moments hesitation sheathed it with her mouth.
 

The delicious warmth of the inside of her mouth flooded up my cock, up my spine and warmed the base of my brain. I grunted as her tongue flicked lazily back and forth along the underside of my cock, teasing me with what was next.
 

Olivia continued as I slipped my fingers through her silky hair. Then she began plying back and forth along my shaft, sucking me so that each time she came to the tip her lips would make a filthy slurping sound.
 

I looked down to find her staring up with sultry eyes. My little Texan whore. I was the luckiest fucking man alive.
 

Olivia sucked and stared until she tasted the first drip of my precum. She pulled her face off of my cock with one final lascivious gurgle before clambering backwards up onto the bed. There, hooked her arms behind her knees and rolled back, pulling her legs apart.
 

As she pulled her legs back, nearly to her head, the tight lips of her mound parted ever so slightly to reveal her glistening, pink flesh. Beneath that inviting slit was the winking eyelet of her back hole. The view was spectacular. The invitation, even more so.
 

“Come on,” Olivia whispered. Her lip curled in a nasty snarl. “Fuck me like a whore.”
 

Bracing myself against her toned thigh with a hand, I aimed the pulsing, purple head of my cock at her receptacle. I slathered myself in long strokes up and down her sweaty lips, then finally pressed against her hole and drove myself inside.
 

Nothing is more erotic to me than hearing that first gasp that Olivia makes when my cock enters her. This time was no different. Her lips parted and she sucked in a quick breath as my girth filled her tight wet hole.
 

She held her legs high in the air for me as I began sawing into her.
 

I couldn’t resist gazing down at my member disappearing into her soft flesh, the ugly ridges of vein that crawled along my shaft looking so nasty as they disappeared into her perfectly shaved, perfectly smooth flesh.
 

The whole thing had a good froth of nut churning at the base of my cock in no time.
 

Thankfully Olivia was always quick to come. Her already tight pussy squeezed around me as I thrust against her, trying to touch the softest part inside her. “Oh fuck John,” she moaned.
 

The orgasm seemed to burst inside her. I watched her face contort in pleasure. Her whole body shuddered beneath me as I raced towards my own release. She moaned again and then opened her eyes and looked into mine. Another half-snarl formed on her mouth. “Fuck it into me. Fill me up with your fucking cum.”
 

Slam.
 

The swelling ball of pleasure inside me ruptured. A hot blast of dopamine drenched through me as I soared over the peak of my climax. Another look at the lewd sight of myself disappearing inside Olivia’s beautiful pussy provided another blast of good.
 

Then it all started sucking back, back to the place it came with me trying to chase the tail of it and wring another few seconds of happiness out. When it was all over I looked up to find Olivia smiling at me. “Fuck, John. That was hot.”
 

I hauled my cock out of her, careful not to drip on the sheets.
 

Olivia continued to keep her legs spread, staring down her body at the place I’d just exited.
 

Though sex was over now and doing so was a little lewd, I couldn’t resist glancing there as well. Her normally tight hole was still closing which allowed me to see inside her body. Pink flesh was painted in sticky white as my seed frothed inside her. I found the view mesmerizing.
 

I looked up and Olivia was staring at me.
 

Without a word, she lowered her hand between her still-raised legs. She pressed two stiff fingers into herself and scooped out a healthy dollop of white goop. Staring into my eyes, she brought the fingers quickly to her mouth, stuck out her tongue and closed her lips around them like a lollipop.
 

She didn’t quite get a tight enough seal so that when she sucked the cum into her throat it was with another delectable slurping sound.
 

I was already hard again.
 

Olivia giggled as I spun her around to mount her from the back.
 






Chapter 2

 


It was my privilege to be in the employ of Mason Mason Lipscombe, though I hated the job itself. I’d read Law at Cambridge, which might make it seem that I’d been destined for greater things than municipal law but I’d never had a taste for international affairs nor the hours one needed to keep a job at a firm that dealt in them.
 

So, while somewhat miserable some of the time, the recompense was sufficient to keep Olivia comfortable as she clawed her way to being an international bestselling literary figure.
 

I jest, of course. Her doctorate in linguistics proved to have been a mistake she only realized she’d made once she had it. Thankfully for both of us, we met a month after her graduation and married shortly after that.
 

After living the life of a bored housewife being kept by her lawyer husband, she decided to give writing a try. The lifestyle suited her though I’m not sure she’d actually written anything down quite yet.
 

This kept me chained to my desk slaving over matters of great municipal import. That Monday morning’s offering was a particularly scintillating offering. A couple had completed their retaining wall with approval from the county. Unfortunately form 394-B had been filled out incorrectly. This error, like the doctorate, had only been exposed after structure was in place and now the county was threatening to tear down the wall.
 

As I said, riveting stuff.
 

I had just plunged elbows deep into this mire when the phone on my desk rang.
 

“Hey stud.” Olivia’s sultry voice on the other end of the line was the best kind of respite from my drudgery.
 

“Well good morning,” I said, cracking a smile and leaning back in my chair.
 

“How come you didn’t wake me up? I would have made you coffee.”
 

“Oh you just looked so angelic lying there sleeping. I made the coffee myself.”
 

“Oh stop it, John.”
 

“What? I’m being serious! You did!”
 

“More importantly than coffee,” she purred, “I missed my morning fuck.”
 

The most pleasant shudder raced through me. Olivia’s appetites were yet another reason I remained shackled. “How about I make it up to you tonight?” I asked.
 

“Hmm, that sounds like it might work,” Olivia said. Whenever she talked dirty, which was often, some of her southern drawl slipped back into her accent. “Can I suck you off again? Or have you had enough of that?”
 

Sweet mercy she was hot.
 

At that moment someone rapped on my door.
 

“Just a moment,” I said quietly into the phone. “Come!” My breath caught in my throat as Mason senior walked in. “Uh, I’ll have to call you back,” I muttered.
 

“Ooo, why? Is that the boss? Does he know you’re talking to your American wife about how you’re going to fuck her tonight?”
 

My neck started to heat up.
 

Mason senior waved his hand and shook his jowls. “Nonsense,” he said quietly. “Finish up.” Obviously I had not acted awkwardly enough for him to understand that this was not a business call.
 

I nodded, though. One did not say “no” to Mason senior. “So, as I mentioned, there will be some time between when they issue the order and when an actual demolition can begin.”
 

Olivia giggled on the other end. “I can only imagine how red you are right now. You know I’m lying here touching my pussy, don’t you? I’ve got it all wet and ready for you.”
 

If there had been any chance left of me not blushing that took care of it. My cheeks flared up and I could only imagine how red they got. “Yes. Of course. Thank-you and I’ll be in touch as soon as we hear anything. Goodbye.”
 

“Call me back. I have a question to as…”
 

I set the receiver back in the cradle and looked up at Mason senior with a smile.
 

“Things going well with the retaining wall file then? Good God man, open a window won’t you? You look like you’re about to self-ignite!” He pointed a stubby finger at my reddening cheeks.
 

“I’m fine, sir.”
 

He set the overflowing binder he’d been carrying onto my desk. “’Fraid we’ve got a bit of a glut going on. If you don’t mind taking this one, too? Another mis-filed 22-B. Ugly business.”
 

My shoulders sank slightly but Mason senior had already turned around.
 

He spun around. “And get yourself checked out! That could be blood pressure, you know? I’ve had a touch of it myself.” Spinning around, he slammed the door shut.
 

It seemed I was staying late tonight. I picked up the phone and dialed Olivia back.
 

“Hello?”
 

“Hello.”
 

“Well hello,” she purred on the other end.
 

My cock flopped like a fish on land in my lap. “You said you had something to ask?”
 

A moment of silence passed. “Yeah, right. So listen, before I say anything I just want you to know that it is totally cool if you say no to this.”
 

The whisper of a shiver feathered down my back. Olivia never began requests like that. Not that I remembered, anyways. “What is it?” I asked, not doing a very good job of keeping the discomfort out of my voice.
 

A deep sigh. “So, a friend of mine is coming to town…”
 

I relaxed and let out a breath. This didn’t seem strange at all. Olivia often invited her girlfriends when she was feeling a little homesick. “And you’d like to invite her? Of course dear. You know I don’t have any…”
 

“Hold on a sec. Hear me out,” she said, cutting me off. “So, it’s a guy.”
 

That funny little twist put a funny little twist in my stomach. It suddenly became very clear why Olivia was being so weird about this.
 

I swallowed whatever emotion had tightened my throat, back. I desperately wanted to be the man who said “of course dear. No trouble at all. Guy or no guy. A friend of yours is a friend of mine.”
 

But I had this thing, you see. This jealousy thing. It had reared its ugly head a few times but only after we’d gotten married. I had tried everything but just couldn’t shake it. When Olivia had dealings with other men I obsessed about her.
 

In my weaker moments I’d made her relate a full list of her past boyfriends and lovers.
 

I was, in fact, a little surprised that she would even come to me with a request like this, with how well she knew me.
 

I swallowed again, emotion gripping me once again by the throat.
 

“John? Are you there?”
 

“Yes. Of course I am.” The words came out as if I were on the shitter going for a squeeze.
 

“Okay, you know what, I’m sorry. It’s no big deal. I just thought…actually, I’m not sure what I was thinking. I’m sorry, John.”
 

God how bad that felt. She sounded like I was going to come home and beat her for asking, for fuck’s sake.
 

No. I knew I could do this. I knew I could be a better man. “Olivia,” I said, quietly and calmly as I could. “It’s totally fine.”
 

Silence. Then…
 

“John, it’s okay. You don’t have to do this. I…wasn’t thinking straight.”
 

“Olivia…”
“No really, John. Forget I said anything. Let’s pretend I didn’t, in fact. Maybe I can…”
 

“Olivia Everett-Thompson.”
 

Hearing her full name shut her up.
 

“As your husband and rightful master and commander I hereby order you to invite your friend to stay with us. If you do not, I can assure you that you will be disciplined by a strict and thorough correction upon my arrival this evening. Is that understood?”
 

Silence.
 

Then a tiny giggle. Then…
 

“It’s understood.” Her shy and submitting tone hardened my cock. “Okay. If you’re sure then I’ll invite him. But only if I get my correction anyway.”
 

Little slut.
 

“You’ll get what you deserve.”
 

“I can’t wait.” She whispered the words. Then she hung up.
 

As you can imagine, my day was no easier for the promise I’d made. In between phone calls with the municipal office and writing a case, in case we went to trial, I alternated between sheer terror and unquenchable lust.
 

Sheer terror because I could not imagine what it would be like having a male houseguest at home with Olivia while I was at work. Unquenchable lust at imagining what position she’d be in when I finally got home that night.
 

It made for a long day.
 

But in the end it paid off.
 

I walked through the door to find Olivia had handcuffed herself to the banister. She was wearing four inch stilettos and nothing else. She didn’t look back when I entered, merely bent forward, offering her round ass for my admonishment.
 

This girl didn’t fuck around.
 

I dropped my briefcase and walked towards her, my shoes clicking and clacking on the hardwood floor with each step.
 

Her ass was a masterpiece of flesh. It was ample and had an accentuated roundness to it by how toned she kept it and by the heels she was wearing.
 

I was hard as a rock already. Olivia had never expressed a penchant for anything rough in our lovemaking so I wasn’t quite sure how hard was going to be too hard, or not hard enough. Trying to play the center, I swatted across her ass cheek and let my hand fall away.
 

The flesh made a subtle, undulating wave.
 

Olivia gasped.
 

I decided to try a weightier hand. I slapped her other cheek and this time left my hand to linger and enjoy the heat.
 

“Harder.” The word came almost instantly after I’d spanked her.
 

It made my cock flex. I lifted my hand and let it fall, back on the first cheek this time and much harder.
 

Another gasp. Her body stiffened but as her tits swayed beneath her chest, the nipples stiffened to hard, pink buds.
 

I landed another smack on her bottom. This time she tugged at the handcuffs. She was really getting off on this.
 

A quick glance between her legs made me catch my breath.
 

A long strand of clear ooze hung from the left lip of her pussy, the end of it a clear orb of transparent goop. She had lubricated so much from my spanking that she was leaking.
 

I landed a few more firm swats on her ass until I was unable to take any more. I whipped my cock out and fucked it into her tight and gushing sheath.
 

Olivia moaned.
 

I grabbed a soft tit, found the tip of it and squeezed her nipple as I began my rut.
 

She shuddered beneath me.
 

I twisted.
 

She screamed.
 

For a moment I thought I’d gone too far but then she looked back, craning her neck to look at me, her eyes wild. “Again,” she whispered as her body bucked and the handcuffs clattered against the railing.
 

I pinched and twisted and my cock flexed inside her at her scream.
 

“Again,” she begged.
 

Pinch. Twist. Slap.
 

That did it. Olivia’s pussy clamped down on my cock. Her knees buckled and she came down slowly onto the ground as an orgasm tore through her.
 

I had to follow her down, fucking her the whole time, until she was nothing but a crumpled, quivering ball on the ground.
 

I erupted into her, spilling my seed deep inside her and roaring as I came. When it was over I staggered back. As my cock fell out of her a torrent of the cream I’d just ejaculated into her pussy rushed out. I watched with filthy glee as it pooled on the hardwood just beneath Olivia’s ass.
 

What a sight.
 

She turned towards me and smiled. “Just thought you might like a little kink with your fuck,” she whispered, then bit her lower lip.
 

“Me? Or you?”
 

Olivia shrugged. She was incorrigible.
 

I looked around until I found the keys she’d left on the key tray by the door. I unlocked the cuffs and helped her to her feet.
 

She leaned forward and kissed me. “Give me five minutes and I’ll come down to make you dinner.”
 

“You’re beautiful,” I whispered.
 

Olivia laughed. “I know what guys like.”
 

“Really, you’re beautiful.”
 

“Five minutes.” She pressed the tip of her finger against my nose. Then she spun around and danced up the stairs.
 

I allowed myself to stare at her gently swaying ass the whole way up. A bead of my sperm still clung to her peach-perfect pussy lips.
 

Olivia glanced back, shook her head and put a hand over her ass. “Oh John you’re so dirty,” she teased.
 

I fixed us drinks while she showered and changed. I was desperate to ask her more about her friend but equally desperate to seem casual about it. I waited until we were seated with our salmon, which took quite an effort on my part.
 

“So tell me, who’s this friend you called me about?” It was passably casual, I thought.
 

When Olivia bit her lip again and looked up at me with shy eyes the familiar pulse of jealousy ripped through me. She smiled a weak little smile. “I thought about calling you back. I was going to tell you over the phone and then…”
 

“And then?” I prodded. It was all I could do to keep from screaming the words at her.
 

She sighed, tilted her head to one side and smiled at me again. “You did that thing and I…I didn’t want it to be weird. I thought it wouldn’t hurt to tell you this way, too.”
 

“Tell me what, Olivia?” I was ready to erupt. What the hell was she going to tell me about this guy?
 

“Okay. You remember that time you made me tell you all about the guys I’d slept with?”
 

I remembered all too well. I nodded.
 

“I told you about Ben?”
 

Oh. Fuck.
 

Breathe. Swallow. Smile.
 

“Yes?”
 

“It’s him. He’s the guy that’s going to be in town. If you hate it we can totally still call it off.”
 

Hate it? I didn’t know what the hell I was feeling besides the ocean of jealousy I was swimming in. Slowly my senses began to return. Breathe. This will be fine.
 

This is not some ploy that Olivia has concocted to sleep with another man.
 

Fuck, how that thought stung.
 

Olivia with another man. It paralyzed me.
 

“John?” she asked quietly. “Are you alright?”
 

Breathe.
 

I did.
 

“I’m fine.”
 

“You hate it. It’s okay. I’m going to call it off.” She grabbed her phone and thumbed at the screen.
 

“No, wait.”
 

She stopped, looked up.
 

No, wait, what?
 

You can do this. Be a bigger man than you are.
 

“I want him to come.”
 

Olivia’s eyes widened a little. She shook her head, her disbelief obvious. “John you don’t have to…”
 

“I want to.”
 

“You do?”
 

I nodded.
 

Breathe. Swallow. Everything will be fine.
 

“Why?”
 

This part was harder. But I was going to do this. I had to.
 

“Olivia,” I said, putting my fork down and pushing my plate out of the way. I took her hand. “There’s one thing I hate about myself. It’s such an ugly part of me and I want to be rid of it. You’ve seen it and you’ve been so good about it. But I hate living with it. I’m tired of being jealous every time I seen you talk to another man. Maybe…maybe if I can get through this, invite Ben into our house, maybe it’ll get easier. Because I feel like if I can get through this, I can get through a lot. Does that make any sense?”
 

Olivia nodded. “It makes total sense, John. You’re sweet for offering and I love that you want to work on that part of you but I just want you to know I don’t care. It’s kind of sweet how jealous you get and I don’t mind. I’m yours. Totally yours. And if this isn’t something you want then…”
 

“No. It is,” I said, interrupting. “Don’t give me another chance to change my mind. I’d like to see this through.”
 

She let out a breath as she squeezed my hand. “I love you.”
 

“I love you, too,” I muttered, looking away. I was never any good with all that. “When is he coming anyway?”
 

“Wednesday. Around supper. I thought we could go out?” She looked so sweet and innocent and happy.
 

I was going to do this. I was sure of it.
 






Chapter 3

 


Wednesday came quickly. I fought waves of sudden panic in the interim. Each time I thought of Olivia and Ben alone together in the house I would feel mildly ill and start a message on my phone to call it off.
 

Every time I resisted. Deep breaths. Calm blue ocean. All that.
 

I raced home after a gruelling day on the phone with the wall people, among many other things, because I wanted to be there when Ben showed up. I wanted to see their very first moment, the first interaction.
 

In a strange and slightly twisted sort of way, I taunted myself with the possibility that they might kiss on the cheek. I had no idea what Ben looked like so a vague shadow of a man had to suffice in my imagination.
 

I parked the car and bounded up the steps of our house and ran inside. The house seemed completely transformed. The dining room we never used was bright, lit by the chandelier that hung over the table. Cutlery glimmered at the places that had been set. The smell of pork roast wafted from the kitchen.
 

“Hi!” Olivia poked her head out down the hall.
 

“Hi. I thought we were going out?”
 

She shrugged. “I changed my mind. We never eat in like this. I thought I’d make something.”
 

“Smells delicious.”
 

“Aw, thanks babe!”
 

I set my briefcase down and calmed my nerves. This was it. Ben was coming tonight and staying for five nights. There was nothing that could be done about it. I felt a little bit like I’d jumped out of a plane and forgotten my parachute.
 

I walked into the kitchen and over to the counter where Olivia was peeling carrots. I wrapped my hands around her waist to steel myself for what was about to happen.
 

“You sure you’re okay?” she whispered.
 

“Totally fine. I’ll be fine.”
 

“Okay,” she said and I heard her smile.
 

The doorbell rang.
 

A fierce jolt of adrenaline tore through me but I didn’t flinch. Instead I kissed Olivia cheerily on the cheek and walked back down the hall. “I’ll get it!” I called out.
 

With my heart thundering in my chest I wrapped my hand around the doorknob, twisted, and swung the door open.
 

My heart stopped.
 

Another jolt of adrenaline kicked it back to life.
 

“You must be John?”
 

The man standing outside was impeccably dressed. His french-cuffed shirt looked freshly starched, as if he hadn’t just spent fifteen hours in transit. A black jacket was draped over his arm. He was smiling widely holding his other hand outstretched, reaching for mine.
 

And he was black as night.
 

“Uh…sorry, did I get the right house?”
 

The question stirred me back to my life. “Of…of course. Forgive me. I…uh…”
 

Didn’t expect you to be black.
 

But I couldn’t really say that.
 

“Ben,” Olivia’s fawning voice next to me tightened my insides.
 

Ben turned his attention to her.
 

My eyes widened and my vision tunnelled, focusing desperately on their greeting.
 

He leaned forward. For a brief moment I thought he was going to kiss her and then he tilted his head and kissed the air about a foot away from her cheek. He did the same on the other side. I realized I was being ridiculous. I shook myself out of it. “Forgive me,” I said again. “It’s wonderful to meet you, Ben.”
 

His powerful grip was what one would expect from looking at him. He had the build of a liner-backer or whatever position attracts those refrigerator-sized men that play that ridiculous game Olivia always wants to watch in November.
 

He had obviously spent a fair chunk of his time lifting things because his muscles rippled beneath his shirt every time he moved.
 

Olivia squeezed my other hand.
 

“Please. Come in,” I said, moving to one side.
 

Ben smiled again and stepped in.
 

And somehow when he did a little sliver of the jealousy that had me in its deathly grip seemed to fall away. There he was. Olivia’s former lover had stepped into our house and nothing had come of it. The roof hadn’t collapsed. I hadn’t fainted. There we were, the three of us, acting like this man had never had his cock inside her cunt.
 

“Can I get you a drink?” Olivia asked.
 

“Uh, sure. What are we all having?”
 

“Scotch,” I replied. “And lots of it.”
 

One corner of Ben’s mouth curled up in a smile.
 

“Is that alright?” Olivia asked him, shooting me frown.
 

“Hey,” Ben answered. “It’s alright by me. He’s the boss.” He nodded towards me.
 

It was a silly thing to say but if it somehow nudged things further towards normal.
 

Olivia walked back into the kitchen to fix us our drinks.
 

“Let me show you your room,” I said to Ben, picking up his suitcase.
 

“Oh, hey, let me…”
“Nonsense. It’s my pleasure. Follow me.” We went upstairs and I showed Ben the guest room he’d be staying in across the hall from where Olivia and I had ours.
 

“John, I just want to let you know how much I appreciate this.”
 

“Nonsense,” I lied, “it’s no trouble at all.”
 

“No, really. I know that…I don’t know, maybe it’s a little weird because Olivia and I have a history but you are saving me from five days at the Hyatt outside Heathrow.”
 

“Dear God! Olivia didn’t say anything about that.” Which, on second thought, was probably a little strange. It would have sold me on this much easier. On the other hand, I hadn’t made it that difficult for her in the first place. Maybe she just didn’t think it was necessary.
 

“Have you…”
“Have I stayed there? No. And I hope I’ll never have the pleasure. Can you imagine the noise?”
 

Ben chuckled. “It’s not just that. I’m on the road so much that it is so nice to have a place I can just relax.”
 

“Of course, Ben, of course. What, um, is this business or pleasure that keeps you flying around?”
 

“Mostly business, unfortunately. Not that I really mind it just gets a bit overwhelming sometimes. I’m a financial analyst for Westerson. We’ve been doing a lot of financing in Africa so that’s been my route. The London office wanted face time so here I am.”
 

“Absolutely. Sounds fascinating.”
 

Ben smiled. “It’s not. But it gets the bills paid.”
 

I smiled back. I knew a thing or two about that. “Well listen, I’ll let you get settled and then, when you’re ready, do come down and join us.”
 

“Absolutely. I’ll be down in a few.”
 

So I left Ben in his room and had the odd sensation of relief sweep over me as I walked down the stairs. In fact, all of the tension that had built up inside me, perhaps at not knowing what he’d be like, seemed to disappear.
 

He was just a guy. A nice, regular guy. Sure he’d been with Olivia but that was in the past. I walked into the kitchen to find Olivia balancing a glass of scotch on five fingers, staring at me with a wry smile. “You two have a nice talk?” she asked.
 

“He seems very nice,” I replied. I walked up to her and took the glass out of her hand.
 

“I’m proud of you,” she whispered, leaning forward to kiss me.
 

I kissed her back, lingering at her lips at a smell somewhere between peaches and strawberries. “Thanks.”
 

“Oh. Sorry. Didn’t mean to interrupt.”
 

I turned to see Ben standing at the door to the kitchen. He’d changed into a black t-shirt that showed off his handsome arms and outlined the features of his chiselled chest and abs. “Not at all,” I replied. “Come, have a drink.”
 

He gladly took me up on the offer and a few minutes later we were all chatting as if we were old friends.
 

Olivia had cooked up a delicious roast and we ate slowly. Surprisingly enough, nothing seemed odd or uncomfortable, despite the nature of our trio. We lingered over scotch far too late into the night. By the time we finished up it was nearly one o’clock.
 

I was already committed to having a terrible time the next day and was ready to pass out when Olivia crawled naked under the sheets.
 

Of course I found the prospect of sex more than enough reason to stay awake, however I did find it somewhat strange that she didn’t mind doing it with Ben in the house.
 

“Hey stud,” she whispered as her hand slid down my chest and wrapped tightly around my rising cock. The smell of scotch was all over her breath and I could tell she was a little drunk. I didn’t want her to make a mistake she was going to regret the next day. “What’s wrong?” she asked.
 

“Well…it’s just…you don’t mind? With Ben being just across the hall?”
 

Olivia gave me a funny look. “Mind?” she said. “Why would I mind? It’s nothing he hasn’t heard before.”
 

It’s difficult to describe the emotion that swept through me in the moment after she said that. She was right but there was something about hearing her say it, hearing her come so close to acknowledging their past relationship that made me a little jealous but much more turned on. “You mean that he knows what you sound like when you make love?” I asked, putting a point on it.
 

My cock hardened in Olivia’s fist as I said it.
 

Her eyes widened at the feeling of my meat stiffening. “John?” she whispered.
 

I looked away, unable to parse what was happening.
 

Olivia began to slowly stroke my cock. She had it cupped in her hand so that her index finger slid down the underside of it and onto my balls with each pump of her fist.
 

I let myself fall into the pleasant feeling of her massage.
 

She moved closer, pushing onto my back and leaning against my chest.
 

This way there was no way to avoid her eyes. She lay on top of me masturbating me and looking like she was trying to peer into my very soul.
 

A sound came from across the hall, a knock, like someone bumping into something.
 

Olivia smiled above me, then let out a chuckle.
 

My cock flexed in her hand again.
 

“I wonder if Ben’s trying to listen in on us,” she said, as if by way of explanation of what was so funny.
 

Again it stiffened in her palm turning from an already hard pole to a rigid, iron rod. I glanced down to see a dribble of precum come oozing out of the tip.
 

“You know…” she spoke the words softly, then paused for thought. “If I didn’t know any better…” Her eyes narrowed, fist still choking my shaft pumping up and down and up and down.
 

Suddenly I was terrified again. I didn’t want to hear the end of the sentence or deal with what it might mean, what she was going to say. So instead I pushed her onto her back.
 

She cast me a curious glance as I crawled onto her to fill the space between her legs. Something devious slipped into her expression the moment before I slid into her, causing her to gasp. “John,” she whispered as I began to fuck her.
 

I leaned forward and kissed her on the mouth, plunging my tongue past her lips and pressing it against hers.
 

She moaned into my mouth. It might have been an act but it pushed me closer to the edge nonetheless. The realization that she hadn’t come pulled me back but not by much.
 

I tried to be a sensitive lover and didn’t like leaving her unsatisfied. I pulled away from the kiss and hoped I could hang on a little longer.
 

But Olivia didn’t seem the least bit interested or close to her own climax. She was staring at me with those eyes, those searching eyes, as if she was reading me like a book.
 

She gazed into my eyes as her legs wrapped around my torso, ankles locking to hold onto me with her whole body as I fucked.
 

It occurred to me that I knew exactly what she was going to say. I knew the question that lingered on the tip of her tongue and I both reviled it even as I was captivated by it’s forbidden nature.
 

“John?” she whispered.
 

Are you thinking of Ben and me together?
 

The thought came from a deep, dark place inside my mind. My body harnessed the jealousy I felt about the two of them to create a more powerful arousal than I’d ever felt.
 

“Come,” came Olivia’s whispered command.
 

My climax ruptured inside me, a hot flood of cum spewing from my cock into Olivia’s sloshing snatch.
 

She held me closer as I shuddered through my orgasm trying to stay quiet. When it was over I lay on top of her a long time, my face buried in her neck. I didn’t really want to acknowledge what had happened or why, nor did I want to look into those searching eyes again.
 

Finally, unable to bear the weight any longer, she gave me a gentle push, indicating I should get off.
 

I slid out of her and off to one side, doing my best to avoid her eyes.
 

Olivia would have none of it. She rolled over onto her side and stared at me until I looked back. She didn’t look devious or sly or anything I’d expected. She was wearing a pleasant smile. She trailed her fingers through the hair on my chest.
 

“I’m sorry you didn’t…” I don’t know why I couldn’t bring myself to say the rest of it.
 

Olivia shrugged. “Happens. You want to do something about it?”
 

Her request caught me off guard. It wasn’t that I minded going down on her but I had just finished inside her. “Don’t you think that’ll be a little messy?” I asked quietly.
 

Olivia burst into a loud guffaw, the vocal equivalent of slapping her knee.
 

I immediately tried to shush her, fearing that Ben might hear.
 

Olivia laughed some more and shook her head. “You don’t think it’s a little messy for me when you jizz all over my face?”
 

Her smile had faded, the dimples at the corners of her mouth had disappeared and I couldn’t make out if this was just a game or what.
 

Then she cracked a smile again. “John, relax. It was a joke okay? It’s no biggie. You can get me back some other time.”
 

Except now I didn’t want to get her back some other time. I was a lawyer and easily seduced by a good argument and she’d presented one. In this day and age of egalité, how could I expect Olivia to let me fuck her mouth and finish in it if I wouldn’t be willing to do the same thing.
 

“It’s different though, isn’t it?” I asked.
 

“What is?”
 

“When you…when you take it in your mouth.”
 

She shrugged. “How?”
 

“When I lick your pussy…”
Olivia smirked again. “John, honey, don’t you even try to compare getting a mouthful of hot filthy cum with licking a sweet pussy.”
 

“How’s it different?”
 

She cocked an eye and I knew that would be her answer.
 

Why don’t you get down there and find out.
 

Having reached the conclusion I had, there was no other way out. I slid down the bed, my hand gliding along Olivia’s tender curves.
 

She lifted a leg and let me slid under it, eyeing me with some interest and possibly some glee.
 

I’d never done anything like this. It was a…filthy thing to even contemplate but as I said, as it had been presented, it had to be executed.
 

Her normally puffy and peach-shaped lips were dishevelled and a little distended from my intrusion into her. There was a crooked little string of cum on one side of them, leading to what, no doubt, was a much fuller reservoir of it in her orifice.
 

I stared at it, contemplating what it meant. It was seed. Retched forth to swim and crawl and burrow and take root, impregnate her and make her belly swell. I hadn’t ever examined it quite this closely before.
 

Olivia’s hand settled on the back of my head.
 

I looked up and into her eyes. Something had shifted between us with my face between her legs.
 

She drew me closer.
 

What I thought would be a fetid stench was anything but. It was sharp, yes, a little acrid but also sweet.
 

A trickle of clear pussy juice oozed from in between her lips, catching my eye. This was turning her on.
 

With that, I surrendered to the act. I took a deep whiff of her filled slit, leaned forward, tongue out, and lapped a long lick from the bottom of it, to the top. In doing so I collected the tiny trail of cum.
 

It was a bitter taste that stayed inside my mouth long after I’d swallowed it. Suddenly I understood what it meant for Olivia to offer her mouth so that I could spurt a whole load of it inside.
 

Our eyes met and I knew I had to return the favor, at least once. Without another moment’s hesitation I plunged my tongue into her hole. I slurped and sucked what I could out of her, cringing at each stinging swallow that seemed to linger longer the more I took.
 

But as Olivia stared and her mouth fell open and I realized how turned on she was, it made the whole experience worthwhile. As I sucked the last of me from her, I swept back up her slit and suckled on her throbbing nub.
 

Olivia moaned, shook and her back arched as she came hard. The odour of her arousal filled my entire being. I wanted only to crawl back onto her and into her but I kept my mouth on her clit, tongue flicking at it as she writhed beneath.
 

Some have trouble finding the right words to say after something like that. We’d played with our fair share of kink before but nothing that skewed the balance in the way my eating cum out of her pussy had.
 

“Shit, John. That was hot as fuck.”
 

A yes. My classy wife.
 






Chapter 4

 


So the next morning everything seemed fine and normal as I was getting ready to leave. Olivia was still sleeping and I didn’t want to wake her because why?
 

But seeing Ben’s door closed upstairs, Ben’s shoes still by the door and Ben’s briefcase next to them brought a certain…doubt back into my mind. It meant that he was still in the house. Not only that but after I had left, he would be sleeping in the room across the hall from Olivia.
 

And somehow that proved a little too much to stomach. Because they had, at one time, been together. What if there was still something there, even if Olivia would never admit it.
 

What if they happened to bump into each other in their bathrobes on the way to bathroom, Olivia’s hair dishevelled, Ben’s formidable physique on display?
 

What if, in a moment of weakness, she succumbed to her old friend?
 

I stood in the hallway weighing my options. I could, of course, go to work and try to put all this out of my mind. That would be the difficult but virtuous thing to do.
 

Or I could go upstairs and wake Olivia and tell her I was leaving and ask if she would make me coffee. Then she would get up and dress and there would be much less chance of the scenario I’d imagined playing out.
 

Then, as I stood there, briefcase in one hand, keys in the second, a third much less sane possibility presented itself.
 

What if I were to stay home instead? It would cause a mountain of work for me the next day but what if I told Mason Mason Lipscombe that I was sick and that I needed a personal day and that I would make up for it tomorrow? And what if, at the same time, I didn’t mention that to Olivia or Ben?
 

I would play the intruder in my own home sneaking around and lurking in the basement and dark corners, watching and listening to the two of them who would think they were alone.
 

And that is what hooked me and sealed my decision. We’d had a nice evening together the night before. We’d laughed and shared too many drinks. But the curiosity of what Olivia would be like around Ben without me there proved too tantalizing to ignore.
 

Not just that, but the possibility that she might slip up and into an indiscretion ignited a fire inside of me the likes of which I’d never felt before. It was reminiscent of our lovemaking the previous evening but twice as hot.
 

As soon as that thought occurred to me I knew the decision had been made. My mind started racing as I plotted my deception.
 

I wrote a note to Olivia about how I’d decided to take the train today for a change. I did that sometimes when the car was in the shop. She wouldn’t think anything of it.
 

Then I took off my shoes and stuffed them into the back of the closet so they didn’t clack across the floor on my way to the basement.
 

I opened the front door and slammed it for effect, then immediately panicked as I realized that might have been what did me in by waking Olivia. Struggling to control the adrenaline surging through me, I tiptoed across the hall, opened the door to the basement and slipped downstairs.
 

Our Stoke Newington row house was an old affair, which we liked. Old enough that one could easily hear through the floorboards to the kitchen upstairs.
 

Sure enough, a few moments after I’d settled myself into the darkest corner of our basement room that we used mainly for storage, Olivia’s soft footsteps padded across the kitchen floor.
 

And, to my panicked delight, a few moments after that I heard Ben’s heavier step shuffling across the floor.
 

“Morning.” His voice was low and groggy but cheerful.
 

“Morning,” Olivia sang back.
 

Was there something different to her tone? Or was that just me confabulating because of the state I was in?
 

“You have a good sleep?” Ben asked.
 

“Yeah. You?”
 

“Yeah. Sure.”
 

I heard Olivia smirk. “What does that mean?” she asked.
 

“Had a little trouble falling asleep, actually.”
 

“Oh yeah?”
 

“Yeah.”
 

“Why’s that?” Olivia poured a pot of water into the coffee maker and turned it on.
 

“Little noisy up there.”
 

There was a pause and I could only imagine Olivia folding her arms and staring at Ben. “Was it now?” she asked, finally.
 

“Your man likes to fuck, huh?”
 

“Don’t all men?” Olivia replied without missing a beat.
 

“Sure.”
 

There was another silence.
 

I can barely describe the tension that gripped me. Ben had seemed like such a nice guy the previous night but now, as soon as I was out of the picture he was nudging the conversation towards sex, doing that thing that all men do, feeling her out to see if maybe just maybe…
 

“You remember how we used to fuck?”
 

The bottom dropped out of my stomach.
 

Silence.
 

Silence.
 

More silence.
 

What was she doing? Was she staring at him? Why wasn’t she telling him to fuck off like she would any other guy who said that to her? Was she…was she thinking about it?
 

Was the strange fantasy I’d cooked up really about to come true?
 

“Sure. Sure I do.”
 

I felt as if I’d been punched in the heart.
 

She hadn’t done anything. It was just…why did she answer it like that? Why didn’t she change the subject or ask him if he didn’t have somewhere to be or say she didn’t want to talk about that?
 

Footsteps shuffled across the floor upstairs. Ben’s heavy footsteps.
 

Jesus. He was getting closer to her. He was going to make a fucking move!
 

It was at this point that I found a small flaw in my plan. Perhaps because I didn’t really think Ben would do what he was doing now but I hadn’t considered at all what I would about it.
 

Did I jump out like a crazed maniacally jealous lover and confront them if they began…whatever it is they might begin? Or did I sit in the basement impotent and powerless and listen as my wife cuckolded me upstairs?
 

“You ever think about that? The way we used to be?” Ben asked.
 

Olivia took her time responding again. “Sure. Sure I do.”
 

The percolator bubbled.
 

I heard her turn and reach into the cupboard, then I heard the sound of two cups being placed on the counter.
 

Ben shuffled forward again.
 

By the sound of it above me I knew he was right next the counter. Right next to her. “You want to fuck?”
 

My heart was pounding so hard I thought it might pound it’s way out of my chest. But my mind? My mind had compressed into one tiny point, one singularity, all of my focus upstairs in the room with Olivia, waiting for her reply.
 

One word could change everything between us. Another would keep everything the same. Well, not quite the same. Nothing would be the same for me, anyways. Not after this.
 

Time seemed to stretch out in an endless and excruciating way as I waited for that word.
 

“I’m married, Ben.”
 

Her answer provided only the slightest relief.
 

I’m married, Ben?
 

Why not “no?” Why not “get the fuck out of here?” Why not a slap across the face and an “how dare you?”
 

Ben snickered. “Yeah. I know,” he said, chuckling. “I won’t tell if you don’t.”
 

Olivia waited to answer again. This drove me a little mad. Then I heard her turn, pour a cup of coffee, slide it across the counter, then pour another one. “I’m gonna’ go take a shower.” Soft footsteps padded back across the floor, then up the stairs.
 

The balloon that had blown up inside me, popped.
 






Chapter 5

 


Ben did have somewhere to go. After Olivia had finished her shower he took his and left without saying another word.
 

This left Olivia alone in the house and me in the uncomfortable position of not being able to leave the basement. There were a few occasions when she puttered upstairs that I contemplated making a dash for the front door. I eventually decided that this would be too risky and that I might be discovered.
 

So I was left to curse myself for stuffing my shoes into the closet instead of bringing them with me and stew in the roiling pot of emotion and doubt their exchange had dumped me into.
 

The strange fantasy that had overcome me when I was about to walk out the door had been just that, a fantasy. Now that a tiny sliver of it had actually transpired I was at a total loss as to how to deal with it.
 

Olivia had rejected Ben’s advance. That was good. But had she done it forcefully enough?
 

Perhaps this was a stupid thing to fixate on but I had little else to do down there. So I picked away at it as if it were a quickly healing scab. Over and over I scraped it off trying to get at the fresh and exposed and burning flesh. Maybe to try and discover how it could burn in both a painful and arousing way.
 

I drove myself to the brink of lunacy when hope sprang in the form of a certain kind of shuffling upstairs.
 

Olivia had opened the closet in the front hall.
 

I very distinctly hear her take a coat off the hanger. Then I heard her put her shoes on and grab her keys.
 

My moment had come. I would wait a few minutes then race upstairs, grab my shoes and race out of the house. I’d go for a walk, clear my head and break out of this rut my mind was in.
 

Keys jangled. Heels clicked across the floor as she walked into the kitchen for some item. They clicked back. The door swung open, slammed shut.
 

Silence filled the whole house.
 

I counted off two minutes, then bolted upstairs. I was into the closet like lightning. Didn’t bother tying up my shoes. I just had to get away as fast as possible in case Olivia was only going around the corner for some cheese.
 

I grabbed my briefcase off the floor, undid the deadbolt and threw the door open.
 

Then I screamed. That’s right. Like a little old lady. Didn’t know I had it in me, really.
 

Olivia was standing on the other side of the door staring at me with quite a furious scowl, arms folded across her chest. The scream startled her, then cracked her up.
 

At least it broke whatever mood she was in.
 

“Hello,” I said, smiling politely.
 

“Get your ass into the kitchen,” she said, trying not to laugh and pointing down the hall.
 

This was going to be quite the verbal whooping, I could tell. I did as instructed and walked my ass down the hall and into the kitchen.
 

“What in the fuck are you doing home?” Olivia snapped. She seemed quite furious again.
 

This, I realized, was another flaw in my ill-conceived little plan. I hadn’t really accounted for getting caught. One would think that being a lawyer would help me come up with some argument, some logical, convincing response to the question she’d asked.
 

Truth was, I was never very good at litigation. That’s why I spent my time behind a desk.
 

“I…I don’t know.” It was mostly the truth. I didn’t really know what had driven me to stay, beyond the vague feeling that haunted and hardened me when I thought about Olivia with Ben.
 

“You don’t know?”
 

“I don’t know.”
 

“Bullshit.”
 

“It’s not…”
“You were checking up on me, weren’t you? You thought I was going to cheat on you.”
 

I shook my head. “That wasn’t…”
 

“Bullshit. That’s exactly why you stayed. I can’t fucking believe you, John! That is such bullshit! How could you think I would ever do something like that to you? Do you really think that’s the kind of woman I am? I’m just…that’s so insulting John, seriously. This is your weird jealousy thing and…”
 

“Stop!”
 

I’d never heard myself shout that way before.
 

She’d finger-wagged and hand-waved herself into quite a frenzy and it seemed the only way to make her stop. Even Olivia was taken aback by the force of my voice.
 

I took a deep breath and held up two hands. “I’m sorry.”
 

“It’s…it’s okay. I was…getting a little worked up. Wow. I didn’t know you could do that.”
 

“Neither did I,” I replied. “Look…” My throat dried out. Was I really going to do this? I couldn’t see any other way. We didn’t keep secrets from each other, Olivia and I, and I didn’t want to start. Nor did I want her to think that the sole reason I’d stayed was because I didn’t trust her.
 

It was time to tell the truth. Even if I wasn’t exactly sure what that truth was.
 

“Can we sit down?” I asked.
 

Olivia was watching me like a hawk. She nodded, backed up and took a seat at the table.
 

I rubbed my chin, swallowed and put my hands on the table, palms flat. “I don’t really know what this is about.”
 

Olivia nodded thoughtfully but said nothing.
 

“Yes, the thought occurred to me that you might cheat on me. But…I think I went downstairs because I knew you wouldn’t.”
 

“What? That doesn’t make any sense.”
 

I sighed. “It was the thought, the fantasy of you doing it that…” I looked up into her eyes. They were curious and wide. “It drives me wild.”
 

“Wild?” Olivia whispered.
 

“Last night…”
Her eyes narrowed. “You were thinking about him? About me and him? While we were fucking?” she asked.
 

I nodded and glanced down.
 

“And today? You went downstairs because…” She paused.
 

“Because the thought of you…fucking him…” I looked at her again, into her eyes. “Is really fucking hot.”
 

Her lips parted and she inhaled, the same way she did the moment I first entered her. She stared at me with an expression of worry and wonder. “So you’re not jealous?” she asked after a while.
 

Another sigh. “I am. But it’s more than that. I don’t know how to explain it. The thought of you with Ben, with any other man, makes me…it really turns me on.”
 

Olivia’s eyes wandered around the room as her mind arranged everything I’d said to try and make sense of it all.
 

“You thought about fucking him, didn’t you?” I asked, interrupting her thoughts.
 

She cast me a sharp look. Then her expression softened as she nodded. “Yes.”
 

Her answer stung but the fact that she was telling the truth was a balm. “Would you?”
 

“John!”
 

“No, no! I mean…if…if I let you. If I asked you to.” I couldn’t believe I was saying it myself.
 

Olivia’s eyes widened.
 

My cock began to get hard just thinking about her thinking about it.
 

“Are you serious?” she whispered.
 

My brain felt like a lava lamp. I couldn’t believe I was having this conversation with my wife. But my body would not lie. My cock was hard as a rock between my legs. “I don’t know,” I replied.
 

At that moment Olivia reached under the table and put her hand in my lap. Her fingers slid across my cock. She looked up with a faint smile. “Wow,” she whispered. Then she stood up and took my hand. “Come on.”
 

“What? Where?”
 

“I want that fucking thing inside me. Now.”
 

We fell into the bedroom and stumbled onto the bed pawing at each other, tearing off clothes and kicking off shoes.
 

When I finally pried Olivia’s thighs apart and touched the head of my cock to her cunt it was hot and drenched with juice. She was apparently as aroused by all this as I was.
 

With a powerful thrust I fucked my hard cock into her velvety sheath.
 

Olivia moaned and threw her head back. She dug her nails into my ass as I began to fuck her hard.
 

Though the thought of her with Ben had inspired our coupling the idea remained distant as we fucked.
 

Olivia stared into my eyes, her thighs up high as she let me furrow into her deeply.
 

All I could think of was how hot she looked and how good it felt to be inside her. My cock was throbbing and ready to burst as I sawed into her.
 

“Fuck John, fuck me hard. I’m gonna’ fucking come!” she shrieked.
 

Her pussy clenched and gushed around my muscle and I knocked me over the edge. A climax burst inside me, overwhelming every sense as I came with roar.
 

I rolled off of her and collapsed on the mattress a sweaty, panting mess.
 

Olivia lay next to me staring up at the ceiling and playing with a lock of her hair.
 

We lay in silence for some time.
 

My question, which Olivia hadn’t answered, hung over me causing my stomach to churn. The post-climactic clarity made me question whether I should have asked it in the first place. I couldn’t just leave it hanging, though. I had to know. “Liv?”
 

“Hmm?” she said, turning her head to look at me.
 

“I…”
Didn’t know if I could bring myself to say it again.
 

“Did you really mean it?” she asked. “Sometimes a fantasy is better if it just stays in your head.”
 

She had a point.
 

“You should wait. Sleep on it, maybe. Then we’ll talk.”
 

“But you’d do it?”
 

Olivia leaned in close and kissed me on the lips. “I’d do it,” she said.
 

My stomach twisted into a tight knot.
 

“But only for you.”
 






Chapter 6

 


When Ben got home that evening he acted like nothing had happened and Olivia and I did the same.
 

We went through the same routine of drinks, then dinner, then more drinks. Except I felt much closer to Olivia than I had the night before. We had our little secret now.
 

This had the effect of de-arming Ben as a threat and instead turned him into something of a toy. I felt strangely empowered by this. He could no longer come between us by force because, in a sense, I’d invited him there, though he didn’t know it yet.
 

After a few glasses of wine and stolen glances we exchanged when Ben wasn’t looking Olivia got a little bit daring. When Ben went to go to the bathroom she moved her chair a little closer to his. When he returned she was all smiles and giggles and kept up a constant stream of banter.
 

I was left on the sidelines of this but Ben didn’t seem to notice, or if he did, didn’t draw any attention to it.
 

It was a strange feeling at first, watching her flirt with him. I’d of course only ever seen her act that way with me. At the time I’d been “inside” of that, so to speak. Now I was a spectator watching it play out and to be honest, it was even hotter watching her do it with someone else.
 

Every once in a while when Ben was immersed in some story he was telling Olivia would glance at me with sultry eyes.
 

My cock was hard as a rock just from watching her flirting with him. When Ben excused himself again I knew I wanted her to go for it. Maybe not all the way, but something. I shuffled around the table and knelt down next to her chair. “Do you want to?”
 

Olivia’s eyes went wide. “Do I want to sleep with him?” she asked.
 

A knife of jealousy pierced me at hearing her say it. “Maybe not that. Not yet. Maybe…”
 

“You want me to make out with him?” she asked. There was a glimmer of excitement in her eyes.
 

I bit my lip. “Sure. Start with that.”
 

“Are you sure?” she said, her breath scented with red wine.
 

“I am.” I gave her arm a squeeze, then walked back around the table and sat down.
 

Ben reappeared shortly after that. The two of them got the conversation rolling again and after a few minutes I yawned, stretched and stood up. “As lovely as this is there’s no way I can have a repeat of last night’s performance. You two enjoy the rest of the evening. I’m going to bed.”
 

Ben flashed a smile and said goodnight so sincerely. You’d think he hadn’t propositioned my wife that morning, or that he wasn’t going to try and sleep with her tonight.
 

After kissing Olivia goodnight I went upstairs.
 

For as old as our house was the stairs were remarkably squeak-free. After spending a few minutes lurking in the hall upstairs listening in on their conversation I took my shoes off and crept back down.
 

There was a small corner of the hall that you couldn’t see from the dining room right at the foot of the stairs and I installed myself there.
 

Ben prattled on for a grip about financing this or that and how much money he’d been responsible for which had me rolling my eyes. But after that story was over, sure enough, he got his game on.
 

“You think about my proposition from this morning?” he asked Olivia.
 

She stayed quiet for some time. “You’re such a dog.”
 

“You know it, baby,” Ben replied. You could tell by his voice he was smiling. “You like that black dick though, don’t you? Hubby got a good cock?” His accent had turned into a more vernacular roll.
 

“It’s fine.”
 

Ouch. Good ouch, but ouch nonetheless.
 

“What do you say?” Ben asked.
 

Olivia sighed. “I’m not going to let you fuck me.”
 

“Maybe not tonight,” Ben answered.
 

Then I heard it. The slippery, sticky sound of lips meeting. I couldn’t resist. Risking being discovered I leaned forward ever so slightly and looked into the room.
 

It felt like getting pummelled in the gut. Big Ben was leaning into Olivia who was leaning back. His lips were pressed against hers, both their eyes were closed and his jaw was moving so I knew he was shoving his tongue into her mouth to play with hers.
 

It was a paralyzing but absolutely arousing sight. When Olivia started to open her eyes I leaned back into my corner.
 

“Mmm, girl you taste good. I missed that. What do you say we move this to the couch?”
 

God how I wished I could see Olivia’s face. But if I leaned back in I would definitely be discovered so I resisted.
 

She didn’t say a thing but I heard them both stand up and move out of the kitchen into the living room. Olivia, smart girl that she was, thought to turn out the light.
 

I crept around the wall and into the darkness. Sliding along the wall I moved all the way to the door to the living room where I had the perfect vantage point.
 

The couch they sat down on was along a wall. Olivia sat down on the far end so that when Ben moved in to start kissing her, he was turned away from me.
 

Olivia opened her eyes.
 

A shudder raced through me as our eyes met. The thought that I was watching my faithful and loving wife allow herself to be molested by someone for my enjoyment hardened my cock, making it ache.
 

Even though her mouth was busy, Olivia seemed to be smiling at me as if to say “enjoy the show.”
 

Ben’s black paw moved up her body and cupped her breast.
 

I felt another shudder tremble down my spine. The mix of arousal with a now soft sting of jealousy was the most powerful emotion I’d felt.
 

Olivia closed her eyes and started kissing Ben back with more passion.
 

His hand kneaded her tit. Then he pinched her nipple through her bra with his thumb and finger.
 

Olivia gasped and pulled away, panting.
 

“Oh yeah,” Ben said, smiling at her. “See? I still remember what shit you like.”
 

Olivia instantly pressed her lips back against his and started kissing him again, her hands holding his head, then falling down his back.
 

A jolt of adrenaline shook me out the warm pool of arousal I’d been drifting in. She was either a damned good actress or this wasn’t an act. The idea made me cringe.
 

What if she really was enjoying herself as much as it looked like she was. I hadn’t considered that when telling her to go for it. Of course she was going to enjoy herself. Even if she was doing this for me, like she said, there should have been nothing wrong with her getting pleasure from it.
 

It just cut a little bit that she might feel this strongly about an ex-boyfriend. Or any man, for that matter.
 

Nonetheless, now that I’d got the ball rolling, all I could really do was to stare and see how it all played out.
 

With Olivia sucking on his face Ben got a little more adventurous with his hands. One of them drifted into her lap and started fiddling with the button of her jeans.
 

Olivia swatted him away, still kissing him.
 

Ben went in for a second try.
 

This time, Olivia employed a different strategy that nearly made me faint. She pulled away from their kiss and slid down off the couch, pressing Ben back into it with one hand.
 

“Oh shit,” Ben said, chuckling.
 

I stared, slack-jawed as Olivia undid his button, unzipped his pants, then tucked her hand into his boxers.
 

My mind was reeling but there was nothing I could do to stop what was happening. I was about to watch my wife suck another man’s dick.
 

What Olivia hauled out could not, however, be described as a dick. It was so much more than a dick or a cock. Even still deflated it was a black flesh tower that dwarfed any I’d ever seen.
 

Her little hand looked so delicate and fragile as she struggled to get her fingers around it.
 

No, this was not a dick. This was an ode to power and maleness wrought in flesh.
 

Even Olivia, who had presumably seen this veined python a number of times, looked shocked.
 

“You always did like sucking that black dick, didn’t you?” Ben said, smiling at her. “What’s a matter? You look like you forgot what it looked like.”
 

Olivia shook her head and swallowed. “It’s just…I forgot it was so big.”
 

“Go on, girl. Get your mouth on that.”
 

This sent a very potent pulse of jealousy coursing through me. The empowerment I’d felt before seemed to wilt at hearing Ben command my wife’s mouth onto his cock.
 

Olivia, who normally didn’t take kindly to that sort of bossiness, didn’t seem to mind very much this time. She eyed him, then stuck out her tongue and slapped the bulbous, brown head of his cock onto it. Slowly, still staring into his eyes, she lowered herself onto him, stuffing his black meat into her pretty, pink mouth.
 

Ben’s organ began to grow.
 

Mine was already as hard as it would get but the ache was getting worse. I could never have imagined how erotic watching your wife try to take a black cock into her mouth would be.
 

As she began to bob up and down, she stroked his hardening shaft. As it swelled the veins along it became more pronounced. It was a deliciously vile contrast, Olivia’s pretty and well-manicured hands rubbing along this filthy fucking muscle.
 

By the time she had worked him up to his full stiffness his cock was easily the length of her forearm and much thicker.
 

My imagination began to wander, naturally, to how such a thing could fit inside my tight wife? Did she like it that big? I was a reasonable size but absolutely paled in comparison to this python.
 

Olivia, seemingly invigorated by his arousal, redoubled her efforts. Her mouth became a fucking hole and her hand a piston, both working in unison to bring forth this monster’s seed. Her other hand drifted up and began to tickle and graze the nut sack that lay dark and heavy inside his shorts.
 

Ben sounded an animal-like grunt. Then another. Then a third.
 

Olivia sped up her pump.
 

Another blast of jealousy tore through me. This was their ritual. This was their act. These weren’t new moves, this wasn’t an exploration, this was a return to old habits, a pattern Ben and Olivia had worn well before she’d met me.
 

Ben uttered a lower, longer groan.
 

Olivia took her cue. After a few final sloppy slurps with her mouth, she popped off of the head of his cock but continued to pump with her hand.
 

The monster hardened, veins flexing erectile tissue turning to stone. Then the first gush of hot seed came spewing out of it’s head. A thick rope of it lashed out and across Olivia’s innocent face, then another, and another as she pumped.
 

She did not open her mouth or gaze lovingly into Ben’s eyes like the porn stars do. She just pumped and let his fat cock ejaculate onto her face, as if that were a most normal service women were expected to provide, something mundane and so ordinary as to be boring.
 

Something it looked like she’d done many times before.
 

My knees buckled beneath the weight of that thought.
 

Another groan from Ben made me realize that it was all over and I had no escape plan. My mind went to the basement and my feet followed.
 

“Shit,” Ben whispered. “You still hot as fuck.”
 

I didn’t hear Olivia’s response, or if she gave one. I slipped through the door to the basement and down the stairs.
 






Chapter 7

 


Then, as quietly as I could, I crept back up into the kitchen, then up the stairs to the bedroom.
 

I snuck in and latched the door quietly before turning around. I inhaled a sharp breath as I saw what was on the bed.
 

Olivia had stripped and was lying on the bed completely naked. Her legs were crossed. She was eyeing me with a slightly apprehensive, slightly guilty stare. “Are you alright?” she asked quietly.
 

I nodded. I was a little dizzy but I was fine.
 

“I’m sorry if that went to far,” she offered.
 

I shook my head. Crossing the room I took off my shirt, then pulled down my pants and boxers and stepped out of them. Then I lay next to her on the bed.
 

She’d obviously only wiped the cum off her face and not washed it off because her face still smelled of it, that dank musky odour.
 

“What was it like?” she whispered.
 

I was hard as a rock and wanted nothing more than to sink between her legs and bury my cock in her flesh. But I wanted to savour this moment, too. Somehow I knew, as with all firsts, no other experience would be as potent and I wanted to drink this potion and feel its sharpest sting.
 

“Are you okay?” I asked.
 

Olivia shrugged and smiled. “I’m fine.”
 

“You used to do that with him all the time?”
 

She looked away, a little shy, but nodded. Then she looked back at me with sly eyes. “So you really like that, huh? You like watching your wife suck another guy’s cock like a dirty little slut?”
 

This frayed the last thread of discipline that had been keeping me from rutting into her. I mounted her, prying her legs apart with mine. My cock-head came up against the soaked mound of her cunt. It throbbed with jealous lust.
 

Not only had she sucked Ben off. She had apparently loved it, by how wet she was.
 

“It’s not all him,” she said, reading my thoughts. “I just…that was so sexy being naughty for you,” she whispered.
 

With a massive thrust I shoved the entire length of my member into her, savoring the way it slid against the walls of her hot sheath.
 

Olivia sucked in a breath and gazed into my eyes.
 

My nuts were already tight with arousal but I was committed to making her come. Laying down on top of her I began fucking into her pussy as I thought about cricket.
 

Olivia began to writhe and moan beneath me. Her feet rode up my thighs, the heels settling on my ass. Her pussy began to clamp and squeeze, oozing hot juice down my balls.
 

My nuts slapped wetly against her ass.
 

As she dug her claws into my back I knew she was close. I kept the same, steady pace and let myself enjoy the hot feeling that was brewing at the base of my cock.
 

When Olivia began to moan I let myself release.
 

The fireworks of an exploding climax were followed by a low and rumbling pleasure deep inside me.
 

We came off our orgasms at the same pace, rubbing out the last tendrils of pleasure by grinding into each other.
 

When I rolled off of her I felt deeply satisfied and quite perturbed.
 

“What’s wrong?” Olivia asked, rolling over and putting her hand on my chest.
 

I looked into her eyes. There she was. My Olivia. Nothing had changed. Except that it had. How did I explain to her what I was feeling? “Did you like it?” The words were out of my mouth before I had time to second guess.
 

Olivia shrugged. “I could take it or leave it.”
 

“Would you go further?” I asked.
 

“You mean fuck him? Would you really want me to?”
 

“I don’t…I don’t know.” I thought for a few minutes. “I…it’s terrifying to think about but…God…I think I do.”
 

Olivia chewed on the inside of her cheek.
 

“Liv?”
 

“What’s up?”
 

“He’s so big.”
 

Her eyes went wide. “God I know! I totally forgot how big he was!”
 

“How did you…”
She laughed and shrugged. “I have no idea. I don’t know if he ever got all of that in me.”
 

I nearly had to clutch my stomach at her saying that. I thought of what it would be like to watch Ben entering her, to see the soft pussy I’d just been inside being split by his dark flesh. It was too much. I had to know what that would be like. “Liv?”
 

“Hmm?”
 

“Will you do it?”
 

She sighed. “Okay. If you really want me to. If you’re sure. I guess if you’re not going to get upset about me sucking his cock you’ll probably be fine if he fucks me, right?”
 

My cock jumped at what she’d said.
 

The motion caught Olivia’s eye. She giggled and trailed a finger down my chest. She dragged a nail along my shaft.
 

My cock lurched again.
 

“Man you really like this, huh?”
 

“I guess I do.”
 

She wrapped her fingers around my cock and gave it a squeeze. “So you like imagining Ben fuck me?” she asked, her voice sultry.
 

I nodded.
 

Olivia began to stroke. “You like thinking of that fat cock squeezing into my pussy?” she whispered.
 

“Oh fuck yes,” I gasped back.
 

My cock was once again fully hard and Olivia continued to stroke and rub it.
 

“Liv?” I asked, looking up at her.
 

“Hm?”
 

“Did it feel better? Him, I mean?”
 

She shrugged. “Different, I guess. I can’t really remember.”
 

It was a relief and a disappointment at the same time, if that’s even possible. I somehow wanted her to say it had. I wanted the now-familiar pulse of jealousy her saying “yes” would bring.
 

Olivia tightened her grip on me for a few more pumps before sliding down the bed. She shot me a wicked smile. “This is really pretty hot,” she said. “I like that you get this excited about me, even if it is with another guy. It’s just so funny that you were so jealous before.”
 

I groaned at how she was handling me with her fist.
 

Olivia giggled. “Come on. I want you to try something. Stand up.”
 

“Huh?”
 

“Just get up off the bed and stand up!” she said. She let go of me and slapped my thigh.
 

I scrambled up and off the bed, a little disappointed that she wasn’t going to make me come with her hand.
 

Olivia lay down on her back and spun around so that her head was tilted back over the edge of the bed. “Come here,” she said.
 

I stepped up and she grabbed my stiff cock.
 

“This is something Ben used to do to me all the time. He fucking loved it. I think you will, too. I want you to fuck my mouth.”
 

Holy shit. Now don’t get me wrong I was into all kinds of kink but this felt…it felt a little too much. “Are you sure?”
 

“Sure I’m sure,” Olivia shot back with a smile. “Now get going before I change my mind!” She reached up, grabbed my wrists and yanked them down so that I was forced to bend over. She slapped each of my hands onto her tits, then stuck her tongue out of her open mouth.
 

It was disgustingly hot.
 

I lowered my cock into her mouth and enjoyed the hot feeling inside. I started swaying, kneading her tits with my hands and gently fucking her mouth.
 

Olivia slapped me back. “No. I want you to really fuck it. Like it’s my cunt.”
 

My cock hardened and a powerful arousal thundered through me. As Olivia opened her mouth again I shoved my cock into it this time. I kept driving until I hit the tight muscles of her throat.
 

Olivia rewarded me with a filthy, gagging gurgle.
 

I pressed on into her throat. It was so hot and tight and wet as she squeezed the head of my cock with her muscles. Yanking myself out, I drove back in again.
 

Olivia reached between her legs and began to paw at herself, flicking a finger over her clit before dipping it into her pussy to get it wet.
 

I was in awe that she was enjoying this as much as I was. That heightened my arousal and peeled back my inhibitions. I began truly using her mouth as I leaned over her.
 

Each rough thrust brought a burbling gurgle from her throat. Deliciously disgusting. Thoroughly excited, I pinched one nipple, then the other.
 

This elicited a scream that was muffled by my cock slamming into her throat. It gave it a pleasant tickle. I did it again.
 

Olivia went wild. She started slapping at her pussy, then flicking her fingers over it. It was so wet and slippery and the sound of it splashed around the room.
 

I was just getting ready to pull out so I didn’t ejaculate into her mouth when it happened.
 

Olivia screamed. She arched her back, rising up on her heels, completely out of control. A clear plume of liquid sprayed out of her pussy in a long arc and splashed into a puddle on the floor.
 

I was stunned that I’d just seen my wife squirt for the first time. The dirtiness of it shot through me, pushing me over the brink.
 

I began to haul my cock out of Olivia’s mouth when her hands shot back and slapped onto my ass. She tugged me closer and wouldn’t let go, shoving my cock deep into her throat.
 

With a massive groan, I began to nut. I looked down to see my balls completely covering Olivia’s eyes. My cock was buried to the hilt in her mouth. The muscles of her throat worked the head as I drained my balls.
 

As it finished Olivia let go of my ass and I staggered back. My cock fell out of her mouth with a noisy slop, trailing spit and cum and bile. It dragged along her face leaving a filthy mess of a line.
 

Olivia gasped and panted for air but didn’t seem perturbed in the least. When I flopped down next to her on the bed, she smiled.
 

“Jesus,” I whispered.
 

“You like that?” she asked.
 

“You used to do that with Ben?”
 

Olivia grinned. “More like he used to do that to me.”
 

“And you like that?” I asked, barely able to believe that she did.
 

Olivia shrugged. “Not all the time. But every once in a while.”
 

“You…you squirted.”
 

Another grin. “You’re a dominant man.”
 

I shook my head. Then I turned to look at her. “Are you going to do it?”
 

“What? Sleep with him? I guess. If you’re really, really sure.”
 

“I’m sure.” I was. I wasn’t sure why but I knew I felt closer to her than I ever had. I definitely wanted her to go through with it.
 

“Okay. So, what’s the plan. You want to watch?”
 

“I want to watch.”
 

Olivia looked around the room. “I guess the wardrobe’s our best option. Unless I let him fuck me on the couch. But that would be a lot of sneaking around. And kind of dangerous, he might see you,” she mused. “What do you think?”
 

“Will I fit in there?”
 

“Sure you’ll fit. It’ll be a little tight but it’ll be fine.”
 

“Fuck,” I said.
 

“What is it?” she asked, her expression clouding with worry.
 

“I can’t believe I’m about to do this.”
 

Olivia furrowed her brow. “You’re sure?”
 

I nodded. “I’m sure.”
 






Chapter 8

 


The wardrobe proved big enough. We had to remove most of the clothes and sneak them down into the basement in the middle of the night.
 

The next morning I got up and followed my usual routine. I showered, got dressed, then walked down the stairs with briefcase and keys in hand, in case Ben was listening or in case he got up. After slamming the door for effect, I slipped down into the basement where we’d decided I’d wait until Olivia could get me safely upstairs. Knowing it would be hot as balls in that wardrobe, I stripped down to my underwear and waited.
 

It didn’t take very long before she showed up. “Okay, come on!” she hissed from the kitchen. “He’s in the can! Get your ass up there before he gets out!”
 

I bolted up the stairs and past her with Olivia giggling as I ran by in my underwear. I ducked into the bedroom, crammed myself into the open wardrobe and closed the doors. I was sweating in under a minute.
 

I was excited for our little adventure but a little disappointed that I wasn’t going to be able to see Ben hit on her again and watch Olivia’s reaction. I wondered if she was going to give in easily or make him work for it.
 

It felt like forever before I heard them coming up the stairs.
 

They burst into the bedroom in a tangle of limbs, clawing at each other and peeling layers off.
 

My heart swelled as I saw Olivia naked, her chest pressed against Ben’s as they kissed. She knelt before him and stared up into his eyes and worked his shorts off revealing his massive, black cock.
 

“I knew you’d come around,” Ben said with a grin. “Once you had black ain’t no going back!”
 

I’d heard the saying before but never thought about it in the context of Olivia. I wondered if some small part of it were true. She’d married me, after all. Was there some piece of her that missed his fat black piece?
 

Olivia began licking the underside of his cock, glazing along it with her tongue. She dipped between his legs and sucked one of his nuts into her mouth, popped it out, then sucked in the other.
 

She pumped his shaft, raising that pillar of darkness that would soon defile her in front of my eyes.
 

Ben stared down at her efforts, a pleased smile stretching across his mouth. Once he was hard, he took his cock from her and slapped her face with it.
 

Olivia opened her mouth in response to this, as if it were another cue, another understanding they’d had, and flicked her tongue back and forth so that he could feel the pleasant tickle of it as he continued to slap her with his muscle.
 

When his ego had been sufficiently sated by her submissiveness, Ben flicked a finger over towards the bed.
 

“How do you want me?” Olivia asked and I heard another note of the well-rehearsed, the mundane in the question. Something she’d asked him many times before.
 

“On your back,” Ben answered. “Let’s make a little love.”
 

The words cut like a thin blade. A surgical incision followed by a sprinkling of salt.
 

Make love.
 

I hadn’t signed up for that. I wanted to watch Olivia get fucked, get her pussy destroyed, do some filthy thing that would turn her into a slut. But make love? How in the fuck was I going to stand that?
 

A moment before Ben lowered himself onto her, Olivia shot a glance towards the wardrobe. She couldn’t see me but there was worry in her eyes. Almost as if she wanted to say “sorry.” Like she knew that this was going to hurt.
 

But we were in too deep. There was nothing either of us could do.
 

She spread her legs for him, pulling her knees back and apart so that the peach-like mound of her pussy split open to a damp slit.
 

Ben, rather than pinching her nipple descended slowly between her legs, cock in hand. He leaned forward and pressed his lips against hers in a tender kiss.
 

Their bodies were like day and night, the colors meshing together as arms wrapped around backs and legs around knees.
 

Despite my upset at how Ben was going to make love to my wife, my cock was hard, taunting me to touch it, daring me to get off on the sight.
 

I wanted to wait. I wanted to wait until he was gone and we were alone again and I could fuck her and fill her with my cum, reclaiming her in the process.
 

I shuddered as the head of Ben’s formidable cock pressed against Olivia’s drenched pussy.
 

Her mouth fell open and her eyes opened wide, as if her awe at Ben’s girth had been re-inspired by his touch. What had been a distant memory was now a hard reality between her legs.
 

“Oh God…” she whispered as he eased his seeder into her.
 

“Mmm…” Ben purred. He adjusted himself on top of her, hoisting her legs a little higher so that he could plunge his cock straight down into her quivering flesh. “Ready baby? Ready to feel that big black dick again?”
 

“Oh fuck, Ben, yes. Please, give it to me…” She was squirming beneath him, trying to raise her hips and get more of his cock into her.
 

Suddenly she felt very distant like nothing more than a spot on the horizon. Even though this was our game and we were in it together, right now beneath Ben’s massive black frame, she seemed much more with him than me.
 

Ben looked into her eyes. He let his hand slip down her body and caressed her breast. Then, without warning he released his weight and his cock sank into her flesh.
 

The sound of Olivia’s pussy splitting as she parted to take him was one I’ll never forget. Wet suction being pried apart, spitting hot goo as her juices were displaced by his member spewed out of her running down into her ass hole.
 

Her gasp and awed expression sent a spear flying across the room that embedded itself into my side. She couldn’t stop looking at Ben, staring into his eyes as he drove his meat deeper and deeper into her body.
 

At that moment there was no doubt in my mind that she was his.
 

As the last inches of his cock plied into her folds, Ben paused.
 

This was the first real view I’d had of his massive sack. It hung so low that even though there were still a few inches of cock outside of her, his nuts already rested on her ass hole.
 

Ben twisted slightly one way, then the other causing more of Olivia’s juices to seep out. “You ready for the rest of it baby?” he whispered.
 

“There’s more?” Olivia said, then burst into giggles.
 

This was possibly more disconcerting to me than all the rest of it. For her to be so comfortable and so familiar with another man that she would break character and laugh with him inside her was deeply troubling to me.
 

My erection did not, however, abate.
 

Ben smiled. The smile faded a moment before he stuffed the last inches of his hard pole into her body.
 

Olivia stopped giggling but what she did instead was not an act. Her arms wrapped up around his thick neck. Her legs rose up around his back and ankles hooked behind him and she squeezed herself closer to him as she pressed her face against his chest.
 

They froze like that for a moment. Ben’s body pinning her to the bed, her pussy speared and stuffed with a cock so big it looked like it threatened to tear her.
 

I froze inside the wardrobe, staring at the filthy tableaux, mesmerized and terrified by where it had taken me emotionally. So high and so low.
 

So for a moment the only thing moving in the room was Julia’s clear and viscous lubricant, leaking out of her, dribbling down her ass, around her hole and falling in hot drops that darkened the sheets.
 

Ben leaned forward. He tilted her head towards his. He didn’t force his tongue into her mouth this time. This time he pressed his lips gently against hers in a tender kiss.
 

My body screamed.
 

What had I done?
 

He pulled his cock out, his ass rising as he pried the hard flesh out of Olivia. The sound of it vacating her was as wet and filthy as when he had pushed it in. He lingered with only the head of his cock inside her lips before sliding back in.
 

Olivia clung to him, as if holding on for dear life as he stretched her again. Their mouths parted with a smack and she moaned.
 

“Fuck, baby,” Ben whispered. “I missed this. I missed you.”
 

My senses sharpened at the same time my armor came up. I almost thought of pressing fingers to ears so I didn’t have to hear it. But the temptation to feel the bite and sting of Olivia’s reply proved to great. So I watched her as she said it instead.
 

“I missed you, too.”
 

My head began to spin.
 

As Ben began his fuck in earnest I stood inside the closet staring at what was now a surreal scene but only able to think about one thing. Had she meant it? Had she really missed him? Or was this an act for me? It seemed so real, so sincere that I doubted it could have been that. Olivia didn’t have it in her to say something like that without feeling it, did she?
 

Which set off a peculiar chain of logic in my mind. Who was this woman, Olivia, whom I’d called my wife for four years. That woman, the one I’d married, would never have done something like this. Did I really know her as well as I thought I did?
 

Their lovemaking had mercifully roughened into a proper fucking that shook the bed. Mercifully for me because it dragged me from my thoughts back into the room.
 

Ben was even higher atop her. He had his hands on her thighs and was piling his cock into her pussy with thrust after rough thrust.
 

Olivia’s toes were wriggling. Her now exposed nipples had hardened into two pink pebbles and her tits slammed against each other with each of Ben’s intrusions into her body.
 

The lovemaking had ended and for that, I was very grateful. This was more what I’d had in mind.
 

Olivia’s moans turned into a panic-stricken look of agony as she stared at Ben. “Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!” she moaned. “I’m gonna’ come! I’m gonna’ come! You’re gonna’ make me fucking come!” The moan rose to a scream.
 

“Yeah. That’s right. Cum all over that cock. Let me feel you squeeze that pussy. Be a good girl and I’ll fill you all up.”
 

Olivia’s hands slammed against Ben’s thighs. She tried to arch her back but he had her pinned. Instead the tension that had gripped her came out as a shrill and shrieking scream.
 

Her pussy began to milk his cock.
 

I stared at the winking black hole of her ass as her muscles flexed and released over Ben’s cock. Juice was sluicing from her tightly stuffed vagina, drenching the sheets.
 

Her bodies reaction had quite an effect on Ben.
 

“Fuck!” he shouted, continuing to drive himself into her. “Fuck!” This one came out as a grunt.
 

The undulating yin-yang of their bodies slowed in my mind to a lava lamp of black and white. Ben’s flesh pistoned into her, then slurped out. In the moment before it drove back in I saw it flex.
 

The testicles rose.
 

The muscle flexed.
 

I shuddered at the sight. His cock was delivering a hot and potent load of sperm into her body. In a moment he would slam into her. The head of his cock would perform its function and drive the seed as deep as it could, as close to the target as it could get.
 

Of course she was protected from insemination by the hormonal birth control she was taking but there was always the chance…
I balked at how my cock lurched at the thought that she might get pregnant by Ben.
 

Another loud scream tore me from my thoughts. It was Olivia. She was having a second peak to her orgasm.
 

Ben’s fucking had eased a little and I could tell he was coasting down from his.
 

Her claws dug into his thighs as she worked her hips, mashing her clit against his shaft, wringing out the last sticky drips of pleasure from her climax.
 

Then it was over. The temporary insanity of their orgasms had passed and he was Ben again and she Olivia and I once again saw the woman I called my wife.
 

His fucking slowed but he kept swaying, enjoying the sensation of her ravaged cunt around his meat.
 

Olivia had become self-conscious. She was playing along but every once in a while would look nervously over at the wardrobe. Finally, unable to take it any more, she pushed him away, indicating he should get off.
 

“You alright?” Ben asked.
 

She nodded. “You should go.”
 

I hardened as I watched them casually chatting with his cock still half inside her.
 

“What’s up.”
 

Olivia began to shake a little. “I need you to go. Get out of me.”
 

Oh God.
 

Get out of me.
 

Ben took himself out of her, his cock slick with juice and seed. “I’m going to take a shower,” he said.
 

Olivia shook her head. “No. I need you to go. Just…get out!”
 

Her shout took Ben by surprise. He got up off the bed, collected his clothes and walked out of the room. A few moments later the door slammed downstairs.
 

I stumbled out of the wardrobe, nearly tearing the doors of as I threw them apart.
 

Olivia was staring at me from the bed. Her pussy was oozing cum. 
 

I staggered over to the bed and dropped onto it on my knees.
 

She parted her legs giving me a full and glorious view of her ravished pussy, Ben’s cum churning inside it and leaking out.
 

I dropped down onto her. My cock pressed against her heat. I gazed into her eyes.
 

She stared back, innocent and looking a little lost.
 

I thrust my cock into her and into the hot pool of Ben’s semen that he’d ejaculated into her. Some of it splattered out with a wet fart.
 

Savoring the filthy heat, I started to sway in and out of her staring into her eyes. It wasn’t long before my own cock began retching into her, my seed mixing with Ben’s and filling her to the brim.
 

When it was all over and I was lying by her side, both of us staring up at the ceiling, I wondered if the sex we’d had had the effect of reclaiming her that I’d wanted. For some reason a part of us felt like it was missing.
 

I sincerely hoped we could get it back.
 






Chapter 9

 


“Did you like it?”
 

Olivia’s words roused me from a delicate sleep. I turned to look at her. “I…I loved it and I hated it. But in a good way.”
 

She smiled.
 

“Did you mean what you said?”
 

Olivia furrowed her brow. “Mean what I said?”
 

“When he told you he missed you and you said you missed him too. Did you mean that?” My heart was pounding in my chest in anticipation of what she would come up with in response to this.
 

Olivia pondered the question, her eyes roaming around the room. 
 

Why wasn’t she answering right away? Why wasn’t she immediately saying that it was all just an act?
 

“I guess there are parts of him that I kind of miss. I was just kind of saying it because he said it to me, you know?”
 

It wasn’t as good and answer as it could have been but it wasn’t as bad as it could have been, either. “What parts do you miss?”
 

She smiled again and shook her head. “Do you really want to know?”
 

“I really do.”
 

“Okay,” she said with a sigh. “I do really love his cock.”
 

Sweet fuck…
It hurt to hear so why did I go on? Why not just well enough alone? What I didn’t know wouldn’t hurt me.
 

“What do you love about it?”
 

“I like the shape of it, the way it feels inside me.”
 

“How big it is?” I asked.
 

“I like that, too,” she said, more quietly this time, as if confessing to something sinful.
 

It was there that I found a part of the essence of this strange…fantasy, I guess it would be. I was fascinated by how it made me feel.
 

Ben was much better endowed than I was. There was nothing that would ever change that. I couldn’t grow myself larger. That was something I would never be able to give Olivia. “Do you wish I was bigger?”
 

Olivia’s expression changed to concern. “John, come on…”
 

“No, please. I want to know the truth. I really do.”
 

Her hesitation was answer enough. She sighed. “You’re not going to get weird about this or anything, are you?”
 

I shook my head. How much weirder could I get?
 

“I do like a big guy. But I love what you have, too. I promise.”
 

I do like a big guy.
 

Yes. I had seen that.
 

A silence fell between us with Olivia studying my expression.
 

“Would you do it again?” I asked after a time.
 

Olivia smiled faintly. “Only if you really want me to,” she said, obviously teasing which indicated that she clearly did.
 

“And you liked it? You liked fucking him again?”
 

She rolled her eyes and shook her head. “John, you’re making it weird.”
 

“No, Liv, it really is attractive to me even though it stings. I just want to hear you say it.”
 

She smiled again. “Alright. I liked it. I liked getting fucked by his big, black cock. There. Happy?”
 

I nodded. “Very.”
 

“When will you do it again?”
 

Olivia thought for a moment. “When do you want?”
 

“Tonight? You can pretend I’m asleep.”
 

Olivia liked the idea, I could tell by her mischievous grin. “You won’t be able to watch if I go to his room.”
 

I shrugged. “I’ll just lie here and wait for you to get back.”
 

Olivia looked into my eyes. “Okay. If it’s what you really want.”
 

“It is,” I replied.
 

Ben returned that evening. He was all smiles and hello’s as if he hadn’t just made a cuckold of me in my marriage bed.
 

Actually wittol would be more accurate, seeing as how I had colluded in the act.
 

Nonetheless I begged off early. I could absolutely not afford to miss another day at the firm and I didn’t want to be tempted to over-indulge if I got started.
 

I lay in bed, listening and trying to discern whether anything was happening downstairs. It was over an hour before the two of them came up. They walked softly past my door.
 

My cock awoke as I heard the door to the guest room shut and Olivia’s soft giggling. I wondered if she was tipsy or just excited for another tryst.
 

The house got quiet and a few minutes later the rhythmic sounds of quiet fucking floated across the hall. I resisted the temptation to open the door and peek in on them as long as I could. It proved too difficult in the end.
 

Staying as quiet as I could I crossed the hall and twisted the knob to open the door. An rush of lust pulsed through me as I laid eyes on the scene in the room.
 

Thankfully Ben’s back was to the door. He had Olivia on her belly and had mounted her from behind. The only thing sticking out from beneath him were her two legs that looked dainty underneath a towering wall of dark muscle.
 

He was furrowing into her and I was a little disappointed that I wouldn’t be able to get a better view when he changed position. Hauling her ass up high, he got up on one knee, exposing the space between his legs so that I could see Olivia’s tits as well as his sagging nuts and that fearsome cock that was plowing into her.
 

Olivia was doing her best to stay quiet but every once in a while a soft squeak would escape her.
 

I stared at her watching how her face contorted in pleasure with each of Ben’s thrusts.
 

A few minutes later I saw her shudder and grab a pillow. She pressed it against her face to muffle a scream.
 

Once again her orgasm caused Ben’s climax. This time he held her in place, his cock half-impaled in her softness. I could barely make it out but I saw his balls rising and falling as he creamed her pussy.
 

Content that I’d been able to watch after all, I stole across the hall and slipped back into bed.
 

Olivia snuck into the room a few moments later. She was naked and holding a hand beneath her pussy so she didn’t drip on the floor. She crawled into bed and cuddled up next to me.
 

“I watched you,” I whispered.
 

“I know. I heard you open the door.”
 

This sent a bolt of panic through me. “You did? Did Ben?”
 

Olivia shrugged. “Who cares?”
 

I sort of did. For some reason I didn’t want him knowing about our little game, not that it would have hurt anything. Would it? I put my finger on it. Perhaps it would make it less ours?
 

“Oh my God,” Olivia whispered, “I think I have to go and shower before we fuck. I can’t believe how much cum that man has in those balls! It’s leaking out of me and making the sheets all gross.” She made to get out of bed.
 

I put a hand on her shoulder. Our eyes met. “Olivia…wait.”
 

She looked at me with curiosity. “What is it?”
 

I peeled the sheets off of her and gazed down her body at her pussy. There were a few splatters of cum on her pelvis. I reached down, swiped one up with a finger brought it to my lips.
 

Olivia’s jaw dropped as she watched me. “John,” she whispered. “That is disgustingly hot.”
 

With my cock throbbing and aching for release, I knew I wouldn’t be able to last long inside of her. I wanted to give her the pleasure of an orgasm the way Ben had. There seemed only one way to do that.
 

I sank down and she opened her legs for me willingly. She pushed two pillows up against the headboard and adjusted herself to sit against them. She had the perfect view of what I was about to do.
 

The musky stench of Ben’s spunk wafted up from her pussy as I leaned in. A dribble of the viscous liquid was oozing out from between her still-splayed lips.
 

I closed my mouth around her clit and began to suck.
 

Olivia moaned and for a few minutes ground herself against me.
 

I would glance up occasionally to enjoy the look of pleasure on her face. One time I looked up she was looking right at me. We stared into each other’s eyes as I worked my aching tongue along her clit.
 

Olivia raised a hand. She placed it softly on the side of my head. There was a glint in her eye. Her hand drifted to the back of my head.
 

I felt the faintest pressure pushing me down. I looked up again.
 

It was clear by her expression what she wanted. Her hips were still moving against my mouth and a snarl of arousal curled her lip but there was something more forceful in her eyes.
 

Slowly, I let myself be guided down from her clit, my tongue slipping between her lips and into her fouled orifice. The vile taste of Ben’s emission exploded in my mouth and I gagged. I quelled the urge to vomit as I plunged my tongue in again.
 

Olivia’s other hand slipped onto her mound, two fingers settling against the nub I’d just been mouthing. She began to flick it, spinning circles and occasionally slapping at it as I sucked her clean.
 

Glob after glob of Ben’s sperm slopped into my mouth. I swallowed each dollop and by the time I could only taste the slightly acidic flesh of Olivia’s walls I had become much less repulsed by it.
 

Olivia was moaning above me. It was clear she was incredibly aroused by what I’d done so I continued to pretend that I was cleaning her until she came. Her thighs shuddered against my cheeks and she stifled a moan. Taking her hand off my head, she pinched her nipple as she crested the orgasm.
 

As soon as she was done I scrambled up onto her body. She was exhausted, a limp doll of flesh who was giving herself to me purely to use. She had no more energy to make love or fuck.
 

I sheathed myself inside her and began to saw.
 

Her eyelids were heavy. She cast me a faint smile.
 

I erupted, spilling into her with a muted moan.
 

A moment later, she was asleep.
 






Chapter 10

 


I ran into Ben on the way to the bathroom the next morning.
 

He smiled at me in his usual friendly way and waved a hand. “After you.”
 

I forced a smile back wondering if he harbored any remorse for sleeping with my wife knowing I was in the house. “You’re up early,” I said quietly so as not to wake Olivia.
 

“I am,” he replied with a grin.
 

I was about to walk into the bathroom when he touched my arm. “John?”
 

“Yes?”
 

“Did you enjoy the show last night?”
 

A paralyzing fear flooded through me. Was he talking about what I had seen? I decided to play it cool, in case he wasn’t. “Show?”
 

“Yeah,” he replied. “Me fucking Olivia. You should have told me you liked that kind of thing. I would have helped you out from the start.”
 

I didn’t know what to say, how to respond. My earlier question about remorse had clearly been answered. He felt none. Not only that but, now that he knew that I knew, he seemed happier. “I…” No words came.
 

“Don’t worry about it man. It’s alright.” He gave me a thumbs up, then turned and walked back into his room.
 

Stunned at the fact that I felt like he’d just given me permission to enjoy him debauching my wife, I staggered into the bathroom. My whole body was buzzing with arousal and fear. There was no way I could skip work again. That would possibly imperil my employ at Mason Mason Lipscombe.
 

But could I really leave Olivia in the house with Ben? Now that things were out in the open would he fuck her any time he wanted?
 

After a shower and shave, I crept back into our bedroom. Normally I would have let Olivia sleep but I needed to talk to her before I left. I needed her to know that he knew and that she should wait to fuck him again. I didn’t want them doing it when I wasn’t around.
 

“Liv? Liv?” I whispered.
 

Olivia groaned, rolled over, her hair messy across her face. She peered at me with narrow eyes then glanced at the alarm to see what time it was. “John? What the fuck?”
 

Her offers of waking up with me to make me coffee were always sweet, if untrue. She was the worst morning person in the world and usually I stayed well away from the room.
 

This was different, though. We had to talk.
 

“Liv, I’m sorry, I know it’s early. I ran into Ben outside in the hall.” It seemed a silly reason for waking her when I said it aloud.
 

“What? So what?”
 

“He knows.”
 

“Knows?” she asked, still sleepy.
 

“He knows I saw you with him last night.”
 

Olivia shook her head and flopped back down onto the pillow. “Okay.”
 

Okay?
 

I obviously wasn’t doing a good job of conveying the sense of urgency I felt. “Liv?”
 

“Huh?” She was already drifting off again.
 

“Don’t have sex with him today. At least not until I get home, alright?”
 

“Uh-huh…” The words were followed by a quiet snore. She was out.
 

I pondered waking her again, making sure she was clear on what I’d said. The possibility of a more nuclear reaction dissuaded me from it.
 

I grabbed my briefcase and headed downstairs.
 

The day was a panicked mess. Try as I might to once again immerse myself in the retaining wall fiasco I could find no peace in it. My mind kept drifting back home, back to Olivia and Ben, wondering whether they were fucking that very moment.
 

I texted her a few times but got no response. This was not of particular cause for concern. Due to her lack of employment Olivia was known to lose her phone for days at a time. Still, it did nothing to quell the unease in my belly.
 

As expected I stayed late, until almost eight o’clock to try and catch up on some of the work I’d missed the last several days. When I finally pulled the car into the parking spot it was almost nine. I was exhausted as I stepped into the house.
 

The sound of Olivia and Ben’s laughter was like someone pulling a ripcord out of a container of adrenaline inside my gut. I was immediately awake.
 

I walked into the dining room where they were sitting next to each other and chatting. Olivia looked over as I came in. “John!” she said, her words slightly slurred.
 

Ben glanced at me and smiled. Was that smugness in his expression? Had he fucked my wife while I was at work? Did I dare ask? I managed a weak smile at the two of them.
 

“There’s some wine left on the counter hon’,” Olivia said, pointing a lazy finger towards the kitchen.
 

That was the last thing I needed. What I really needed was to talk to her. Ben was staring at me and his half-smile was making me suspicious and increasingly more uncomfortable. After a few awkward moments of the three of us looking at each other I gathered up enough courage to take ask for what I wanted. “I hope you won’t think it rude, Ben, but I’d rather like to talk to my wife in private.”
 

The words came out sounding a little more tersely than I’d hoped.
 

Olivia frowned.
 

Ben hesitated for a second. In that second I asked myself what I would do if he denied my request. Would I be able to ask more forcefully? Would I be able to tell him that this was my house and my wife and that he would do as I asked?
 

Thankfully he spared the need for any of this by getting up. “Absolutely,” he said, nodding to me before heading up the stairs to his bedroom.
 

“What the hell was that?” Olivia snapped.
 

I sat down at the table next to her and grabbed her by the wrist. “Did you fuck him?”
 

“What? What are you talking about?” She was turning angry drunk but I didn’t care.
 

“Did you fuck him while I was gone?”
 

Her moment of hesitation was answer enough.
 

My insides twisted into a tight knot. “Jesus…” I whispered. And yet, through all of the pain and weight I felt my cock had begun to harden. “I told you not to. This morning before I left. Didn’t you remember?”
 

Olivia’s mouth fell open. “That was for real? Oh God…I thought I’d dreamed that.”
 

I looked up into her eyes. She seemed shaken, almost like she was about to start crying. I cursed myself for not having woken her up again. This changed everything. “Where?” My eyes sank to the ground.
 

“Where?” Olivia echoed.
 

“Where did he fuck you? I need to know. I need to know everything.”
 

She didn’t answer for a moment, which made me look up. Something had shifted in her expression, a change in her eyes. The boozy haze had been wiped away, replaced by a sharp and searching stare. “You want to know everything?” she whispered.
 

“No,” I answered. “Not like that.”
 

But her eyes darted down to my lap. A smile flirted with one corner of her mouth. She stood up, stepped forward, then eased herself onto my lap.
 

The scent of her damp pussy wafted up between us, flexing my cock.
 

Olivia smiled. “He came to our bed,” she whispered, her eyes wide open, watching my reaction.
 

No matter what my face looked like, the reaction that mattered happened between my legs. The painful spike of jealousy that shot through me hardened my cock.
 

“He didn’t even ask,” Olivia said, shaking her head slowly. “Just took the covers off, spread my legs and started fucking me.” She reached down and undid the zipper of my pants.
 

I shook my head. I didn’t want this to be part of the game, did I? I was certainly aroused but if I succumbed to being seduced by this where would that lead us?
 

She pulled my hard cock out of my boxers and past my zipper. She hiked up the skirt she was wearing to reveal her bare pussy. It was a hot and sticky mess. She dragged the head of my cock along her slit.
 

“He fucked me so hard, John,” she whispered.
 

I throbbed in her hand.
 

“Was that it? Did it only happen once?” It still stung that she’d done it but now that I knew it wasn’t all that bad.
 

Olivia smiled and arched a brow. She positioned herself above my cock, her thighs tense from holding herself up. She slipped lower letting the head of my cock glide into her cunt. “Actually,” she said, even more quietly, “he fucked me right before you got here, too.”
 

I gasped.
 

As she let herself down and onto me, Ben’s sperm, freshly deposited inside her, gushed down my shaft and over my balls, some of it landing in fat wet splats on the dining room floor.
 

I shuddered. Both at the arousal sliding into her pussy brought, and how what she’d said amplified the intensity of that feeling.
 

Her hand drifted up and she brushed my cheek with the back of her fingers. “That was him,” she whispered. “What you just felt come out of me. He came inside me twice today. I don’t know why I find that so hot all of a sudden.” She was speaking in a dreamy, musing sort of tone and she was staring past me at some distant point. “I mean, I did this for you, for us, because it was so hot. But now there’s more to it. I love the feeling of his seed inside me. I dreamed about it last night.” Her eyes came back to meet mine. “I dreamed that I wasn’t on any birth control and that he just kept fucking my pussy until finally…”
 

My cock was rock solid inside her. She was rocking back and forth in my lap. The aching tickle of an orgasm about to erupt filled me.
 

“Until finally…God, I can barely say it…until finally he fucked me so good that he knocked me up. Can you imagine that? Can you imagine if my belly was full of his child?”
 

My cock popped inside her. I groaned and held her close.
 

Olivia smiled again, kept rocking and purred her approval.
 

It was only after the space inside me hollowed out after my orgasm that I wondered what on earth I had done?
 






Chapter 11

 


The next day was a rocky one at the office. For some reason unknown to me, I didn’t tell her not to sleep with Ben when I was gone. It could have been that I enjoyed the notion. I had, after all, become incredibly aroused when she’d told me she’d done it.
 

But there was a second and much darker possibility. Something about the way she had talked about him, about the way he had come inside her and about how she’d fantasized about becoming pregnant by him had me worried. Worried that even if I did ask her to refrain from accepting his organ in my absence, she might say no.
 

I carried that thought with me throughout the day. I spaced out several times, staring at the door of my office like a zombie as thoughts of Ben implanting his essence into her womb drifted through my mind.
 

I stayed late once again, having finally managed to make up for my two days of absence. By the time I got home it was once again nine o’clock.
 

I stood with my hand on the door knob for quite some time before I turned it and stepped inside. The house seemed empty but all the lights were on. Then, very faintly, the sounds of Olivia groaning drifted down the stairs.
 

My heart sped up and my stomach tightened. I set the briefcase down, walked slowly up the stairs and pushed open the door to our bedroom. It swung open slowly revealing first a white leg, then Ben’s dark frame, hips thrusting forward in slow but powerful fucks. Then another white leg spread eagle-wide, toes alternately pointing and curling in pleasure.
 

My jealousy was quickly overcome by the powerful arousal that swept through me at the sight of Ben fucking my wife in our bed. I felt the need to assert myself somehow, that it was important to announce my presence and be acknowledged.
 

I walked around the bed until I was standing beside it. Ben must have seen me but didn’t react.
 

Olivia opened her eyes, turned her head towards me and smiled. “Baby,” she whispered, her body bucking at another rough thrust. “Come here.”
 

I sank down onto my knees and leaned forward.
 

Olivia closed her eyes and parted her lips.
 

I leaned even closer and kissed her, pushing my tongue into her mouth. I was greeted by a dank taste, a musky, masculine odor which I soon realized was the taste of Ben’s cock still on her lips. I wondered how many times they’d fucked?
 

Her betrayal of our wedding vows, while racking me with jealousy, also served to stiffen my cock completely.
 

Olivia moaned into my mouth. She pushed her tongue against mine in a furious kiss. She moaned again.
 

I realized she was about to come.
 

Ben grunted above us.
 

Olivia emitted another pained moan and touched my cheek.
 

It was the first time I would kiss my wife as another man unloaded seed into her pussy. It would not be the last.
 

Ben grunted again.
 

I opened my eyes in time to see his cock, half-stuffed into Olivia’s pussy, throbbing as it pumped.
 

When he was finished he let out a sigh, unholstered it from her snatch and stepped down off the bed.
 

I pulled away from our kiss and looked at Ben.
 

“Work go alright?” he asked, as casually as if we had just met for drinks.
 

I nodded.
 

“Nice,” Ben replied. “You feel like cleaning her out? I’m gonna’ hit the shower. I think I’ve got another one in me, though.” He didn’t wait for an answer, disappearing into the hall instead.
 

His request sent a shiver down my back. Was this what it had come to? That I would become the cuckold who cleaned my wife between of lovers emissions so they could have her again?
 

Olivia stared at me, her expression filled with wonder at what I would do.
 

What drove me to it I can not say. It was an arousing thought, I guess. To come home and hand over my sexual destiny to Ben and in some part, Olivia.
 

She seemed to accept my lack of revulsion as a sign. She swung her legs over the edge of the bed and spread them apart. Then she touched me cheek and guided me towards her sex with the lightest touch.
 

She pried herself apart to reveal the thick and churning goo that swam inside her. It was hot and damp and smelled the way her mouth had tasted. Dank.
 

I pressed my tongue into her and as I did, she rocked forward on her hips tilting her vagina towards me like a cup. The whole fetid mess poured into my mouth at once.
 

I gagged but Olivia had pressed her hand to the back of my head, leaving me unable to move away from her pussy. The only thing I could do to relieve the urge to vomit was to swallow the filthy load down.
 

It burnt and left a stinging sensation along my tongue.
 

Only then did Olivia let me off. She gazed down at me with smiling, loving eyes.
 

“Can I have you?” I asked.
 

Her smile widened and a little flicker of wickedness danced in her stare. “Maybe when he’s done?”
 

This turned me on even more. The fact that my own wife would take her lover a second time before allowing her husband inside her was achingly hot.
 

Ben returned, showered and smelling like cologne.
 

Olivia lay back down again, spreading for him like an obedient whore.
 

“Uh-unh,” Ben said, shaking his head. “Turn around.”
 

Olivia immediately spun around wearing a devilish grin. She rose up onto her knees, offering herself to Ben.
 

Ben was massaging his cock, working it up to a stiffness that would enable him to re-enter her. He slathered it across her slit a few times, poking at her ass hole with his thumb.
 

Olivia shuddered and her head snapped back to glare at him.
 

“I bet that’s tight, huh?” he asked, looking at me and snickering.
 

I shrugged. Olivia was still watching him with narrowed eyes but she said nothing. She glanced over at me and once again something changed in her expression. Something wicked caused her to smile.
 

“Oh yeah? You want to try that?” Ben asked Olivia. “You never taken a cock in the ass before, have you?”
 

Olivia bit her lip and shook her head. A blush rose to her cheeks.
 

That seemed amusing to me. That of all the things she’d done with Ben that this would cause her to blush.
 

“Alright,” Ben said. He got up on his feet, towering over Olivia, cock in hand. The head of it was dripping from him rubbing it against her pussy. He pressed it against her back hole.
 

Olivia gasped and her eyes went wide.
 

“I can’t believe you’re going to do this,” I whispered.
 

Ben crouched lower, breaking the tension of her sphincter, his cock head slipping into her colon.
 

Olivia moaned and her eyes rolled back into her head. She pressed her fingers up between her legs and started flicking at her frothing pussy, slippery and hot.
 

Ben eased himself in a little farther.
 

My eyes darted between Olivia’s pained expression and the sight of that dark pole easing into her ass. It was a filthy thing.
 

Ben continued to pile into her until her eyes popped open again. “Stop. That’s it. That’s all I can take,” Olivia panted.
 

So he pulled his dark muscle out of her and began to furrow it back in.
 

I needed her so much in that moment. My cock was once again so full that it was about to burst. The ache was burning between my thighs. I was so aroused that I simply had to follow my instinct to rut. Standing up I undid my slacks and let them fall to the floor. I pushed my underwear down and hauled out my cock.
 

Ben had found a steady rhythm fucking Olivia and didn’t seem bothered.
 

I stared down at her now wide eyes, as if she couldn’t believe what I’d just done. “Yeah?” Olivia taunted. “You want to fuck my mouth with that? Fuck me like a common whore?”
 

She barely managed to get the word out, garbling it as I stuffed her mouth full of cock. I put my hands on both sides of her head, holding her in place as I thrust my cock deep into her throat.
 

Ben was plying the other side of her, his dark shaft stretching her orifice dangerously wide.
 

And the whole time Olivia continued to play with herself, her fingers dancing along her pussy, pushing herself towards the brink.
 

It didn’t take long.
 

I was about to erupt when the wet smacking sounds between her legs turned into a trickle, followed by a gush.
 

The sight of her squirting clear juice onto the mattress, the feeling of her body trembling through an orgasm and the sight of Ben’s cock disappearing into her ass all came together and made me erupt into her mouth.
 

Unable to help myself I slammed my cock into her, burying it in her throat as I came.
 

Ben exploded into her ass. He let out a guttural grunt and I saw the root of his cock pulsing again as it drained into Olivia’s ass.
 

It was all over so soon. I pulled my cock out of her mouth. Cum clung between the tip and her lips.
 

Olivia panted with her mouth hanging open.
 

Ben drew himself out slowly, giving me plenty of time to enjoy the vista of his dark seeder snaking out of her ass covered in cum. When he pulled it out he shook it over her ass, draining the last drops of cream out of it.
 

The mattress was a filthy mess, the sheets a twisted pile of fabric from all the rutting. Then Olivia sat up and leaned back on her haunches. Her expression strained and a moment later I realized why.
 

The bubbling wet fart that squeezed out of her ass drained Ben’s semen from it. It landed on the sheets, more or less where she had come.
 

Ben smacked her ass. “Nice. Now come on. Why don’t you sleep with me? You don’t want to sleep in that.” He pointed at the mess on the sheets.
 

Olivia looked at me with one eye raised.
 

It was nice, actually. It made me feel like I had a say. But once again, the fear of what would happen if I said no and she did so anyways made me say yes.
 

So Olivia went off with Ben into the shower and then to his bed.
 

I was left to clean up mess. The mattress was so soaked I ended up on the couch downstairs.
 






Chapter 12

 


Then Ben was gone. His business trip had ended and just as graciously as he’d arrived, he left with a pleasant smile on his face. He didn’t say a single thing about being with Olivia or seeing her again, just thanked us both for our hospitality and got in his cab to go.
 

The relief I felt at his departure was offset by Olivia’s sudden sullenness.
 

At first I thought she was just exhausted but as the week wore on and I could barely get a smile out of my normally boisterous Olivia, I finally caved on Friday over dinner to ask her what was wrong.
 

“Olivia?”
 

“Hmm?” She poked at a piece of papaya on her plate.
 

“Are you alright?”
 

A wistful sigh. A weak smile. Her gaze returned to the almost untouched food in front of her. “I’m fine.”
 

“You miss him, don’t you?”
 

A long silence stretched out between us before she replied. “It’s not him,” she answered quietly.
 

“Then what?”
 

She finally looked up and into my eyes. “I don’t want to make you upset,” she said with a shake of her head.
 

It was a curious thing for her to say. I was fairly certain she knew that I knew what it was she was upset about. Nonetheless, I decided that given her mood I better join the charade. “I won’t get upset, dearest,” I said, touching her wrist. “It is him, isn’t it?”
 

Olivia shook her head and bit her lip. “It’s not him, I promise.”
 

“Then what?”
 

“Oh John…it’s his cock.”
 

This was certainly not the answer I had expected her to give and it sent a frisson of jealousy rushing through me. “His cock?” I asked.
 

Olivia shook her head again. “You don’t know what it’s like, John. Hell, I fucking forgot what it was like and I can’t believe I did.”
 

“I don’t know what what is like?”
 

Olivia pulled her chair closer to me, put her hand on mine and stared into my eyes with laser-like intensity. “The feeling. That feeling when she first slips into me, when he puts himself inside me and stretches me so wide that I think I’ll tear. The feeling of being filled by something that big, that there’s just no more room inside you, that your whole body is clinging to it, just hugging the seed out of that cock. And then the feeling of him filling me, of his cum blasting up into me so hot and thick and filthy…” She trailed off, gazing off into the distance, remembering what that felt like.
 

She was right. I would never know a feeling like that. But suddenly I wanted Olivia to know it again. Even thought it would hurt to see it I knew it would also be hot and I wanted her happiness more than anything. “We can find another one.”
 

“What?” she asked.
 

“We can find another cock. Another big black cock for you to fuck.”
 

Her eyes seemed to light up at the suggestion. “John…really?”
 

I could barely believe I was suggesting it but…”Yes. Really.”
 

“Oh God, John, you are the best!” Olivia said, clapping her hands together, her eyes alive with glee. She stood up and pushed the plates out of the way on the table, hoisted herself up and split her legs apart.
 

Her little shaved peach beckoned to me. She’d been too depressed all week to fuck and now just the sight of her getting damp had me roused. I stood and pushed my trousers off and yanked my rising cock out of my briefs. A few strokes had me fully hard and I pressed my purple head against her slit.
 

Olivia looked down. A wild look appeared in her eyes as she gazed at my cock being sheathed inside her.
 

The thought struck me that there was something absent, something missing as her wet folds sucked me in. I fought through the fog of pleasure that had descended on my mind from being inside her again to try and find what it was.
 

A nervous energy stabbed through me when I finally realized what it was.
 

No breath.
 

There had been no breath. No gentle sucking in of air at the moment I first pierced her. The soft gasp that had signalled her arousal had been absent.
 

I pushed into her roughly.
 

Olivia grabbed me by the shoulders and tilted back, giving me access to the full length of her pussy.
 

I drove into her, spearing my cock as deeply as I could searching for a way to make her gasp. But nothing would do it. When I looked at her it was to see her smiling at me in a pleasant way. But she didn’t seemed turned on by what we were doing.
 

She seemed satisfied.
 

Or was it just me?
 

The ache of approach gave way to the satisfaction of release. Olivia had not climaxed but it had been too long for me to be able to hold out. As I withdrew from her I looked down at her pussy that had started drooling cum onto the table top.
 

“Do you want me to…finish you?” I asked.
 

Olivia smiled, pulled her panties back over her puss, then climbed off the table. She eyed a small dollop of my ejaculate that had escaped her as she hopped off, wiped it up with a finger, then popped the tip of her finger into her mouth. “I don’t want to ruin your dinner. You can owe me one,” she said with a wink.
 

And so, with my needs addressed and Olivia’s about to be, we resumed our dinner as if we hadn’t just sealed a pact to stuff her full of black meat. It was unnerving, to say the least.
 

But a promise is a promise. So, that evening, I sat down and typed the words “how to find a black man to fuck my wife” into an internet searching engine.
 

Believe it or not, it’s easier than you’d imagine. The trouble was did we really want some stranger rooting up into Olivia with a cock that only God knew where it had been? The proposition seemed a risky one.
 

The answer came from a strange source. Some Johnny had typed out a whole how-to guide about getting your wife “blacked,” as he called it. The poorly described Pavlovian conditioning described had me rolling my eyes and shaking my head. I was about to navigate away when a word caught my eye.
 

Club.
 

A club. Of course. There had to be plenty of sex clubs that had rules about their members being clean. A perfunctory search revealed just such a place.
 

The slightly dated website was informative and better yet made the place appear classy and civilized. Membership was required and a strict background check was done so as to minimize the risks for those that wanted this sort of adult experience.
 

I must say that I even got a bit excited by the prospect. Whereas the situation with Ben had been arousing, it had been laced with bittersweet pain and pangs of jealousy as I tried to navigate how I felt about it all.
 

This, on the other hand, The Red Glove, as it was called, would provide a much safer and saner way to go about exploring our newly discovered fetish. I immediately submitted applications for membership for both of us, then poured myself a stiff drink before heading up to bed.
 

Confirmation of our acceptance came quicker than I expected. The very next morning I received and email with a set of rules and congratulations on becoming the club’s latest members. My heart did a little dance but I printed off the membership confirmation and walked it into the kitchen.
 

Olivia was doing her Saturday morning sulk at having to wake up at all. She was draped over the table inhaling the vapors from a steaming mug of coffee, as if drinking it would take too much effort.
 

I slapped the paper down on the table in front of her.
 

“What’s this?” she asked.
 

“Read it.”
 

Her eyes scanned the page. They brightened instantly as she reached the bottom. When she looked up it was with a large and goofy grin. “A sex club?” she asked.
 

“Happy now?”
 

She leaped up from the table. Her arm caught the ear of the mug and sent it flying across the kitchen. Coffee sloshed across the table and the mug shattered on the tile floor. Olivia didn’t care a wink.
 

She wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed me so tightly I thought she was going to pop my head off.
 

“I guess that’s a yes?” I grunted, barely able to speak for how she was holding onto me.
 

Olivia released her grip and put her hands on my cheeks. She pulled me to her lips and pressed her sweet wet tongue into my mouth with a hungry lust. She kissed me like this for a minute before sliding down the front of my body and onto her knees.
 

“Liv, you don’t have to…” I said, trying to pull her back up. Not that I minded, it just felt a little, I don’t know…wrong to be getting rewarded with a blowjob. A little Pavlovian, if you will.
 

“I know I don’t have to,” she said, hauling my pants and boxers off. “I want to.” She picked up my cock and examined it with a smile before ducking between my legs.
 

I groaned as she sucked one of my nuts into her mouth and gave it a long, slow lick. She let it fall out, then slurped the other one and did the same.
 

Needless to say my cock grew quite quickly in her hand, hardening to a stand slab of flesh.
 

Olivia teased my balls for a while longer before wrapping both hands around the base of my shaft and popping the head of my cock into her mouth. She gazed at me as she did this, her blue eyes sparkling with delight.
 

She pulled at my dick with her mouth, gliding onto it before sucking in and pulling off. One of her hands twisted around the base of my shaft while the other dipped between my legs and cupped my nuts. She gave them a knead.
 

I stared down at my wife, the woman who’d been open sexually before but now was a hungry little whore, a junkie for cock always waiting for her next fix.
 

Her hot mouth had drooled so much spit onto my cock that it was drizzling down my shaft. She opened her fist, rubbed some onto it, then closed it around me again.
 

This made it feel like her hand was just an extension of her mouth as she twisted and played with my cock.
 

I had become painfully aroused by her slutty performance and was ready to erupt. “Liv…I’m going to come…” I grunted.
 

I had expected her to pull off of me but instead, still staring up at me, she placed both hands on my thighs and pulled herself onto me so that the head of my cock ended up in her throat.
 

I started to nut.
 

Olivia’s eyes seemed to brighten as the first hot splashes of my ejaculate kissed the back of her throat. She swallowed, massaging the head of my cock as she did, and almost seemed to smile at me with her eyes.
 

I soared through a tremendous orgasm, then began to come down off the other end.
 

Olivia did not relent. She held me inside her throat, swallowing and tickling the end of my cock until her face started to turn a little red. When she finally pulled herself off it was with a deep and guttural and filthy gurgle. She let the cum that was left in her mouth ooze out, down her lip and drip onto the t-shirt she was wearing.
 

It was a deliciously disgusting display and I knew it was all for me.
 






Chapter 13

 


So another pact had been sealed between us with that vile act. Olivia would get the cock she wanted and I would get…a happy wife again, I suppose. It didn’t bother me that we were doing this. As I said, it almost safer than what we’d done with Ben. It did bother me a bit that she had experienced such a withdrawal after it was over.
 

We were young and we’d talked about starting a family, after all. There would have to come a time where this would end. I decided not to worry too far ahead. We would cross that bridge when we came to it.
 

For the time being we had made reservations for our first event at the club that very evening.
 

Olivia was like a kid in a candy store. She hummed her way through an afternoon shower and later putting on makeup.
 

She wore a simple red dress that came halfway down her thighs and did her breasts all kind of favors with the push-up bra she wore to go with it. Her red lipstick matched the dress and her mascara matched the black heels she’d put on.
 

As she walked down the stairs to where I was waiting by the hall the sight of her took my breath away. She was a beacon of beauty and the only thing brighter than how good she looked was her smile.
 

“Wow.” I breathed the word more than spoke it.
 

“You like?” she asked, twirling around, knees bent, one arm up in the air holding her clutch. She came to a stop facing me again and her blonde hair sashayed over her face before settling back down on her shoulders. Her smile turned to a grin.
 

I walked over to where she was standing, took her by the hand and gave her a gentle kiss on the lips so as not to disturb her lipstick.
 

Olivia kissed me back just and leaned softly against my chest. “I love you,” she whispered.
 

There was an energy thrumming about her that was vaguely disconcerting. I recognized it for what it was. She was only this happy because I was letting her out to play again. She was going out to get stuffed full of someone else’s cock. She loved me for that.
 

The thought sent a ripple of disquiet rushing through me but I quashed it. For the time being, I was going to give Olivia what she wanted. Then, we would see.
 

The club was one of the classiest places I’d ever set foot in. There was nothing seedy or sordid about it. Our ID’s were checked twice at the door by two different bouncers and compared to the membership confirmation we’d printed out.
 

Once inside we were welcomed into a dimly lit room with leather and vinyl couches, hardwood on the floor and stout tables and chairs. There was a large red crystal-shaped lamp standing on one of the coffee tables which cast a red hue over the whole space.
 

Further down past the bar were halls and corridors that led off to different rooms. The place was pretty full but the conversation was hushed and the music was soft, just loud enough to provide some background noise so people didn’t have to whisper.
 

“Welcome to our little Red Glove,” a friendly feminine voice spoke behind us. “Is this your first time?”
 

I glance at Olivia before turning around. 
 

She was staring at the room with wonder, eyeing the people inside, her mind obviously already racing at the possibilities the evening held.
 

I turned and came face to face with a very attractive blonde woman wearing a short black skirt, tight black top and black pantyhose. She was holding a clipboard, wearing a friendly smile and eyeing us with interest.
 

“Are we that obvious?” Olivia asked with a loud guffaw, inviting the attention of a few of the other guests. “Oh my gosh, this place is so coooool!” she cooed.
 

I coughed into a fist as the woman and I exchanged polite smiles. It was these sorts of moments where I often felt the need to apologize for my wife’s Americanness. I loved it myself but it could be a bit of a chore for others.
 

“Not obvious at all. Although there is a definite energy newcomers give off,” the woman explained, expertly deflating Olivia’s somewhat boorish question. “My name is Lisa and I’m your hostess tonight. If there’s anything I can help you with please don’t hesitate to let me know. Would you like a tour before you settle in?”
 

“That would be delightful,” I said before Olivia could respond.
 

“Right,” Lisa said, snapping to attention and rapping a knuckle on her board. “Follow me.”
 

We walked through the first large sitting room. People ignored us for the most part though I did see a few heads turned as Olivia walked through. I would have been surprised if they hadn’t. I felt a quick surge of angsty lust at the thought that one of these people might soon be sharing an intimate moment with my wife.
 

Lisa stopped first at the bar. “Would you like some drinks before we start?”
 

I looked at Olivia. She seemed indifferent and I’d promised myself that I would not start until we had a feeling about the place so I declined.
 

Lisa led us through one of the darkened corridors and to one of the rooms off to the side.
 

I balked at first entering, mainly because I had not expected what I saw inside. There was a large red “X” shaped cross on the wall, shackles at the top and bottom, presumably for ankles and wrists.
 

In the center of the room was a cage with seat cushions on top. It was long enough for a person to enter it lying down. On one of the other walls there hung a leather-upholstered slab that had more shackles at the top. A sort of luxurious flogging board, I suppose.
 

But it was the centrepiece of the room that was most fascinating. It was roughly a bench though obviously designed to be knelt on, legs spread. Straps attached the torso as well as ankles and wrists and there was ample space between the knee braces for another person to step in.
 

So a bench designed for fucking, no less.
 

Olivia marvelled at all these implements as Lisa explained how they were used. She asked us if we were new to the lifestyle, then chatted for a bit about how there was no pressure and no one would ever do anything without consent.
 

Her cheerful disposition put me at ease. How could anything go wrong in a place where Lisa was the hostess?
 

But as Lisa’s explanations continued I sensed Olivia’s impatience growing. She had a slightly wild, slightly hungry look in her eye and I could tell she wanted to get started. She wanted her cock that she missed so much.
 

Lisa led us to another room, one that contained a bed a few chairs in the corner and a mirror on the wall.
 

Olivia’s eyes lit up again as she looked at me.
 

“So, I think that unless you have any questions for me I’ll leave you two to it. Enjoy you’re first evening inside the Red Glove!” 
 

“No, I think we’re good!” Olivia replied at once.
 

Lisa smiled, turned and walked out the door and back down the hall.
 

Olivia took my hands in hers turned to face me with an excited smile. “Are you ready?” she asked.
 

My own smile was substantially weaker but I managed to muster it, at least. “What did you have in mind?” I asked.
 

Olivia let go of my hands and gave an excited shrug. “Why don’t you wait here and I’ll see what I can drag back?”
 

It wasn’t exactly what I’d expected but even I wasn’t really sure what that was. It seemed as good a plan as any so I sat down in one of the chairs as Olivia bounced out into the hall. A moment later she bounced back, bent over and kissed me on the lips. “I love you,” she whispered.
 

“I love you too,” I replied.
 

A few minutes passed. I began to get a little antsy. I thought of wandering back out and seeing what she was up to but then thought better of it. If Olivia was in the middle of something she could go a little nuclear if her plans were thrown off.
 

Just as I took my phone out to start pawing through the news I heard footsteps in the hall. My heart thumped, my pulse spiked and I fumbled as I stuffed the phone back into my pocket. I turned just as the footsteps reached the door.
 

The woman who entered caused me to stand up. It was not Olivia but rather a very tall and very attractive black woman that was wearing a glittering dress with sashes at the hem that swayed as she walked.
 

She strode into the room on high heels and set her drink down on a small table by the door. She eyed me up and down, as if sizing me up. “You’re wife was right.”
 

“She – she was? What about?”
 

“You are quite attractive.” She said it as casually as one would speak about the weather. Then, just as casually and without any shame she slipped the thin straps holding her dress up off her shoulders and shrugged it off.
 

I gasped and couldn’t help gaping at the smooth and toned lines of her dark complexion. She was very fit with clearly defined muscles in her abs and thighs. She wore her hair back in a tight bun. This served to accentuate her already high cheek bones giving her a very noble look. Almond eyes and a small chin softened her face a little.
 

She smiled. “I’m Daniella,” she said, stepping over and offering her hand.
 

I was still quite floored to be staring at a totally nude stranger but my politeness kicked in and I shook her hand. My eyes raked over her body one last time before realizing I was probably being rude, at which point my cheeks heated in a blush and I had to look away.
 

“It’s alright, John,” Daniella said, pressing her hand on my shoulder to sit me back down. “You’re new. It can all be a little much.”
 

I sat down because there didn’t seem to be a point to resisting and Daniella crossed the room and sat down on the edge of the bed, hands at her side.
 

I stole another glance at her small but perfectly round breasts that were capped with two even darker tiny nipples that had hardened since she’d taken off the dress. “I…it’s just…how did you…”
 

“Your wife sent me,” Daniella explained with a smile. “To loosen you up.”
 

At this I let out a guffaw. It was funny that Olivia felt the need to handle me in this situation. She seemed quite in her element. Quite at home. 
 

“And she is?” I asked. I was starting to calm down.
 

“With my husband. She mentioned that you enjoy watching her with a black man?”
 

This, again, caused me to flush. It was one thing to play the whole sordid fantasy out in the privacy of our own home, quite another to be confronted about it by a stranger.
 

“Don’t worry, John. There’s nothing wrong with it. We wouldn’t be here if we wanted to judge, would we?”
 

She had a point. “I suppose not.”
 

“You won’t find any of that down here at the Glove.”
 

I smiled, feeling slightly more at ease.
 

Daniella returned my smile and patted the bed beside her. “So? Are you interested?”
 

I was more confused. “Olivia sent you?” I asked.
 

Daniella nodded.
 

“To…loosen me up?”
 

She nodded and smiled. “Yes.”
 

It was the strangest proposition I’d ever received but an exciting one. Half of my mind drifted out of the room, wondering where Olivia was and what she was doing.
 

Daniella either read my face or my mind. “Don’t worry about her. She’s just chatting with Xavier. That’s my husband. They’ll be in soon to join us. Would you like that?”
 

What a strange new world I found myself in but slowly with each passing minute my apprehension was subsiding. Pieces of my world-view began to crack. Perhaps there was a way to live this lifestyle and still stay strong as a husband and wife.
 

I stood up and crossed the room and came to stand in front of Daniella.
 

She smiled. She reached up and unbuckled my belt. She took her time undoing each one of the buttons of my shirt, standing up as she climbed with her fingers. When her hands fell away having undone all of them she leaned forward and offered her lips for me to kiss.
 

A lusty greed pulsed through me as our mouths met. I hadn’t kissed another woman since Olivia and I had met and the strange contours of her mouth excited me.
 

We played gently with each others tongues for a few moments before Daniella pulled away. She put her fingers beneath my shirt and helped me shrug it off.
 

Then she sank back onto the bed, put a finger on my chest to push me back a step and sank to her knees.
 

My cock sprang out as she pulled my trousers off.
 

Daniella eyed it for a moment before taking it into her mouth. That sensation excited me, the feeling of a different mouth, a different tongue caressing my manhood. She played with it for a while before sliding it out of her mouth and sitting back up onto the bed. She spread her legs and glanced down at her smoothly shaven black slit that glistened, hinting pink in the dim light. “Do you mind?”
 

I got to my knees, put a hand on either of her thighs and lowered my mouth towards her sex. She smelled like fruit as I parted her soft folds with the tips of my fingers. I glanced up to see her watching me. Her small clit was pink and engorged.
 

My cock hardened as I pressed my tongue against the pink skin and gave a gentle lick. Her pussy juice had the same tangy bite to it that Olivia’s had but with a different, softer note. I suddenly found myself overwhelmed by my desire to eat her.
 

I pushed her back with one hand causing her to sink back onto her elbows on the bed.
 

Her legs parted, splitting her flesh for me further.
 

I dove down, plunged my tongue into her willing cunt and fucked her with it, tasting her walls. Then I slid it up and sucked her clit back into my mouth to taste it again.
 

Daniella emitted nothing more than a delicate sigh but she seemed to enjoy what I was doing.
 

My cock throbbed at the thought that soon Olivia would join us and we would be off together on some erotic adventure that was different than this. My mind flooded with joy and lust.
 

I looked up to see that Daniella’s chest was rising and falling much more so than it had been doing just a moment before. 
 

She was obviously enjoying what I was doing, though she wasn’t very dramatic or vocal about it. She bit her lip.
 

I sucked her clit further into my mouth.
 

Her lips trembled.
 

I lapped at her with my tongue.
 

Daniella came with a quiet shudder and another fawning sigh. Her body shook softly beneath my lips as a trickle of her cum splurted out of her pussy and onto my neck. I continued until she touched my cheeks with her fingers to guide me away.
 

I rose up and mounted the bed, hoping to mount her, too. My cock was throbbing with need.
 

“Ah! Not like that,” Daniella said. She rolled over onto her stomach, rose onto her knees and patted the bed indicating I should lie down.
 

As I did she straddled me keeping her pussy just above my cock. A little of her succus trickled onto my cock, formed a ball and rolled down spreading it’s heat as it went.
 

“When’s the last time you were inside a woman that wasn’t your wife?” Daniella asked, teasing me by swaying her hips above me so that her wet folds caressed the crown of my cock.
 

“Before I was married.”
 

Daniella smiled and bit her lip. “Oh John,” she whispered, “you are going to love this.” She spread her knees, parting her flesh and allowing me to slip inside her tight channel.
 

Her walls clung to the contours of my cock. Hot bursts of pleasure shot up from my pelvis, dousing the base of my brain and focusing all my attention on what Daniella’s pussy felt like as she took me into herself.
 

I lost control in a way I couldn’t remember ever doing, thrusting my hips up in fitful jerks to try and force my way deeper inside this fresh flesh.
 

Daniella flashed a knowing smile, as if she were delighting in stealing an innocence I’d regained through my monogamy with Olivia these last four years. She slid down my pole until I felt her enclosing it completely, her tight lips sealing me in. “I told you that would feel good,” she whispered.
 

“Please…” I groaned, squirming beneath her lithe body.
 

Daniella shook her head. “Not quite yet.”
 

More footsteps at the door made me turn my head. In walked Olivia, naked and holding the hand of a rather large, rather attractive black man. Daniella’s husband, I assumed.
 

He almost paraded her in, holding her hand up until she reached the bed.
 

Olivia was staring at me with a wild and lascivious look in her eyes. “Oh John,” she whispered, eyeing me, staring at where my flesh was impaled inside Daniella’s tight cunt.
 

“Come here, sweetie,” Daniella said, taking the hand that Xavier had been holding. She helped Olivia up and onto the bed, positioning her in such a way that she was forced to swing a leg over my face.
 

My cock hardened inside Daniella’s hot moistness as I watched Olivia’s pussy split above my eyes.
 

She had a delighted look on her face.
 

I’m sure I did, too.
 

Olivia glanced down at me as Daniella gently pressed her lower onto my mouth. “Wait, are you going to be alright like that?” she asked quietly.
 

Daniella squeezed her hands and smiled. “Trust me, he’ll be fine.”
 

Olivia cast one last glance down at me before settling her slippery pussy onto my open mouth. She sucked in a breath of air as I began to lick her sweetness. Getting more comfortable, she settled back pressing my nose into the crack of her ass.
 

All of my senses were flooded with Olivia. I couldn’t see what was happening above me but the view of her ass and the taste of her pussy on my tongue were good enough for me.
 

She leaned slightly forward and I heard the distinct wet smacking sounds of people kissing.
 

Daniella began to ride my cock.
 

I moaned, the sound sinking into Olivia’s core.
 

Daniella slowed, then finally stopped but the two continued to make out above me.
 

With my cock throbbing and hungry for release inside Daniella I had no choice but to vent my frustration by licking Olivia as furiously as I dared.
 

She reacted to it almost instantly, her hips squirming, pussy squishing against my mouth.
 

I felt her tremble. Then I heard her moan, the sound dampened inside Daniella’s mouth.
 

And finally, I felt her pussy squeeze around my tongue and then release, sending a hot gush of her juice into my mouth.
 

Olivia trembled through her orgasm, smashing her soft organ against my face, grinding against my chin and finally rising up when the sensation proved too much.
 

I emerged from between her legs a filthy, panting mess. As she swung her leg over me and to the side I gripped Daniella’s thighs and thrust up with my hips to inspire her to ride.
 

She smiled, slipped off of my cock with a soft but dirty slurping sound and swung her leg over and off the bed. “Why don’t we give Xavier a chance to have some fun?”
 






Chapter 14

 


Though I was nearly shaking with arousal I didn’t want to start a scene or be the spoil-sport that ruined everyone’s fun. I got up off the bed and walked over to one of the chairs in the corner and took a seat.
 

By this time Olivia had already laid down on her back. Her head was turned and she was watching the mighty Xavier cross the room.
 

A shiver of excitement passed through me as I got my first good look at him. His skin was darker than Daniella’s, who had taken a seat on one of the other chairs. He was tall but not particularly broad. He was all lean muscle and sinew with black skin stretched taut over a firm chest and chiselled abs.
 

He took his time approaching the bed, studying Olivia in the dim light, as if her were savoring the prize he was about to claim.
 

My already hard cock stiffened even more. I was perched at the edge of an orgasm but I didn’t want to just stroke one out. Somehow that seemed bad form. So I sat and watched and suffered as Xavier climbed onto the bed.
 

Olivia looked so wondrously happy. She was holding her legs open and back for her new lover, putting her peachy little mound on perfect display.
 

He took his cock in hand and pointed the dark head of it at her entrance. Moving it side to side, he pried her lips apart just enough to slip the very tip of his head in. “You like a black cock inside you, don’t you?” he asked Olivia.
 

“Oh God yes…” The words trembled out of her.
 

Without warning Xavier pressed into her, piercing through her entrance and squeezing into her tight pussy.
 

Olivia moaned and stared down at his cock disappearing inside of her. She was absolutely mesmerized, her eyes wide open, pupils dilated, as if she’d just been injected with some lovely drug.
 

She took all of his cock and soon his balls settled against her anus with a light slap. She looked up and into his dark eyes.
 

Xavier held himself inside of her, enjoying the sensation of her warmth and wetness before prying his cock out and almost immediately slamming it into her again. And this time he did slam. He rammed his dark piston into her so hard she cried out.
 

He did it again and this time she only gasped. And again and this time it elicited a lascivious, needing moan. “More,” she groaned.
 

Xavier obliged. He continued his assault on her pink pussy with that dark stick thundering it into her until she shook beneath him on the bed.
 

Her first orgasm was all screams and moans and claws digging into flesh. The second, which came soon after, was a softer affair but her hips rose to meet him so that when his cock was most deeply impaled inside her, her ass was in the air.
 

And the third orgasm was the one that caused me the most anguish and the most pressing lust. By the third orgasm they had quieted down. Her alabaster calves were perched on his black back, feet flapping gently as he rose and fell into her again.
 

Her arms were wrapped around his neck and their lips brushed and played against each other, tongues flicking out, eyes closed.
 

“Oh my god I’m going to come again.” The words were softer than a breath.
 

Xavier slowed. His hard cock swung in and out, Olivia’s tight lips sealed around it.
 

I saw her shake. She wrapped her arms around his back and pulled him close. Her ankles locked around his waist.
 

Xavier paused.
 

The room went still. Still, save for the quietest filthy little noise. The sound of a finger being pulled out of the mud, then pushed back in. Over and over and over.
 

His organ was flexing inside her at the same moment hers was clamping around his. Each flex caused a torrent of his hot cum to come rushing forth and spill into her. With each gush, the seed ejaculated into her body would begin their frantic swim to her very deepest place. Searching for her egg.
 

Precum oozed out of the head of my cock at the thought.
 

The near silence was pierced by the sound of Olivia’s breath.
 

Xavier stilled over her and it was over.
 

She held him for many long minutes after that.
 

When he finally extricated himself from her arms, he did it quietly. Neither he, nor his wife acknowledged that I was there. They simply disappeared into the night.
 

I stood up and staggered over to the bed.
 

Olivia had such a peaceful and contented look on her face I didn’t want to disturb her stillness but the tightness between my legs was unrelenting. She looked over at me and smiled a faint smile. “Honey I’m…a little sore.”
 

I could not help that my expression sank.
 

“Come here,” she whispered.
 

I sidled over until I was standing beside her on the bed.
 

She reached out with her hand one slender finger extended. She touched the underside of my sack with the tip of it. Then, ever so slowly, she dragged her nail up, scraping against the base of my shaft.
 

It happened when she reached my glans.
 

My cock began to pump and the cum began to ooze out of the head. But I felt none of the release I’d been expecting. I looked up at her, panicked.
 

Olivia’s faint smile turned into a wicked grin.
 

I reached up to touch myself, to try and pump my way to the pleasure I’d been denied.
 

Olivia’s hand moved and stopped mine in mid-air.
 

The room went still again. This time the only thing moving in it was my cocky softly flexing spilling seed into a messy puddle on the floor. When it was over I felt a little emptier but no less tight.
 

Olivia sat up on the bed with renewed energy. “Did you like that?” she asked. “Daniella told me to try it. She said your next orgasm is going to feel like it’s ripping your body apart.” She seemed to have been reinvigorated by her little stunt as excitement danced in her eyes. “I bet I’ll be feeling better by the time we get home,” she whispered.
 

I was tugging my pants on before the words she’d finished speaking the words.
 

The ride home was torture but as it turned out Olivia did feel much better after we got back. We rushed upstairs and she let me slip into her.
 

I’d never really lost my erection after the non-orgasm so there wasn’t much need for foreplay. Olivia was well-lubricated with a copious amount of Xavier’s sperm. I slid in easily and couldn’t help myself from thrusting roughly into her to try and come.
 

It was over in two minutes and we were both lying on the bed staring at the ceiling a few seconds after that.
 

I was exhausted and I knew Olivia was, too, but I was dying to connect with her and find out whether she’d liked our little adventure. “Did you have a good time?” I asked softly.
 

Olivia looked at me and nodded. “Did you?”
 

“I did. But I can’t believe you sent Daniella in like that.”
 

“Wasn’t that hot?” Olivia said, rolling onto her side and excitedly propping her head up on her elbow. “The two of us on top of you like that?”
 

I nodded. “That was pretty fucking hot, I must admit.”
 

We went silent for a minute or two, each of us lost in our thoughts.
 

“Did you like Xavier?” I asked after a time.
 

Olivia pressed her lips together and nodded. “I really liked his cock, John. Thank-you.”
 

The memory of their lovemaking, that third orgasm, stirred a jealousy somewhere deep inside me but I pushed it away.
 

“John?”
 

“What is it?”
 

“They’re such lovely people, too. They invited me, I mean us, to dinner at their place.”
 

“What? When was that?” I asked.
 

“When I was talking to them before I sent Daniella in. We started chatting and when they found out it was our first time they said we absolutely had to come over for dinner. In fact, they kind of made me promise next Saturday?” She shot me a guilty look. “Is that alright?”
 

It was a bit shocking. I had really been looking forward to separating our sexual adventures from our personal life. It had felt so strange with Ben and not so with Xavier and Daniella, mainly because we could come home to our own house and leave all that behind.
 

But Olivia seemed so excited by the prospect of getting to know them, and she’d already promised so I decided that maybe just this once wouldn’t hurt. “Uh…that’s just fine, Liv. Just fine.”
 

“Oh good, I’m glad you think so.” She rolled onto her back with a smile.
 

A few minutes later I began to drift off and I had nearly fallen asleep when the sound of my name being whispered startled me awake. I looked over to see that Olivia was staring at me with wide eyes.
 

“Oh, I’m sorry!” she said. “I didn’t know you were so close to falling asleep!”
 

“It’s fine. Was that…did you say my name?”
 

“I did.”
 

“What is it?”
 

She waited a moment before answering. “Daniella told me something else, John.”
 

“Hmm? What’s that.”
 

Olivia looked away, as if a little shy. “She said that sometimes she goes off her birth control and that the sex is so much hotter. Can you believe she does that?”
 

A nervous energy tightened my insides. “Olivia that’s incredibly risky,” I replied.
 

“I know, John. I know,” she was nodding and looking down at the bed.
 

I couldn’t believe what she was suggesting, though my own fantasies about it had already begun to claw their way to the front of my mind. “Olivia, you wouldn’t actually consider doing that, would you?” I wasn’t sure whether I was saying it in disbelief or asking her to.
 

Her hesitation told me that that was exactly what she was considering.
 

And that made my cock come roaring back to life.
 

“Think about it, John,” she whispered. She grabbed my arm and looked straight into my eyes. Hers had a little hint of wild again. “Think about fucking me and pumping all your seed into my belly and there being nothing between it and my egg.”
 

My cock throbbed.
 

Olivia noticed and glanced down. Her eyes narrowed a little. When she spoke, her voice was soft. “Now think about Xavier fucking me and filling me up with his cum. And think about what it would be like if his seed took instead of yours?”
 

By this time I was fully hard.
 

Olivia rolled onto me, slipped her pussy onto my cock and began to ride.
 






Chapter 15

 


Xavier and Daniella turned out to be quite well-heeled indeed. Their house in Knightsbridge was across the park from the famous 221B Baker St. It was a modern affair with the shape of one shoe box on top of the other, tucked behind a large live-cedar hedge and a fence for security.
 

We were invited inside by a smiling Daniella but I was surprised to find that we were not the only guests in attendance that evening. I had assumed they were inviting us to a dinner party alone, I suppose.
 

I sheepishly handed her the bottle of wine I’d purchased, assuming that it would only be us.
 

Daniella smiled politely, thanked me and set it on a small table off to one side.
 

As soon as we stepped into the expensively furnished and rather large living room I felt quite out of my league. Not to say that being a lawyer is something to scoff at but these were very obviously people from a different class entirely.
 

The understated finery of everyone’s attire had an unsettling effect. These were not Armani-wearing plebs. These people were wearing the finest of what Saville Row had to offer.
 

As Daniella took us around to introduce us I couldn’t help but notice that the guests were predominantly black. By the time we’d been around the room and handed cocktails, Olivia was practically a panting mess next to me.
 

I, on the other hand, was becoming a little worried.
 

Olivia had convinced me that she wanted to try Daniella’s advice and stop taking her birth control. This had, admittedly, been quite hot. Even knowing there was practically no chance of conception, the first night we’d had sex it had been some of the hottest yet. Just that tiny sliver of a possibility was enough to spice things up.
 

But now as we stood at the edge of this crowd I began to have my concerns. I managed to pull Olivia off to the side of the room, out of earshot of most of them.
 

“Would you look at all these people?” she said, staring over my shoulder at the other guests. “There’s gotta be a couple million dollars worth of suits in this room!”
 

I was surprised at how well she managed to keep her voice in check. This sort of thing normally excited her to the point that I would have to ask her to keep it down. “They are certainly well-to-do, it seems,” I said, looking back. “But Olivia…”
 

She back at me. “What is it?”
 

“Did you know we weren’t going to be alone here tonight?”
 

She shook her head, then shrugged. “I don’t know. I didn’t really think about it.”
 

I turned to look at the other guests again. The men were all as handsome as Xavier, the women all as elegant as Danielle. I looked back at Olivia. “Do you think…this is some sort of orgy?”
 

Olivia looked at me with a blank expression for a moment. She began to chuckle and as I tried to restrain her whipped her head back and emitted a hoot that silenced all the conversation in the room.
 

I glanced back nervously to find most of the guests staring at us. “It’s alright!” I said cheerily. “Funny joke is all. Should have waited till we were home.” My smile faltered and I turned back around.
 

Slowly the conversations in the room resumed. Olivia had collected herself and was wiping a tear away from the corner of her cheek.
 

“I don’t see why you think that’s so absurd. We did meet Xavier and Danielle at a sex club, after all,” I explained.
 

Olivia’s smile faded. Her expression took on a worried note. Her mouth opened as the realization that what I’d said might be entirely plausible took shape in her mind. “John, you don’t think…”
 

“I don’t know. Did they say anything like that? At the club?”
 

She shook her head. “I swear. They just said they really wanted us to come over for dinner and they were very insistent about Saturday.”
 

Olivia, now attuned to the idea that this was not going to be the evening we had expected, had lowered her voice to hushed tones.
 

“Is everything alright?” Daniella’s gentle question made me turn around.
 

I offered a polite smile. “Everything’s just fine, Daniella. We were just…I was retelling a joke I’d heard. Like I said I should have waited until…”
 

“Nonsense.” Daniella locked eyes with me as she spoke the single word through her tight smile.
 

Xavier came looming up behind her, his dark eyes moving between me and Olivia, as if he were probing for something.
 

“Olivia, would you come with me dear? There’s someone you haven’t met yet that I think you’d really enjoy speaking with. You’ll excuse us?” she asked, looking at me, then back at her husband.
 

A ripple of worry travelled through me as Olivia took the arm Daniella was offering. The two walked away together, past one of the small groups in conversation and disappeared down the hall.
 

Xavier stepped towards me and put out a strong hand. “I’m sorry we didn’t get a chance to speak the other day. We thought you two would prefer to be alone.”
 

I flushed even as I took his hand and shook it. It was strange speaking with someone at a dinner party who had casually made love to my wife as I watched. “Not at all. I did appreciate it.” My cheeks heated even more at the admission. What an absurd position to be in!
 

“I’m sure you did. You have a beautiful wife.”
 

“Thank-you,” I muttered. There was something quite dominant and somewhat intimidating about his unrelenting stare. I hadn’t yet seen him smile or use any of the other usual social cues that indicated he was interested in connecting.
 

“You’re welcome. May I show you some of the house?”
 

It was a strange question that took me by surprise but it was a pleasant relief of some of the tension I felt between us. “I’d love that. It’s a wonderful place.”
 

“Thank-you. We enjoy it. Follow me.”
 

I followed him out onto the terrace. It was an uncharacteristically clear night and a few stars could be seen dotting the sky.
 

Xavier showed me the sprawling grounds, then we went back into the house to get away from the chill night air. The house had two stories but for the most part we ignored them. Instead, Xavier opened a door that led to the basement downstairs.
 

We descended into the dim light, through a corridor where the hall was covered in plush carpet that dampened the sound of our steps and into a fairly small room with nothing more than a mirror and two chairs inside.
 

Xavier closed the door behind us. “Please, have a seat,” he said, indicating one of the chairs.
 

It was a very strange situation to be in. I had no idea what the room was for, or the mirror, but nor did I feel terribly threatened by Xavier. Still, it had already started to get a little warm with the two of us inside and I wondered what this was all about.
 

“Danielle tells me you are a lawyer?”
 

“Yes, I am,” I replied, forcing a smile.
 

“And you enjoy watching your wife fuck other men?”
 

This really knocked me off balance as it was the last thing I’d expected him to say. We were just beginning to have a nice conversation, why did he need to be so abrupt?
 

Xavier waited for me to answer, his eyes never leaving mine.
 

“I…I suppose I do.”
 

“Then I have a proposal for you, John.”
 

The bottom dropped out of my stomach and my palms began to sweat.
 

Xavier reached across to the wall and flipped a switch. The lights inside the room we were in dimmed. The mirror seemed to melt until it was transparent just as the lights behind it brightened.
 

My heart jumped into my throat. Behind the glass Danielle and Olivia were standing quite close to each other. Olivia was wearing a sultry expression, her lips parted, eyelids heavy.
 

Danielle was smiling at her and saying something though I couldn’t discern what it was from behind the glass.
 

“You see every once in a while,” Xavier went on, “we meet a couple like you at the club. New to the scene, fresh and innocent. It’s hard to come by so when we find it, we try to take good care of such a rare thing.”
 

I tore my eyes away from Olivia to look up at him. “You do?” I asked, after swallowing hard.
 

“We do,” he confirmed. “Daniella liked your cock, John. Did you enjoy her?”
 

I nodded. I honestly felt as if I were in some sort of trance experiencing this surreal situation unfolding as it was.
 

“Good. I did enjoy Olivia. Thoroughly. But I knew I would from the moment we met. She has an aura about her.”
 

“She does,” I echoed, turning to look back at Olivia again. A pulse of lust coursed through me, stirring my cock.
 

Daniella had stopped talking and was now leaning slowly closer to Olivia, her mouth parted. The whole scene slowed and seemed suspended in mid-air and then their lips met and Olivia closed her eyes.
 

Another swell of lust pulsed through me. My cock strained against my trousers.
 

“Our guests you met upstairs? They all share our particular tastes, John. They all like to enjoy life without the restrictions placed on it by society.”
 

I looked up at Xavier as he spoke.
 

“We invited you here tonight, John, because we thought you’d fit in well with these people. What firm are you at? I forgot whether you mentioned it.”
 

“Mason Mason Lipscombe,” I replied.
 

Xavier furrowed his brow. “Hmm, haven’t heard of it. But I’ll tell you what, John, David Brealy is upstairs. He’s a very good friend of mine. You might have heard of him?”
 

I nodded and swallowed again. David Brealy was the founder of Brealy and Co, on of London’s most elite law firms.
 

“Would you be interested in meeting him?”
 

Behind the glass, Olivia and Danielle’s kisses had turned more passionate. Danielle had worked Olivia so she was sitting up on the large pillow at the center of the circular room. She’d climbed over, almost on top of her and had pressed her hand between Olivia’s legs and was playing with her pussy.
 

I could see it all clearly, Olivia’s shinning juices starting to spill from her slit.
 

“It looks like they’re having a nice time,” Xavier said and for the first time that night the corner of his mouth turned up in what was almost a smile.
 

A figure emerged out of the shadows. It was one of the black men I’d seen upstairs except now he was wearing a white bathrobe that was a stark contrast to his dark skin.
 

My heart began to hammer against my chest as I watched him peel it off and let it fall to the floor.
 

Olivia was seemingly unaware of him, engrossed in Danielle and undulating by her hand in the center of the room.
 

“We always like to welcome new friends when we make them,” Xavier said quietly. He’d stepped around behind me and put his heavy hand on my shoulder.
 

I craned my neck to look back at him.
 

“If you want, John, you can always just walk out and tell them to stop. It’s just right through that door,” he said, nodding to the door we’d entered through.
 

I spun my head back to look at Olivia. Daniella was still next to her, propped up on one elbow, kissing her softly as she massaged her now dripping slit.
 

The large man who’d entered the room they were in had begun to stroke his cock, staring at the two women making out in front of him.
 

Xavier lifted his hand from my shoulder, walked the few steps to the door and slipped out.
 

Suddenly alone, a panic gripped me. What was I doing? I had been so confused by this sudden twist of events, not to mention aroused, that I’d completely forgotten that Olivia had stopped taking her birth control just that week.
 

My eyes did a frantic dance between Olivia and Daniella on the bed and the man stroking his cock to hardness next to them. My mind began to race, fighting against the powerful lust that had me in its grip.
 

What were the odds that, were I to let this happen, Olivia would become pregnant? Surely they were almost nil. She had just stopped her birth control a few short days ago and I vaguely remembered from somewhere that it often took months, sometimes more, to be able to conceive again.
 

On the other hand, any risk at all was surely too great, was it not?
 

I could not even believe that I was wrestling with this. I was a lawyer, a professional, I’d played it smart and safe and done the respectable things all my life. Why then, now, was I contemplating letting my bare wife accept another man’s cock, and most likely his cum?
 

The thought sent a painful ache roaring through me that flexed my cock against my pants. This was why. I felt a prisoner to my passions, my fantasies had me wrapped around their little finger.
 

Perhaps it was because I’d played it so safe, because I’d always chosen the respectable path that I was even contemplating this as a decision. Maybe I should have had more adventure in my life?
 

But another glance at Olivia, her expression pained, legs spread, Daniella twisting her pussy this way and that and that dark shape beside them ready to ply into her depths snapped the rigid part of me that always did the right thing.
 

I settled back into my chair.
 






Chapter 16

 


The speakers in the room turned on as Olivia climaxed. How, I don’t know, nor did I care. But now I could hear, in full stereo, the sounds of her anguished pleasure as she writhed with Daniella’s hand finished her between her legs.
 

Daniella graced her with a few more gentle kisses and a soft rub up and down her slit.
 

Olivia was positioned so that I had a perfect view of what was between her legs. The mounds that formed her pussy were dripping and throbbing and hot. Ready to welcome and accept.
 

The man who had by now worked his cock into a hardened state, approached.
 

Daniella slipped off the circular bed and into the shadows at the edges of the room.
 

Olivia looked dazed, almost drugged.
 

The thought that she might be, that they might have slipped something into her drink sent a bolt of panic through my chest. This caused me to have my strongest moment. I almost rose up off the chair and walked through that door to end it all.
 

Almost.
 

It wasn’t weakness entirely that prevented me. It was also seeing Olivia’s eyes brighten at the sight of that hard, dark body and that thick, long cock crawling with veins, the purple head exposed and pointed towards her sex.
 

Suddenly she was excited again. She seemed herself and thrilled that here was this Adonis ready to plunge himself inside her if she only spread her legs.
 

I wondered what they’d told her? I wondered if they told her that I would be watching or if she didn’t know, or (for better and for worse according the feeling in my stomach) if she just didn’t care?
 

Perhaps her craving for that dark phallus had evolved to the point where it far outweighed any thought she might have about me?
 

It was a terrifying yet somehow tantalizing thought.
 

The man nodded. “Take it off,” he muttered in what sounded like an accent from the heart of Africa somewhere.
 

Olivia’s eager compliance further cemented me to my seat. She bounced up onto her bottom and peeled the dress she’d been wearing over her head.
 

“All of it,” the man muttered, still stroking himself. He spat into his palm and rubbed it across the head of his cock. Readying himself for his real entrance.
 

Olivia removed the underwear that Daniella had merely pushed aside, then her bra.
 

A wonderful warm feeling filled me at seeing her tits released, nipples hard, her body ready for another stranger’s fucking.
 

She began to undo the buckles that held the straps of her heels in place.
 

“No,” the man grunted. “Leave them on.”
 

Olivia paused, but obliged. Slowly she lowered herself back onto her elbows on the bed. She parted her legs to reveal a still wet pussy.
 

The man approached. He let go his cock and put a black hand on her thighs, the way Xavier had. He rolled her back so that he had to point his cock right down to enter her.
 

This gave me the perfect view of their two organs, if not Olivia’s expression.
 

He pressed the head of his cock against her lips.
 

They gave way easily, parting and almost flicking around him like tongues trying to swallow him up.
 

He pressed into her slowly and evenly and as he did, even though I couldn’t see her face, I could see the reaction in her body.
 

Her ankles began to twist a little. Her thighs shook in his grip. The dark button of her sphincter closed as her pussy began to milk his cock.
 

His dark balls, one hanging lower than the other, soon covered that beautiful view, sank lower, then settled against the sheets. A final thrust, for good measure, assured me he was completely inside.
 

Olivia’s alabaster hands drifted up and down the flexed muscles of the man’s hard arms. Each time they fell they traced new lines as if marvelling at the way his flesh felt.
 

When he began pull his cock out her hips started moving, trying to grind the fun parts of her against the hardest parts of him. It slipped out covered in a thick layer of her moistness, sticky and white.
 

The second time he thrust into her faster and pulled out just as fast. Soon he found his rhythm and along with him, Olivia had also found hers.
 

The sight of their bodies swaying against each other, his rigid cock pulsing in and out of her soft pinkness caused my own member to swell.
 

And this time, with my mind a little clearer of the jealousy that had plagued me when she’d been with Ben or the shock of what had happened at the club, I realized there was more to this than just the taboo of my wife sleeping with another man.
 

There was something about the intrusion of his maleness into her femininity that ignited the embers of my lust and turned them into a roaring fire. For him, whoever he was, this was a fleeting encounter, one to be forgotten the next time a female presented herself.
 

For Olivia, it seemed that there would always be a memory of it. There would always be a shadow, an imprint no matter how faint, of the way his cock felt inside of her and the feeling of his seed inside her chalice.
 

I found that a powerfully erotic notion. It didn’t matter if she came back to me over and over. A part of these men would always stay with her.
 

The fucking had become more urgent. Olivia’s moans and the man’s rough grunts drifted in over the speakers. She’d begun to try and clamber up higher on him, her legs scrambling against his flexing ass in an attempt to let him drive himself further into her pussy.
 

A sure sign she was about to come.
 

When she began to cling to him with her fingers I knew the moment was seconds away.
 

She screamed. Her pussy pulsed, constricting and dilating, sucking and releasing around his muscle to coax the jizm from him. She flailed beneath him as he continued to fuck.
 

His powerful roar and rough shudder made me stare at his balls. As his seeding pole continued to sink and ascend, they seemed to stay in place as they alternately pulled up and sank with each pulse of his cock.
 

He came up, stretching out his neck, back flexing as he roared again towards the ceiling.
 

By this time Olivia’s orgasm had finished and now she just lay there receiving him, her hands once again running softly along his muscles as he finished his fuck.
 

His dark cudgel softened into a hose. He held himself above her for a moment, panting to catch his breath, then, without ceremony, he removed the delivering muscle from her and rose up off the bed.
 

In my rapt attention I hadn’t noticed that another man had entered at the other side of the room. As the first donned his robe and slipped into the shadows the same way Daniella had, the second took his place, cock in hand.
 

For a thrilling instant I saw the petals of Olivia’s soft flower, messy and splayed, a dollop of hot pollen polluting them and oozing out.
 

Then it went black again.
 

Without a word the second man moved into the space between her legs and inserted himself into her, causing rivulets of semen to squish out between their flesh and down her legs. His easy entrance elicited a moan from Olivia and soon she was locked in another fuck.
 

This time wasn’t quite as passionate, as I suppose Olivia had spent a good deal of her energy on the first. She kept her legs down and spread for most of it. Accepting his intrusion but not working nearly as hard to reach a peak.
 

She did, nonetheless. Her toes curled and she moaned as her thighs shuddered against black hips.
 

The man inside her finished his emission as quietly as he’d entered her, removed his cock and the cycle began again.
 

I lost track of how many had her. Perhaps nine? Perhaps ten.
 

By the end of it her pussy was a frothing mess with all of their mixed ejaculate churning inside her.
 

I was a shuddering mess of nerves punctuated by the stiffest cock I’d ever felt. As Daniella came in to help her up and into a robe reality settled around my neck like a bag of rocks.
 

No matter what the probabilities were, I realized that this was a foolish risk to have taken. I should have put a stop to things. I should have walked into the room where Olivia lay spread-legged and said that there would be none of this.
 

I had succumbed, though, to my dark fantasy and now I wondered what price we would pay for this?
 

When Xavier opened the door and stepped inside, I jumped out of my seat, startled by the sudden interruption of my darkest thoughts. “I assumed you wouldn’t want to rejoin the part today?” he asked.
 

It took me a moment but I shook my head. I had no idea how I was going to get us home after all this.
 

“I have a car waiting. Follow me.”
 

We walked through a labyrinth of corridors before coming to a door. He opened it and beckoned me through. A black Mercedes was waiting in the garage with the engine running. “But…” I panicked, turning to see if Olivia was behind us. No matter what happened I couldn’t leave her there. We had to be together tonight.
 

“She’s already inside,” Xavier explained.
 

I stumbled towards the car, opened the door and sighed with relief as my eyes settled on Olivia huddled by the other door. I turned to look at Xavier. “It was…” I couldn’t find any words past that.
 

What had it been? Did I thank him for the lovely party?
 

“Perhaps…another time you can introduce me to Mr. Brealy?” I asked with a weak smile. It was as good as I could do.”
 

That’s when Xavier finally smiled. Not a full grin, but more than just a flicker of his lips. “Perhaps.” He turned and walked back into the house.
 

I sank into the car and closed the door.
 

A moment later we were moving through with the lights of London whizzing by outside.
 






Chapter 17

 


Olivia and I did not make love that night. She was exhausted and her body was sore.
 

As much as I ached for her and to release, I didn’t bring myself to do it, either. My dreams were racked with tall men lurking in the shadows and Olivia running in front of me just always out of reach.
 

I was awoken the next morning by her soft hand on my rigid cock. She had it wrapped around me firmly and was caressing it in slow strokes. As my eyes fluttered open I gazed up to look into hers.
 

“I love you,” she whispered, biting her lower lip.
 

“I love you, too,” I replied.
 

She said nothing else as she mounted me and slipped me into her tight puss. She didn’t fuck me that day. She rode me slowly, her pussy gliding along my cock as she stared into my eyes, her tits swaying above me, slapping against each other with each of her thrusts.
 

Each time I would harden and wince and feel the climax at the tip of my cock she would slow down and finally stop, smiling as she did. She teased me with a relentless string of these trips to the edge before luring me back.
 

Then, at last, she lay down on top of me, pressed her soft breasts against my chest and began to ride my cock up and down accompanied by the sticky sounds of me entering and retreating from her cunt.
 

I’m sure my face turned red as I strained once more, perched on the edge of a tremendous climax. I looked into her eyes and whispered, “Please?”
 

“You ready?” she whispered back.
 

I answered with a furious nod.
 

She sped up and smiled, leaned forward and kissed me, then slowed as my first contraction hit. Her smile widened at the same time my vision blurred as the first rush of semen bathed her insides white.
 

She clutched me with her pussy, riding in long strokes as I shouted and bucked beneath her trying to reach her depths. It stretched on and on, wave after wave of pleasure drenching through me until I thought something inside me was going to pop.
 

When it receded she kept riding as long as she could, until I’d softened so much that I fell out and even then she kept gliding her slit along my cock as I trembled out the last shudders of my climax.
 

Olivia stayed on top of me for some time.
 

I drank in the warm, safe feeling her body gave me, her weight a shield against the world outside.
 

We were back, her and I. Somehow, I felt like we’d survived.
 

When she did roll off she kept her hands on my chest, touching me to let me know she was close and ready to talk.
 

It took me a long time to sort through my thoughts and come up with the right ‘first thing’ to say. “Did you like it?” seemed as good a way to start as any.
 

Olivia bit her lower lip and nodded, a soft smile starting to form on her lips. “Did you?” she asked back.
 

“So much,” I whispered, pressing my forehead to hers. “But…”
 

She sighed. “I know. It was dangerous.”
 

“It was.”
 

A silence fell between us. “But so hot, right?” she asked.
 

“So very hot,” I replied. “Should you…”
 

“I’ll take care of it. Don’t worry.”
 

I nodded. I knew she would.
 

“John?”
 

“What is it?”
 

“I think we should stop this.”
 

Those words brought me great relief. “Are you sure?”
 

“I’m sure.”
 

“Why?” I was happy about it but I wanted her to be happy, too. “Won’t you miss it?”
 

Olivia giggled. “I will a little bit, I guess. But…I think we should start trying for a family. We’re not getting any younger and, as fun as that was…” She trailed off.
 

“You’ve had enough?”
 

She thought on it for a moment. “I think I have.”
 

I sighed. Thank God. I think I had, too. “What about breakfast?”
 

Olivia closed her eyes, smiled and purred her delight. “Breakfast sounds amazing.”
 

“Shall we?” I asked.
 

Olivia looked at me and her eyes narrowed. “We shall. But not right now,” she whispered. “Right now I want you to imagine something.”
 

“What?”
 

“Imagine that all that cum is still inside me.”
 

My cock flopped between my legs.
 

“Imagine it’s in there swimming up and into me, filling me and that there’s nothing we can do about it. And that…we’ll just have to take our chances. It might, you know, take root?”
 

I rolled onto Olivia and drove myself inside.
 



THE END
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Things heat up as the couple explore the boundaries of their relationship.

But after an encounter goes awry, will Jack be able to get back in the game and enjoy his hot wife?


An HEA romantic hotwife fantasy that's low on cuck and high on excitement.

Love Cage
David has the perfect life but can't leave well enough alone.

He complains to his wife about her lack of enthusiasm in the bedroom.

As Victoria tries to adjust to his needs, David finds himself getting more than he bargained for.

Will the two be able to strike a balance between the comfortable life they had and their hot new lifestyle?

Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and Keira's hidden desires. 

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife lifestyle. 

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes difficult to find. 

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?



The Sowing Song


Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?


The Summer House


When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?




Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance 

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?





A Week at the Beach : A Hotwife Romance 

When Samantha can't get pregnant, Andrew books a vacation to a sunny destination hoping it might help them relax. 

From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 

Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 

As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 

An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story.
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