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		Foreword

		

		‘I Caught My Wife In Bed… Fucking My Boss’ started as a short serial on my Medium page but soon grew beyond the two or three chapters that I’d originally envisioned it being. When it got to seven chapters, I decided to leave it there for Medium but the plan was always to finish the story and make it into a book. And here we are.

		I also thought about putting this into ‘Over Cucked!’ my latest short story anthology but decided against that as the anthology was already bursting at the seams at 40,000 words, so I added a shorter series instead and kept this as a book in its own right.

		I hope I made the right decision and that you agree that this one deserved to be a standalone volume and first of a two-part series. Enjoy!

		

	
		Chapter 1

		

		Ihad been suspicious for some time. The first indication was a subtle change in her behaviour. We’d been married for six years, and I believed we knew each other as well as anyone could. Or so I thought. These initial changes were barely noticeable—a hesitation here, an awkward silence there. I didn’t pay too much attention to it initially, but there was something different.

		I distinctly remember it was a Wednesday when that “something” turned into a foreboding feeling. I don’t know why I remember the day of the week, but I just do. I was at work, and for some reason, this unsettling feeling prompted me to call her. She didn’t answer the house phone, so I dialled her mobile. Once again, no answer. It was strange because my lovely Pamela almost always picked up the phone. She was never far from it. If she wasn’t scrolling through Facebook or Instagram, she was chatting with friends or playing Candy Crush. Even when she was busy, she would always call me back within fifteen minutes or so. So for her not to return my call after an hour was unusual.

		During my lunch break, I tried reaching her again, but still no luck. I left her a message, and when she finally called me back, that unsettling feeling returned. There was something off in her voice. Right then and there, I asked her if she was okay, and her hesitant and overly reassuring reply only made me more unsettled.

		At that moment, I didn’t suspect her of cheating. I thought she might have some personal issues she didn’t want to share with me. I tried delicately to get her to open up, but all I received were suggestions that I was being paranoid. She insisted she was fine and attributed any differences in her behaviour to fatigue. I shouldn’t worry, she said.

		What shifted my worry into suspicion was finding a condom wrapper in the trash outside when I was taking out the garbage one evening. That should have set off alarm bells, but once again, she reassured me, even becoming angry. She claimed the condom wrapper must have come from someone walking down the street. How dare I even ask her? What was I suggesting?

		You see, Pamela was lovely. We had known each other since college, where she had been one of the quiet girls—shy and cute with long brunette hair and innocent blue eyes. Many male students noticed her, but I was the fortunate one who asked her out and received a “yes” in response. We dated for three months before finally losing our virginity to each other in the back seat of my father’s car. It was a warm September evening, and I remember the scent of her cheap perfume as I kissed her neck. The sound of crickets chirping through the open window accompanied our clumsy lovemaking.

		I tried to push my paranoia aside. We were married, and she seemed happy. She had never given me any reason to believe otherwise. However, the nagging feeling that something was amiss wouldn’t leave me alone. I noticed a pattern—an irregularity in her behaviour. I don’t know why I remembered that particular Wednesday at the office, but every week on that same day, I sensed her being slightly distant or overly attentive. I could almost sense guilt emanating from her. It was a strange instinctual sensation that compelled me to set a plan in motion.

		On one of those Wednesdays, I left work early. My boss didn’t work on Wednesdays or Fridays, making it easy for me to slip away with a casual excuse to my coworkers, claiming I had a headache. As I turned onto our street, I noticed a silver hatchback pulling away from in front of our house. It looked vaguely familiar, so I followed it for a short distance. Unfortunately, a red light forced us apart, and I lost sight of the car. Disappointed, I decided to head home.

		Pamela was surprised to see me, asking why I hadn’t called her. Now suspicious, I indirectly accused her, saying she never answered when I called on Wednesdays. She picked up on it because the next time I called her from work, she answered right away. I couldn’t use the “going home early” excuse again since my boss had changed his days off to Monday and Thursday. Of course he had.

		My suspicions began to wane. Maybe it was all in my head. Pamela returned to her normal self, or at least close to it. The days when she acted slightly differently became Mondays or Thursdays. I didn’t notice because hindsight is clearer now.

		Then came that fateful Monday when I felt genuinely ill. I drove home with a pounding head and a churning stomach from a bout of food poisoning caused by a burger I had eaten at the game the day before. As I turned the corner, I saw the silver hatchback. It pulled away from our house, but this time, it turned toward me, not away, and I caught a glimpse of the driver.

		To my confusion, it was my boss, Nick.

		This perplexed me because Nick and Pamela hardly knew each other. They had met at a few work socials I had taken her to, but as far as I knew, they had never been in direct contact. I was too sick to confront her that day. I needed rest to recover from the horrible bug I’d caught. But in those couple of days, I had time to think.

		The problem was that this issue went beyond our personal life. If my wife was involved with my boss, it could affect my job if I made unfounded accusations based on seeing him on our street and having a gut feeling. I needed more—I needed evidence.

		I conducted some online research and came up with an idea: a hidden camera. I ordered one from eBay and the following weekend, I installed it, connecting it to our WiFi network and hiding it between the suitcases on top of the wardrobe, an unlikely place to be discovered. Then I realized that one camera might not be enough. I ordered a second one and set it up to overlook both the living room and the kitchen, tucking it away between two dusty old books that hadn’t been read in a decade.

		That nerve-wracking Monday arrived. I informed my boss that I had a meeting at another site across town, ensuring both he and my wife would feel safe. Instead of going to the office, I parked my car a couple of streets away with my laptop on my lap.

		I watched the live feeds from my house, hoping I was wasting my time. For a while, it seemed that would be the case. Pamela washed the breakfast dishes, sat down to watch TV with a cup of coffee, ironed some clothes, and tidied up, even vacuumed the rug.

		And then Nick walked in.

		I couldn’t believe my eyes. Although I had my suspicions, seeing my tall, black, bald-headed boss, ten years my senior, casually enter my house was a shock. Even more surprising was the way my wife opened her arms to embrace him and kissed him passionately on the lips. I didn’t move from the car. I was only a two-minute drive away. I could have gone there and interrupted them at any time, but I didn’t. At that point, it was just a kiss. If I barged in now, would I have any proof of them doing more than kissing? No. As much as it pained me to let things progress, I needed to know the full extent of what was going on.

		It didn’t take them long to disappear from the view of the downstairs camera. They didn’t speak much, not that I would have been able to hear them through the weak microphone on the downstairs camera, which was too far away. The upstairs camera would have been better for audio.

		Once they walked, hand-in-hand, from the kitchen towards the staircase, I switched the view to the other camera, and just a minute or so later, they appeared in the bedroom.

		I closed my laptop with a snap, cursing internally in case I had broken the screen. I couldn’t watch any further. She was going to cheat on me - and with the arrogant jerk who was my boss.

		I stared out of the windscreen for a moment, then turned off the ignition. It was time to go home and confront them. But I couldn’t. I wouldn’t. I stood to lose everything. My wife, my job, my house, which was in her name. I was in a bind. I had to do something, but what?

		I switched off the engine and slowly opened the laptop, grimacing as I anticipated what I was going to see. But when the screen lit up, the image in front of me wasn’t as bad as I had feared.

		Pamela and Nick were lying on the bed, fully clothed, and appeared to be simply talking. I pressed the volume up button to listen.

		“Are you sure he doesn’t know?” my wife asked.

		“He doesn’t talk to me much in the office,” Nick shrugged. “But Mark says he’s fine. He hasn’t mentioned anything about you or expressed any concerns.”

		“And he talks to Mark a lot, doesn’t he?” Pamela’s hand slid onto Nick’s chest, playfully unbuttoning his top button.

		“Yeah. They’re quite close.” Nick helped her unbutton his shirt further, revealing his surprisingly toned torso to the hidden camera.

		Mark was the guy who sat opposite me at work. We had been colleagues for almost as long as Pamela and I had been married, and I considered him a good friend. To hear his name brought up in this terrible situation was another blow, but I continued to listen and watch nonetheless.

		“I love him, you know,” Pamela said. “He’s my husband. I’m never going to leave him. You do know that, right?”

		“Absolutely,” Nick said, helping her with his belt buckle. It was hard to watch. “No strings attached. I don’t want to ruin my own marriage either.”

		“This is just a bit of fun,” Pamela murmured, her hand sliding into his boxer shorts and then pulling out his penis as he helped by lowering his trousers. “No attachments. Just sex.”

		“Good sex,” he grinned. I couldn’t help but stare at my wife’s hand. It was wrapped around another man’s penis. A black penis. A long, thick, black penis. It didn’t seem real. It was like watching some strange deep fake porn. Another couple about to have sex, but with my boss’s and my wife’s faces blended in.

		Pamela was pleasuring him, getting him fully aroused, and while she did, he tugged down her sweatpants, and she didn’t resist. Again, I took a moment to process what I was seeing as he now took off her top, leaving her in just her underwear. My beloved Pamela, almost naked with another man in our bedroom, on our marital bed. My worst fears were confirmed, and I didn’t know what to do.

		Most men would have thought, “Dump the slut” and “Screw my job” and rushed over to break them up. But I couldn’t do that. Not after what I had just heard - that she loved me, that she was never going to leave me. Somehow, that changed things.

		Moments later, I watched my boss undress and unclasp my wife’s black bra. He did it slowly, tantalizingly, and it was almost arousing to see her large breasts spill out, grabbed by Nick’s hands, his mouth closing around one of her nipples and sucking sensually.

		Pamela’s head fell back, and she moaned in pleasure. For a moment, her gaze drifted upwards, and my heart skipped a beat as her eyes seemed to glance towards the camera’s location and then past it. I exhaled slowly in relief, knowing I hadn’t been caught, but then my next breath caught in my throat as she pushed him away and moved down the bed to pleasure him orally.

		The video feed seemed to go in slow motion as I watched her mouth move closer and closer to his rigid erection. It looked much harder than mine. The veins on the sides of his shaft stood out prominently. His balls were smooth and small, making his penis appear even larger. Pamela’s soft pink lips closed around the tip, which was pinker than the rest of his dark brown skin, and I noticed he was circumcised.

		Suddenly, I realized that I was aroused. What the hell? I was angry. I had been for the past twenty minutes, watching the affair unfold before my eyes. I felt hurt. Betrayed. But for some inexplicable reason, I was also turned on.

		“It’s like watching porn,” I told myself. “That’s what it is. A live sex show.” That was why I was aroused. Any man would be excited watching two people engage in real-time sexual activity. It just happened that one person was my wife, and the other was someone other than me.

		The next emotion that hit me was jealousy. Pamela was pleasuring him with enthusiasm, far more than she ever did with me. When I did receive a rare blowjob, she would simply hold it in her mouth while I masturbated, and if it took more than a few minutes, she would start complaining that her jaw hurt, urging me to hurry up and ejaculate.

		There was none of that with Nick. Her lips moved deliberately up and down his shaft, and at one point, she surfaced to expertly flick her tongue around the tip. Even from where I was, watching through a lens half a mile away, I could see the pleasure evident in his curled toes.

		“Stop,” I heard him say through the camera’s microphone. “Don’t make me climax. I don’t have time today to get hard again and have sex with you, and I really need your tight pussy.”

		“And I really need to be fucked too,” Pamela said, finally releasing his penis from her grasp. It throbbed, and I could sense the tension between them, even through a camera lens. “I need to be filled up. I can barely feel it with him. When we first got together, I thought it was fine, but now I know what a real cock is like…”

		She went quiet, and I wondered if she felt guilty. Her eyes dropped for a moment, and I was sure she was experiencing remorse. But just as quickly as her mood shifted, it changed again.

		“You better take off those panties then,” my boss said, and once again, I felt a sharp pang of envy as she removed them without hesitation. These days, our sex life primarily happened in the dark, beneath the bed sheets, but here my wife was, completely naked on the bed, illuminated by the bright daylight streaming through the bedroom windows.

		I watched as Nick’s hand gently brushed against the inside of her thigh, caressing her soft and creamy white skin. Moving upwards, his touch grazed over her freshly shaved pubic mound. Their mouths met in a passionate kiss, their tongues intertwining in a sexually charged embrace like I had never seen before. In that moment, my boss slid two fingers into my wife.

		Overwhelmed by what I had witnessed, I closed the laptop once again. This was too much to bear. My wife was cheating on me, and it was happening right before my eyes. My lovely, innocent, sweet Pamela had been involved in this affair for some time. Would it continue? Perhaps they would eventually grow tired of each other. But the words she had spoken about my own manhood, about not being able to feel it, had deeply wounded me. If it was true, would she ever truly be satisfied with me?

		However, pure curiosity compelled me to open the laptop once more. I wanted to see how different it was for her with a larger penis. I needed to observe if her reactions with Nick were different from when I penetrated her. Would she moan louder? Would her orgasms be more intense?

		I knew it would be painful. I knew it would tear me apart to witness her being intimate with someone else. I knew I should stop it, but I couldn’t bring myself to do so. The screen came to life, and the timing was perfect. Nick positioned himself between her thighs, his erect member just inches away from her glistening entrance. Her hands reached down, taking hold of it to guide it inside her.

		This was the moment. They were about to fuck. Could my heart endure it?

		

	
		Chapter 2

		

		“Slowly,” my wife uttered, as my black boss delicately pressed the tip of his penis against her.

		“I always take my time,” he responded, his voice hushed. “Sssshhh.”

		“Mmmmm,” Pamela moaned as he pushed his hips forward, and his erection gradually penetrated her. “You’re so big, that’s all.”

		“Deeper?” He hesitated, with half of his length inside.

		Pamela nodded. “I want it all.”

		“You always do,” Nick grinned, then leaned into her further, maintaining a controlled pace.

		I sat in the car, my laptop resting on my knee, as I monitored the secret cameras I had installed throughout our house. The positioning of the bedroom camera, cleverly concealed atop the wardrobe, provided me with a perfect sideways view of my wife on the bed, with my boss above her. I observed as he gradually entered her, evoking a deep moan from Pamela’s throat.

		“Oh, god,” she groaned. “Yes. Fuck, yes.”

		“You’re so tight,” he murmured, his words carried clearly through the microphone of the camera.

		“Well, I’m only used to hubby, aren’t I?” Pamela giggled, but her laughter was cut short as Nick pulled back slightly, then thrust back inside her with firmness.

		“I’ve been having sex with you at least once a week for the last couple of months,” he remarked, repeating the thrust a second and then a third time, eliciting soft grunts from my wife. “You’d think I would have loosened you up a little by now.”

		“Are you complaining?” Pamela’s ample breasts swayed seductively as he began to move slowly, but purposefully, inside her.

		“No,” he shook his head, grinning. “If I’m honest, I wish my wife were as tight as you.”

		“Well, you’ve been having sex with her for years, so she’s probably as loose as a bucket by now.” Pamela’s hands reached for Nick’s lower back, pulling him down on top of her. “Now, shut up and fuck me.”

		I felt a tinge of disappointment as they began to kiss and engage in intercourse. With Nick’s body covering my wife, I couldn’t see the penetration of his thicker, longer, black penis. Why did I feel this way? Why did I desire to witness such intimate details? I couldn’t fathom it, but I couldn’t deny the annoyance I felt at my limited view.

		I pressed the ‘record’ button on the camera app and observed as Nick’s buttocks moved up and down between my wife’s thighs. I heard her moans, deeper and more primal than the sounds she made with me in bed. I knew I should intervene, go inside the house, drive around the corner, and burst into the bedroom to demand answers.

		But I didn’t. Not yet, at least. What was the point? They were engaged in an act of passion. He had been sleeping with her for the past few months. I couldn’t undo what had already transpired. Storming into the bedroom in a fit of rage would only disrupt their pleasure at this moment and achieve nothing.

		So, what should I do? I was uncertain. One thing was clear, though—I needed to take action. I couldn’t sit idly in the car, watching my wife being pleasured all day and then returning home when it was over.

		My own arousal grew, uncomfortably pressing against the warm underside of the laptop. My wife was cheating on me with my boss, and inexplicably, I found myself getting turned on. What was wrong with me?

		No. I couldn’t stop them. I would wait until they finished - until Nick left. Then I would return home and confront her. My gaze returned to the laptop, and I saw them move. Nick shifted to allow Pamela to stand up briefly, her beautiful curves on display to the camera. Then, as he laid himself down on the bed, she straddled him.

		I couldn’t tear my eyes away. I wanted to avert my gaze, but I couldn’t. Nick’s erect penis, long and thick, stood upright in my wife’s hand as she lowered her hips and took him inside her.

		After a few minutes of sliding up and down his length, I saw her grasp his hands, then lower herself completely onto him. I knew what was about to happen. An orgasm rippled through my wife, her eyes closing, and a long, deep moan escaping her lips.

		Fuck. She climaxed on his cock. I shook my head in disbelief. It didn’t feel real. I had just witnessed my wife orgasm with another man.

		Now it was Nick’s turn. He flipped Pamela over, positioning her bent over on the edge of the bed, and he entered her from behind. I watched for what felt like an hour but was probably only a few minutes as he vigorously pounded her from behind. Each thrust, each connection of their bodies, was met with a whimper from my wife until his movements became spasmodic. With one final, forceful thrust, he remained inside her, and I knew he was ejaculating.

		When he stepped back, I saw a thick string of sperm ooze from her before she stood up and let him take her in his arms for a long moment. They kissed and then surprisingly quickly, it was all over.

		“That was fun,” I heard Pamela say. “Same time next week?”

		“Sounds good to me.” Nick began to get dressed and just a few minutes later, he was gone. I monitored him move through the house via the other camera and started the car. By the time I reached the house, he was already driving away.

		It was so abrupt; the way he’d fucked her and cum inside her; used her for his pleasure; and then he’d just upped and left - he might as well have paid her on the way out. It was hard to fathom and even harder to accept.

		I stayed parked outside the house for a while, once again pondering on what I should do before eventually realising that there wasn’t any point in sitting there. I was overthinking everything. I just needed to head inside and confront my wife.

		I walked slowly up the path to the front door, rehearsing what I was going to say to her in my head. I’d decided to tell everything: how my suspicions had arisen; why I’d planted the cameras; what I’d witnessed today. Then I’d give her time to explain herself before talking further to discuss where our relationship went from here.

		But everything changed as soon as I walked through the door.

		“Oh, hello,” Pamela said, standing in the hallway and obviously surprised to see me. She was still naked and I could even see dried cum on the inside of her thighs. “I was just going in the shower.”

		“Why are you walking around with no clothes on?” I closed the door behind me, and then waited for an answer.

		“I just had my lover around for some daytime sex,” she replied, catching me off guard for a moment before laughing. “I’m joking. I got undressed to go in the shower then realised I hadn’t got any clean clothes so I put a load in the washing machine.”

		The washing machine was indeed spinning in the kitchen so perhaps she was telling me a half-truth.

		“Right,” I said, giving her time to confess the truth but she didn’t. She simply arched an eyebrow and smiled at me.

		“So, you’re not going to tell me why you’re home early?” She didn’t even seem nervous.

		I was so tempted to tell her everything: that I’d caught her; that I’d just seen her have sex but something stopped me. How did I explain not stopping it? Would she ask why I’d sat there and let them fuck until they’d finished?

		Would she guess that it had turned me on? What other explanation could there possibly be?

		“I had a headache,” I found myself saying, rather lamely. “But it’s gone now.”

		“Really?” Pamela walked towards me, seemingly unconcerned about me seeing the dried sperm between her thighs. “My poor hubby. Why don’t you join me in the shower?”

		Then without waiting for an answer, she took me by the hand and led me towards the stairs.

		My cock was still hard and aching from the sight of her nudity. I followed her up the stairs and into the bathroom.

		“Let me get you out of these stuffy clothes.” Pamela closed the door to the bathroom and undid the buttons on my shirt. I was so caught out by her cool, brazen behaviour that I simply stood there and let her undress me until she pulled down my shorts to reveal my throbbing erection. “Your headache didn’t stop you from getting a hard-on, huh?”

		“I didn’t expect to walk in on my wife naked in the hallway,” I offered as an explanation but she wasn’t listening. She was already on her knees and taking my cock in her mouth.

		Fuck. It felt so good. I needed release. I could let her do this, then confront her afterwards, right? I wasn’t going to have sex though. Not with my boss’s sperm still inside her pussy.

		“You’re so hard,” she murmured around my dick. “I want it. Come in the shower with me, baby.”

		She stood up then, leaving my erection throbbing and wanting more and turned the shower tap on.

		As the room began to fill with steam, she grabbed my cock and pulled me under the stream of hot water and then put her soft lips against mine and kissed me..

		“I love you,” she murmured against my mouth.

		How could she love me? She’d said it to Nick, sure. I’d heard her say it but how was it possible for her to fuck someone behind my back, and then be like this with me? How did it not bother her? How was she not showing any signs of guilt?

		Or was this her way of dealing with the guilt? She was jerking me off while kissing me.

		“Fuck me, baby,” she said softly, then turned away and placed her hands against the wall of the shower and pushed her ass towards me.

		I couldn’t. Could I?

		Fuck it.

		I took my cock in one hand and guided it towards her pussy as she leaned forward to give me a better view.

		His cum will still be inside her.

		For some reason, I didn’t care. I was horny. I needed sex.

		I put the tip against her hole and then she pushed back, sliding it inside her. Her pussy felt wet, slightly loose. Like when you woke up in the middle of the night and did it again after already having sex before going to sleep. I knew the wetness was Nick’s sperm but I didn’t let it stop me. I tried not to think about it. It felt good - like we were using lube.

		I put my hands on her hips and thrust into her hard.

		“Oh, that’s it,” she giggled. “Go on. Fuck me rough if you want to.”

		“You want it rough, do you?” I could do rough when I wanted to, so I grabbed her long, dark, wet hair and began to pound her as fast and hard as I could.

		“Yes, fuck me,” she moaned, pushing back against me to meet every thrust. “Fuck me and cum inside me, baby. Fuck your wife’s slutty pussy.”

		Slutty? Was that her way of admitting what she’d done?

		“You are a slut, aren’t you?” I grunted, thrusting into her fast now, close to cumming.

		“I’m your dirty slut, baby,” she moaned. “Fuck me like the slutty whore I am.”

		She was a slutty whore. She wasn’t lying but for some reason, despite it being true rather than roleplay, her saying it still turned me on.

		I felt my balls tighten and buried myself deep inside her as I came, adding my sperm to Nick’s. It felt oddly satisfying - like she was mine again now. As if I’d reclaimed her.

		“I think you should finish work earlier more often.” Pamela giggled when I finally released her hair from my grip and let her stand up. I saw my cum dribble from her just as Nick’s had done earlier, only this time it was washed away from the hot water streaming down her body. “That was amazing.”

		She was right. It had been amazing. I hadn’t felt as satisfied after sex as I did now for a long time.

		We washed each other’s bodies and kissed again under the shower. I didn’t know why but I felt a sense of overwhelming love for her, even though she’d cheated on me not an hour before. We were strangely romantic with each other, but why? It made zero sense.

		I didn’t tell her that I knew about Nick. Now didn’t feel like the right time. After we went into the bedroom and dressed, I waited for her to leave first and then hid the camera away out of sight from atop the wardrobe before going downstairs and doing the same with the other one.

		I needed to talk to her about what she was doing. We couldn’t have a marriage with her fucking my boss every week. Could we?

		When we got into bed later that night, Pamela was shocked to discover that I’d got a hard-on again. Shocked and pleased. We made love again, albeit this time slower and less rough than the spontaneous shower fuck we’d enjoyed earlier.

		“What’s got into you today?” she purred into my ear as we cuddled, warm with the afterglow of late-night sex. “I’m not complaining, but it’s not like you to get it up twice in a single day.”

		“I could say the same to you,” I shrugged. “You don’t normally want sex as much as this.”

		“You’d be surprised how much sex I want and need.” Pamela pressed her body into me, little spoon against my big spoon. “If you tried it on more regularly, you might be shocked how often you get laid. I love you.”

		As her breathing slowed and deepened and she drifted off into a deep sleep, I lay awake thinking for a while. A part of me felt hurt and betrayed that she was lying to me and cheating on me behind my back with Nick but at the same time, I still loved her and didn’t want to confront her about it for fear of losing what I was feeling right now: her warm body pressed again mine. I didn’t want her to ever stop saying those three little words. I love you.”

		If I let her continue her weekly trysts with Nick, would she eventually get him out of her system? If I tried it on more often, as she suggested, would I be able to give her the sex she wanted, lessening her need to see him?

		I didn’t know what to do. Perhaps the best thing would be to sleep on it and see how I felt in the morning.

		What I didn’t know was that tomorrow would hold another surprise.

		

	
		Chapter 3

		

		“Can I have a word?” Nick stuck his head through my office door the following morning.

		Shit. What was this about?

		I nodded and he stepped inside, closing the door behind him and then sat at the other side of my desk.

		“Is everything okay?” I asked, barely able to look him in the eye. The moment I did, the image of him on top of my wife, fucking her, popped into my head and I had to look away again.

		“I was going to ask you the same thing.”

		I managed to meet his gaze and shrugged. “I’m fine. Why do you ask?”

		“Oh, I don’t know.” Nick’s dark eyes squinted at me. “You’ve been having a few days off lately. And then yesterday, you headed to a meeting without telling anyone where it was, including me.”

		“A new client,” I said, my mind racing. “It didn’t come off. I’ll work the hours back if it’s a problem…”

		“It’s not a problem,” my boss shook his head. “I just wanted to check in on you and ask if there’s anything on your mind or anything I can do to help you.

		You could start by not fucking my wife.

		I bit my tongue. How could he sit here opposite me and talk like this when he was screwing Pamela behind my back? The cheek of the guy!

		“There are a few issues at home,” I said slowly, carefully watching his face for any reaction and I got one. He blinked several times and shifted slightly in his seat. “But nothing for you to worry about.”

		“That’s good.” Nick nodded casually but his eyes were searching my face. Had I got him worried? Good, if so. “Well, you know where I am if you want to talk about anything.”

		He stood up and walked out of my office without saying anything else. I had got him rattled. That felt good. I grinned to myself and then an idea struck me.

		I was working on my laptop already so I clicked into the video folder and brought up the recording from yesterday. Could I watch it? Would it bring back all the painful feelings all over again? I didn’t know but I had to make sure that I’d captured it before I could even think about progressing my idea further.

		The video popped up on the screen once I double-clicked the file and I gazed at the still image of Nick’s black body lying between my wife’s thighs for a moment before pressing ‘play.’ I intended to skim through it but didn’t. It was difficult to watch but at the same time, it was weirdly captivating, just as it had been yesterday.

		I watched it to the end, first Nick fucking her missionary, then Pamela straddling him and finally him pummeling her hard from behind until he finished inside her. I’d even recorded their little conversation at the end as they got dressed. I had it all on film. Every moment. Their faces were in shot several times. It was unarguably them and undeniably our bedroom.

		With this, I could not only confront Pamela but I could possibly use it against my boss too. What would the company owner think if someone told him that Nick was having an affair with one of his employees’ wives?

		Could I do that? What would I gain? A pay rise? A promotion? Nick’s job, even?

		A plan began to formulate in my mind but I’d have to wait until Thursday. Nick seemed to be away from the office Mondays and sometimes Thursdays. If I was going to do what I wanted, I needed to wait and make sure that it was still carrying on. I needed to prove that it wasn’t a one-off but a continued affair. Then, once I had evidence of that, I could decide what to do about it all.

		Everything was strangely normal that evening and the following day too. If I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes, I wouldn’t have believed that my wife was having an affair. She was carefree and loving, the very best version of herself, rather than the distant and distracted Pamela that I’d expect her to be. Had our spontaneous lovemaking on Monday rekindled something within her? Thursday would be the test so, on Wednesday night I made sure to get into bed early and tried it on, as she’d encouraged me to earlier this week.

		“Someone’s horny,” Pamela commented as I switched off the bedside lamp and pressed my body against hers in bed.

		“Maybe you shouldn’t be so sexy,” I said softly, letting my hands roam across her body, feeling the swell of her breasts through her thin nightdress. “And you did tell me to try it on more often.”

		“I’m glad you listened.” I felt her reach beneath the covers, finding my erection and slowly stroking it. “Lucky for you, I’m horny too.”

		With that, she slid down beneath the covers and I felt her mouth around the head of my dick. I put my hand on the back of her head, pushing it down to take all of me and she complied, not even gagging as I touched the back of her throat.

		“Don’t make me cum,” I moaned as she sucked me. “I want to fuck you.”

		“I don’t want to fuck,” she giggled around my shaft. “I want you to cum down my throat and then you’re going to return the favour.”

		She wanted me to go down on her. Wow. This was something we hadn’t done for a while and I wasn’t going to say no. I loved fucking her but I liked cumming her mouth and licking her pussy equally.

		I let her suck my cock for a few minutes more before eventually, I felt my balls tighten and then I groaned loudly as I came. Pamela locked her lips firmly around the base of my dick, waiting until I’d finished shooting my sperm into her mouth, before swallowing and then kicking the covers away and lying on her back.

		“Your turn,” she said, wiping her lips clear of my cum with the back of her hand.

		“Yes, mistress,” I chuckled as I positioned myself between her thighs.

		“Mistress… I like that,” she sighed, spreading her legs and pushing herself closer to my face. “Now lick me. Make me cum.”

		Her sexual forwardness caught me off-guard but I didn’t let it stop me. I touched her pussy with my hands, teasing it apart so I could see her pink, wet, hole and then I ran my tongue from the bottom of her slit up until I found her clit.

		“Oh… fuck,” she sighed. “Don’t tease me. Just do it.”

		I repeated the motion, trailing my tongue and lips around her pussy until she gripped my hair with her hands and pushed her pussy against my face. Then I delved my fingers inside her, making her gasp before lapping my tongue up to her clit and then swirling around it until finally, she shuddered and cried out.

		“Oh, god.” She moaned softly once she’d stopped quivering. I was lying next to her now and kissed her gently.

		“Did you enjoy that?” I asked softly.

		“Mmhmm,” she nodded, wrapping her arm and leg over me. “I love you.”

		I love you. Those words again. The three words that were stopping me from kicking her ass onto the street for cheating on me. I closed my eyes and slept, wondering what tomorrow was going to hold for our marriage.

		

		* * *

		

		“Good morning.” The following morning I was greeted with a hot cup of coffee and surprised to see Pamela already up and dressed.

		“Am I late?” I said, alarmed and glancing sideways at the clock.

		“No,” Pamela shook her head, making her long brunette curls fall into her face for a moment. “I’m going out with Chantelle today for brunch. I’m sure I told you.”

		She definitely hadn’t told me. I doubted she was seeing Chantelle. It was probably my boss she was meeting up with but that presented a problem. I’d planned to film them again today, to get evidence for when I confronted them both. If they were going out somewhere…

		“Where are you going for brunch?” I pushed myself to a sitting position and took a sip of the hot drink.

		“I… I’m not sure,” she smiled, pushing the annoying lock of hair out of her face. Her blue eyes looked away for a moment. “Chantelle has organised it. I need to text her.”

		With that, she drifted away and picked her phone up from the dressing table and then wandered out of the bedroom, her fingers tapping away on the screen.

		Was she meeting Chantelle? She could be, for all I knew but something was telling me that she was lying. I’d know once I got to work. If Nick was there, then she was telling the truth. If he wasn’t, then I’d know what was going on.

		I got up, showered and headed to work like normal but the whole way there, my heart was racing. My carefully laid plan to video them again was in pieces. What was I to do? Hopefully, Nick would be in his office when I got there and I’d simply have to wait until Monday to record them fucking.

		“Hey,” my boss said as I walked through the door and my heart slowed down in relief. “You look stressed. Is everything okay?”

		“I woke up late,” I lied. “Had to rush to get here on time.”

		“Cool,” Nick smiled, then rubbed a hand over the black skin of his bald head. “Listen, Mark’s gone out to a client meeting this morning so I need you to cover his calls. Is that okay?”

		“Sure,” I nodded. “Not a problem. Are you going out today?”

		“No?” Nick frowned at me. “Why? Do you need to talk… or something?”

		“Actually, no, it’s okay,” I shrugged. “I was going to run something past you, a work thing but it can wait until tomorrow or Monday.”

		“I am pretty busy today.” Nick put a hand on my shoulder and squeezed it. “But if you do need anything, I’ll be in my office.”

		I walked to my office and almost collapsed into my seat in relief. For some reason, I preferred them to fuck in our house - even in our marital bed - perhaps because at least I could keep an eye on them and record what happened. The thought of Nick and Pamela going somewhere else to fuck made me feel like I had no control. It was a strange feeling but it was what it was. These were strange times for me and my marriage.

		However, my peace of mind wasn’t about to last long.

		I picked up my phone and decided to give Pamela a video call. I felt guilty for doubting her, even though she didn’t know about it and wanted to tell her that I hoped she enjoyed herself. Brunch with Chantelle would be nice for her.

		“Hey,” I said when she picked up. “I forgot to say ‘have a nice time’ before I left.”

		“Awww. You’re too sweet,” my wife replied, smiling into her phone camera. “I hope your work day goes well.”

		“It’ll go better having seen your face,” I said, then cringed. “That was too much, wasn’t it?”

		“Yes,” Pamela laughed, her dark blue eyes twinkling in the lights of the cafe she was sitting in. I recognised it as one we sometimes went to, in the city centre. “Anyhow, I better go. Chantelle just turned up.”

		“Okay. I’ll see you tonight.” I waited for her to end the call, enjoying the sight of my gorgeous wife’s smile but just before the image disappeared, she tilted the phone to put it down and I saw the person joining her at the table.

		I only saw them for a moment but my jaw dropped because it wasn’t Chantelle.

		It was Mark.

		Fuck.

		No.

		This couldn’t be right. She was meeting Mark? She didn’t even know Mark. Not any better than she knew Nick, at least.

		As I thought that, the reality of the situation hit me. She’d talked about Mark to Nick on Monday. She was fucking him too.

		My heart sank so low that I felt nauseous. I picked up my phone and started to call her again but instead, I threw it across the room in anger. Fortunately, it landed squarely on the chair in the corner and bounced gently to the floor.

		How could she do this to me? When she’d said ‘fuck your slutty wife’ the other day, she hadn’t been joking. She was a slut. A rotten, dirty, fucking, cheating, slut.

		I stood up and retrieved my phone, grateful to see that the screen wasn’t cracked then I paced out of my office towards Nick only to pause outside his door. What was I going to do? What was I about to say? I had no plan.

		I walked slowly back to my office and sat down, taking several deep breaths to calm myself.

		Think, damn you. Think!

		What was the play? I could have tolerated Pamela having an affair with Nick as long as she’d ended it when I confronted her. Then I was going to blackmail him into giving me a pay rise, promotion or somehow paying me off. But now… what did this mean?

		Did Nick and Mark know about each other? Did they know they were both fucking my wife? Was this some arrangement between the three of them or was my wife simply working her way through all of my co-workers? How many of the rest had she fucked? Did she have a different guy every week?

		Stop. You’ll drive yourself mad.

		I opened the window and sucked in the cool air from outside, enjoying the breeze as it wafted over my skin. I was sweating. My pulse was throbbing in my neck and I realised I was probably in some state of shock, so I took a while to calm down, gazing outside and thinking until a knock on the door made me turn around.

		“Can you take this call of Mark’s?” Nick said, peering through the doorway at me. “I’ve been trying to put it through but you’re not answering.”

		“Really?” I looked at the phone on my desk. It had rung but I’d ignored it. “Are you sure? I never heard it?”

		“Odd,” Nick frowned. “Are you okay?”

		“I felt hot,” I loosed the tie around my neck and undid the top button at my collar. “Just getting some fresh air.”

		“Ah, okay.” He pointed to my desk. “The call is holding on line 20 if you want to pick it up.”

		“Sure,” I nodded, sitting down and taking the call although I really wasn’t in the right frame of mind. “See you later.”

		Nick left and I dealt with the inquiry, which fortunately was an easy one to sort out and then tried to think of what to do next. I knew where Pamela and Mark were but I couldn’t just leave work without tipping Nick off that something was wrong. He was already suspicious and all that would happen - if he knew about my wife and work colleague, which I suspected he did - is that he’d call Mark or Pamela and tell them about my weird behaviour and that I might be coming their way. Mark would then leave and I’d find Pamela on her own at the cafe, probably with some story that Chantelle left already or something along those lines. Or she might even head home, only to tell me what a nice time she’d had with her friend.

		No, there was nothing I could do right at that moment without fucking it all up. Was it already fucked up? Could I even blackmail Nick now that I’d found out she was seeing Mark too?

		Wait. Slow down.

		I didn’t even know she was fucking Mark. Perhaps she wanted to talk to him about Nick. Maybe that’s all it was. Nick might genuinely think my work colleague was at a work meeting. My mind was putting two and two together and coming up with five.

		No, I needed to investigate further. I needed a plan.

		Then it came to me.

		

	
		Chapter 4

		

		“I’m home,” I called out as I walked into the house that evening.

		“How was your day?” my gorgeous brunette wife asked me, stepping out of the kitchen as I took off my shoes and coat.

		“What the…?” I breathed as I saw her. Pamela was wearing the tiniest black bra and thong set that I’d ever seen her in. Her large breasts threatened to fall from the small cups as she leaned against the door frame before walking up the stairs.

		“Are you coming?” she asked quietly, looking over her shoulder before disappearing from view.

		I followed her but stopped as I entered the bedroom where she was lying on the bed, waiting for me. “What’s brought this on, Pamela?”

		“Are you complaining?” She bit her lip sexily. “Come here. I’m horny. Can’t a wife seduce her husband without being questioned?”

		I walked towards the bed and as soon as I was close enough, Pamela grabbed my trousers and yanked them down along with my shorts.

		“How was the date with Chantelle?” I asked as she curled her long finger-nailed hand around my stiffening member.

		“Forget Chantelle for now,” my wife cooed. “I’ll tell you later. Right now, I want sex.”

		I took my shirt off, getting fully naked as I joined her on the bed. The whole time, she didn’t let go of my dick, stroking it to get me hard, only finally letting go to remove her bra and panties. Then she slid her body over mine, laying atop me and wriggling her pussy against my cock until the tip found its way into her.

		She was already dripping wet and slid down my length easily, taking me all the way inside.

		“Ah, fuck,” she moaned. “That’s it.” Then she began to grind her body against mine, sliding herself up and down my length.

		Had she fucked Mark earlier? Was that why she was so wet and turned on? Had he fucked her good?

		I almost asked her right out. The words were right there, right on the tip of my tongue but she kissed me before any sounds could escape my lips and bucked her hips against mine urgently, riding my cock while laying flat on top of me, her breasts crushed against my chest.

		“I need your cum in me,” she whispered against my face when she finally broke the kiss. “Cum in my cunt, baby. Fill me up.”

		Hearing her talk so dirty made my cock throb inside her and she seemed to feel it, groaning and then pushing herself to a sitting position atop me.

		Her large tits swayed hypnotically in front of me and she continued to fuck me until a few moments later, I felt my balls quicken and then my dick quivered and I shot my seed deep inside her. Pamela continued to bounce on my cock until I softened and slid out of her, and then she flopped onto her front on the bed and grinned at me like a naughty child.

		“That’s what I wanted,” she giggled. “Thank you, baby.”

		“Wow,” I gasped softly as I got my breath back from cumming. “What about you? Do you want me to get you off?”

		“I came before you got home,” she shrugged, her large dark eyes gazing into mine. “I got so horny this afternoon. I don’t know why. So, I had a little play with my fingers and then felt guilty for waiting for you to come home.”

		“And then you thought you’d make it up to me by seducing me as soon as I walked through the door from work?” I smiled at her, despite strongly suspecting she was lying.

		She’d fucked Mark and that was why she didn’t need to cum with me now. Then, out of guilt for cheating on me, she’d done this.

		“Something like that,” she said, snuggling against me. “I’m tired. Shall we have a little nap together?”

		Without waiting for an answer, she reached down and pulled the sheets over us. I closed my eyes, enjoying the feeling of her against me despite the thoughts of her betraying her in my head. I’d got my plan in place. I just needed to set it up.

		

		* * *

		

		“Can you do me a favour?” I asked Carlton, one of my clients, on the telephone the next morning.

		“Sure. Ask away,” he replied, so I looked over at my office door to make sure that no one was within earshot outside.

		Carlton was a client of mine but much more than that. I’d had him as a major customer for so long that we’d become friends over the years. We’d been out socially together numerous times and he knew Pamela well.

		“I need a work meeting,” I started explaining slowly. “But not a real one. I just need an excuse to be away from the office for a day and away from home for an evening.”

		“Okay,” he replied, equally slowly. “Why? Is everything okay?”

		“Not really,” I sighed. “It’s too embarrassing to tell you about so please just trust me when I say that I really need this.”

		“Hmm.” Carlton’s deep voice sounded unconvinced. “I’m worried about you. What’s going on? There’s no need to be embarrassed around me. We’ve known each other for years.”

		“I know but it’s difficult. Can you help me? All I need is a legit reason to be out of the office so that if Nick checks up on me, I can prove where I am.”

		“This sounds bad. Talk to me. Tell me why you need an evening away from home. Is Pamela okay?”

		Shit. I hadn’t expected him to worry like this. I thought he’d just say ‘cool’ and agree. I couldn’t tell him. I just couldn’t. I didn’t want him to try to get involved and help out somehow. I also didn’t want him to think badly of Pamela, even though she deserved it.

		“Pamela is fine. It’s all complicated, Carlton. I promise I’ll tell you when the time is right. For now, I just need you to help me out.”

		There was a long pause before he finally replied again. “When do you need this to happen?”

		I finalised the details with him. There was a very precise day I needed this for.

		

		* * *

		

		“You’ll miss the company birthday party,” Nick said when I told him that Carlton had asked me for a meeting. “I’ll phone him for you and request a different date.”

		“I already asked him.” I was sitting in Nick’s office, facing him across the desk. “That’s the only day he can do it. Plus he’s invited me out for dinner that night too - and said he’ll put me in a hotel for the night. I don’t want to offend him by turning him down. He’s an important client.”

		“One of the most important,” Nick nodded, then rubbed a dark-skinned hand over his shaved head. “It’ll be a shame not to have you at the party, that’s all.”

		“I know, but I guess if Carlton takes me out, I won’t be missing out too much.”

		Come on, Nick. Take the bait.

		I watched his dark brown eyes, unfocused for a moment in thought, then he straightened up in his chair. “Well, if it’s the only date he can do and it keeps him happy, then cool. We’ll still enjoy ourselves without you.”

		He laughed, his voice deep and rich and I joined in. “If you’re really desperate for my presence, I’ll send my wife on her own to represent me.”

		Nick’s forehead furrowed for the briefest moment but he quickly relaxed. “That might be good. I’m joking. Don’t worry about it. Do what you have to do to keep Carlton happy. We need his business.”

		I’d planted the seed. I could see his mind whirring as I got up and walked out of the office. God, I hope this worked. I had a week to wait to plan the next step but the next thing to do was to plant the seed with Mark too.

		His office was further down the main corridor and I stuck my head through his door when I saw him through the window, typing away at his computer.

		“Hey,” I said, stepping through when he beckoned me inside with a wave. “How’s it going?”

		“Good,” Mark replied, “Is everything okay?”

		I nodded. “Yeah, I just wanted to check if I did okay handling your calls yesterday. No complaints?”

		“None at all,” he shook his head. “Thanks for covering for me. I’ve got another meeting on Monday, if you can cover it again?”

		Another meeting? With Pamela, perhaps?

		“Should be fine,” I nodded. “Any time. I’m away on Friday next week. Carlton has asked me to go over for an operations meeting. Full day and evening thing.”

		“Evening?” Mark sat back in his chair. “Next Friday is the company birthday party. You don’t want to miss that.”

		“I already spoke to Nick about it. I don’t mind. Carlton’s going to take me out for dinner, so I’m not completely missing out.”

		“Right.” Mark scratched his chin. “A night away from the wife, huh? A boys’ night out? I’m envious.”

		“I’m sure Pamela will be fine on her own for a night,” I replied with a laugh, planting the seed a second time. This was easier than I’d expected it to be.

		“True.” I swear I saw the possibilities racing through Mark’s mind and his blue eyes seemed to come alive as I stepped away. It was almost comical how easy he was to read.

		I walked back to my office and sat down. The die was cast. Everything was in place. The last person to tell was Pamela and she would be the hardest to hide my true intentions from.

		

		* * *

		

		“Next Friday?” My wife picked up her phone and checked her diary. “All night? As in overnight?”

		We were sitting in the living room, eating our dinner while watching some TV. The rest of the workday had gone fine. No questions from Nick or Mark but Carlton called me late in the afternoon to say that Nick had indeed rung him to verify everything with him. Perhaps he was checking that I was taking an unscheduled day off or perhaps it was to make sure that the coast would be clear for other, more devious plans.

		“It might be overnight. I don’t know yet but I’ll tell you before I go.” I was still undecided on exactly what I was going to do. All I’d thought about so far was giving Nick, Mark and Pamela an opportunity to do something with no chance of being caught.

		Or at least, that’s what they thought. I was going to follow them wherever they went and finally decide when and how to confront them.

		“At least if you’re with Carlton, I’ll know you’re in safe hands,” Pamela smiled at me. “And not with some younger woman or something.”

		“Yeah, right,” I rolled my eyes, trying not to let the irony of her accusing me of doing such a thing affect me. “The crappy thing is that next Friday is the company birthday party. They’re having a drink in the office then a proper get-together after work at the Red Lion.”

		“Oh, that’s a shame,” Pamela pouted for me. “You’re going to miss out.”

		“To be honest,” I said, taking a bite of my pizza, “A night out with Carlton appeals more than getting drunk with Mark and the likes of Nick, my boss.”

		“He’s the black guy, right?” Pamela pretended to be unsure. “I met him once, didn’t I? Is he boring? Not a fun guy to drink with?”

		“He’s okay,” I shrugged, not wanting to bad mouth him in case she told him for some reason. “But Carlton’s more fun.”

		“I might invite Chantelle around for a girly night in.” Pamela finished her pizza and licked some sauce from her fingers. “Or we could go out if that’s okay with you?”

		“Of course it is.” I managed to force out a smile despite the fact that she was probably lying to my face.

		We watched some more TV without further discussion and when we got into bed that night, my head was suddenly wracked with a host of different feelings. I felt guilty for being so devious even though it was all brought on by her duplicity. I also felt nervous about what was going to happen but it was a week away. I had plenty of time to prepare myself.

		“Mmmm,” Pamela said, sliding her body against me in bed and letting her hand slide down my chest towards my groin. “Are you horny again tonight?”

		As soon as she touched my cock through my shorts, it stirred into life and so she slid her hand beneath the waistband to take hold of me properly.

		“You obviously are,” I replied, sliding down my shorts and turning to face her. As soon as our eyes met in the dim light of the bedroom, I had a vision of her doing this - lying in bed with Nick, teasing his cock like she was doing to mine.

		“I keep thinking about the sex we had yesterday,” she purred, her hand moving up and down my shaft faster. “The way I waited for you in my lingerie and then took you upstairs. It was naughty, wasn’t it?”

		“Very naughty,” I replied. Her hand felt so good. She stopped to remove her vest top and pyjama shorts so that we were both naked, then slid down the sheets to take me in her mouth.

		Again, I had a vision of her, this time with Nick’s cock in her mouth. Was she going to do this to him next Friday while I was apparently out of town? Or would it be Mark’s cock she was going to suck? Had she sucked his dick yesterday? Or had he just fucked her?

		Maybe she’d fuck both of them. One during the day then one in the evening, after the company party. Whoever she chose might come to the house and stay over, fucking her all night.

		For some reason, the thought of her being so slutty as to fuck two men in the same day or let one of her husband’s work colleagues spend the night in bed with her turned me on, as it had done when I’d watched her with Nick. What was wrong with me?

		“You’re so hard,” Pamela commented, moving up from sucking me to kissing me on the lips. I could taste my pre-cum on her tongue as she pulled me on top of her, grabbing my dick and guiding it inside her hot, wet pussy. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard, like a slut. I like it when you do me hard and fast.”

		I did. I rammed my cock into her rough and hard, just like Mark probably did yesterday. Like Nick had when I’d watched them. She was a slut.

		And for some reason, at moments like these, I liked it.

		

	
		Chapter 5

		

		It was the day of the company birthday party and everything was in place. I’d packed an overnight bag and pretended to travel to meet Carlton but instead, I’d booked a local hotel to stay in although I hadn’t decided whether or not to use it. If nothing happened between Pamela and either Nick or Mark, then I might as well head home.

		“How’s it going?” Carlton asked me on the phone. He’d given me a ring to see what was going on, the third such call since he’d agreed to help me. I had to tell him. I couldn’t keep palming him off with an ‘I’ll tell you later’ comment.

		“I’m fine,” I lied. I wasn’t. I was a nervous wreck. “I guess you want to know what’s happening?”

		“That was my next question,” my client and friend replied.

		“It’s Pamela,” I said reluctantly. “She’s-”

		“Cheating on you?” Carlton anticipated what I was going to say.

		“What?” I was caught off guard. “How did you know?”

		“I didn’t,” he admitted. “But I had my suspicions.”

		Carlton went on to tell me how he came over to the office a while ago to see me but I wasn’t in. I remembered that day - I’d been on the road at a different customer’s premises but Nick had dealt with it for me. Carlton explained that just after he left, he realised he’d left his coat and returned and overheard Nick on the phone.

		“I stayed outside the office because I thought I heard him say ‘Pam’ and at first, I thought he was talking about you but he wasn’t.” Carlton paused. “I didn’t say anything to you because I wasn’t sure and didn’t want to cause you any trouble.”

		“What did you hear him say?” I asked.

		“That he had a good time that morning,” Carlton continued. “And that he was looking forward to next time. As soon as I heard it, I started to second guess whether I’d heard the name Pam or Sam.”

		“And that’s it?”

		“I guess I’ve just been getting some weird vibes from it all,” Carlton finished explaining. “Sometimes you get a hunch, right?”

		“Well, it’s true,” I admitted. “I caught her on our security camera at home. Don’t say anything. I’m dealing with it.”

		Carlton asked how and I explained my plan to him.

		“Well, you’re a more patient and braver man than me,” he said after a long moment. “Good luck. Call me later and let me know the outcome?”

		“I will,” I replied. “And thank you for agreeing to lie for me. I appreciate it.”

		I hung up and looked at my watch. It was six o’clock. The party started at seven, so if Pamela was heading out, she’d be leaving the house any time now. I was parked a little way up the road, being careful to park the car behind a van which blocked me from sight.

		When I spoke to her this morning, she’d said she might go out with Chantelle tonight but she hadn’t made her mind up yet. So here I was, waiting to see if she went out or not.

		And then the door opened, and out she stepped, looking stunning in a figure-hugging navy blue dress.

		So this was it. Time to find out if she really was going to see Chantelle or if she was going to the party to rendezvous with Nick or Mark.

		

		* * *

		

		When she met up with Chantelle on the corner of the High Street, I didn’t know how to feel. I was relieved that she wasn’t going to cheat on me again but at the same time, I felt disappointed that my plan had been to naught.

		I’d followed her at a discreet distance and was tempted to park up, get out of the car and pretend the post-meeting night out had been cancelled and that I’d just happened to drive past and see her but that didn’t seem believable.

		It was lucky that I didn’t because as I sat there, pondering what to do next, Nick’s car drove down the other side of the street and pulled up next to the two women. I watched as Mark got out and opened the rear doors for both of the women to get in and then the four of them got back in and the Nick drove them away, in the direction of the office.

		Wow.

		Not only was Pamela going to the company birthday party without me, but she was taking her friend, Chantelle with her. As I followed them in my car, I realised this might mean that Chantelle knew about her affair. Had Pamela brought her along as part of a double date? Maybe I was wrong about Mark. Perhaps Pamela wasn’t doing anything with him. She could have been setting up the double date for her friend or something.

		I trailed them at a safe distance until they reached the Red Lion pub, the venue they’d picked for the party and then once I watched the four of them head inside, I parked up and then realised I had no idea what to do now.

		I could enter the pub and surprise them, telling them that my meeting ended early and so I thought I’d join them. That idea appealed, just for the shock factor. I could imagine Pamela’s face when she saw me. But what would it prove? Nothing, other than Mark taking me up on my suggestion and inviting my wife along to the party instead of me.

		No, I needed to catch them at it somehow. The best thing to do, I decided, was to be patient and wait. No matter how boring it might be to sit outside a bar for a few hours, it was the best plan of action for now.

		I managed an hour before curiosity got the better of me. I needed to know what was going on. I knew the answer would probably be nothing; that they’d be sitting at a table, drinking and chatting but the not-knowing was killing me so I got out of the car.

		This was risky. I knew it was. They could come out of the pub at any time but if they did, I could fall back on the lie that the meeting had ended early and be surprised to find them there. Even so, I was cautious, walking slowly and carefully to the pub’s doors and then pushing them open slightly to look through carefully.

		Luckily, the bar was crowded and not just with people from work. It took me a few moments to spot them, Pamela was standing over near the jukebox, her long, dark hair still looking immaculate and her body looking incredible in the tight dark blue dress. Chantelle was fiddling with her shoulder-length blonde hair while chatting to Nick, which caught me by surprise because it meant that Mark was the one talking to my wife. He was standing close to her, then leaned in and whispered something into her ear that made her laugh. I watched as she put a hand on his shoulder and then my breath stuck in my throat as his hand went to her ass. Pamela didn’t move it. She let him gently stroke her behind until finally moving his hand, presumably before any of my other work colleagues could see.

		I risked buying a drink from the bar, staying out of the line of sight as much as I could and then found a dark corner from which I could watch them from across the length of the room, through the crowd of people coming in and out of the busy venue.

		Eventually, something else happened between them. I didn’t think it was going to and wondered if Mark groping her had been a one-off thing and Pamela had chastised him for it but once again, the two of them got close and were talking into each other’s ears because of the loud music. There was a moment where their faces were close and then Pamela leaned forward and kissed him.

		It wasn’t a brief kiss. It was a full, tongue-in, meaningful kiss. I cringed because any of my work colleagues could have seen them if they were looking that way. I had no way of knowing if they had but Nick definitely saw and he smiled, as did Chantelle.

		That confirmed that Pamela’s best friend was in-the-know about my wife’s infidelity. I felt sick.

		But that wasn’t the end of it. Only a few minutes after Mark had kissed Pamela, the four of them discussed something, their heads close together. I didn’t know what they were talking about but suddenly, the two men swapped places. Nick was now close to Pamela, talking and laughing, while Mark sat down as a nearby chair became available and Chantelle playfully sat on his knee. Then Nick and Pamela kissed, just as intensely as she’d kissed my other work colleague just moments before.

		What the fuck was going on?

		I was about to find out because after finishing their drinks, the four of them got up and moved in my direction. In a panic, I ducked out of sight and then realised that no matter where I went, they were likely to see me. I saw the gents’ toilets around the corner and casually headed into them, locking myself into one of the cubicles in case either of the men came in.

		I waited in there for a minute or two and was about to head out, when I heard Nick’s voice as he entered the toilet, presumably with Mark.

		“Oh, my God.” My boss sounded sober. He was the designated driver, after all. “Chantelle is super hot. I’m glad Pamela brought her.”

		“She sure is,” Mark’s voice said in a slightly more slurred tone. He’d obviously had a few drinks. “Not as cute as Pamela though.”

		“Who is?” Nick replied. “But yeah, I definitely want to fuck Chantelle. Do you think she’s game?”

		“She’s got a boyfriend, but she’s very flirty,” Mark answered.

		“Pamela’s married,” my boss pointed out. “Hasn’t stopped us both fucking her, has it?”

		“True,” my other colleague chuckled.

		There it was. Confirmation that Pamela had cheated with Mark too. My fists balled and I felt like storming out of the cubicle and punching their pair of them right there and then but I didn’t. Something stopped me. Instead, I stood there, listening to them further.

		“So where are we going from here?” Nick asked. “What’s the plan?”

		“I don’t know about you, but I really want to fuck one of them,” Mark said. “So… a couple more drinks in another bar, away from the rest of the staff and then see where we end up?”

		“Yeah,” I heard Nick say but their voices were quieter and then I heard the toilet door swing closed as they exited.

		I stood there for a long minute, my heart pumping fiercely in my chest with anger and with something else… that weird sense of arousal that I kept getting at the thought of my wife being slutty like this. I couldn’t believe she’d kissed both of them. In front of half of the office staff. Any of them could have seen. And Chantelle! Her best friend knew about this and was obviously saying nothing to stop her.

		I left the bathroom slowly and carefully and scanned the room. They weren’t here. As stealthily as I could, I made my way to the exit and saw the four of them getting into Nick’s car.

		Fuck.

		This was going to be difficult. I had to wait for them to drive away or they’d see me and then I had to run to my car, get in and somehow follow them before they got too far out of sight.

		I waited, standing in the pub entrance doorway and as soon as Nick pulled away from the curb, heading away from me, I strode as quickly as I could down the road, got into my car and set off in the same direction.

		“Shit, shit, shit,” I muttered to myself, looking down the road for them. I couldn’t see them anywhere. Where could they have gone? I racked my brain. Where was the nearest bar to here?

		I drove around for almost an hour, checking out three different pubs but couldn’t see Nick’s car parked outside any of them. After the close call in the Red Lion, I daren’t enter any of them, but just as I was about to give up and head to my hotel to wait it out, my phone rang. It was Pamela.

		“Hi,” she said when I answered. “I’m out with Chantelle and I think I’m a little bit drunk.”

		“Are you having a good time?” I said, laughing at her drunk, slightly shrill tone.

		“We’re having a great time,” she said back loudly. I could hear music in the background so they were definitely somewhere in a pub or bar. “Chantelle has got off with this guy and I’m feeling a bit left out. Wish you were here.”

		“Me too,” I replied. “Hasn’t Chantelle got a boyfriend?”

		“Yeah,” Pamela giggled. “But she’s not that happy with him right now and this guy is like super-fit. I think she’s going to go home with him.”

		Which one of the two men was Pamela talking about? Which one had picked Chantelle? The other had most likely set his sights on bedding my wife.

		“Wow. Go for it, Chantelle. So, what are you going to do? Head home?”

		“I think so,” my wife shouted over the din in the background. “Are you coming home? You said you weren’t sure.”

		Was she asking for a reason? If I said I was staying at the hotel, would she then go to one of the guys’ houses with them? Or would she invite them back to ours? If I said I was coming home, she’d probably fuck them anyway, I guessed. Most likely in the car, or somewhere else and then head home to me afterwards.

		If I couldn’t find them, I wouldn’t know. But how could I find them? I’d been looking for an hour. It was like searching for a needle in a haystack; there were so many bars around this part of town.

		I had to take a chance and hope it paid off.

		“I’m staying overnight,” I replied. “Carlton and I are out too. I wish we were in the same town, we could have met up.”

		“That would have been nice,” Pamela replied. “Okay, I should go and make sure Chantelle is okay. I’ll see you in the morning. I love you.”

		She hung up before I even had a chance to ‘I love you’ back to her. Was she that eager to get rid of me so she could go and fuck whichever of my two colleagues she’d ended up with?

		I restarted the engine. I’d been parked outside the Fox and Grapes pub, which wasn’t far from home, so I decided to head in that direction and wait around the corner from our house to keep watch and within ten minutes, the decision paid off.

		Nick’s car came down the street. I almost didn’t see it because it came from behind me and I had to duck down in the seat to make sure they didn’t notice me sitting there watching.

		Once they’d gone past, I got out of the car and walked carefully around the corner to look at the house and saw Nick’s car parked up on our drive. I ducked into a neighbour’s garden and watched as the doors opened. First Mark and then Pamela got out and started walking to the house.

		She’d picked Mark. Nick had chosen Chantelle. He was most likely dropping them off here and then taking Pamela’s friend to his. That theory was proven wrong, however, when the car’s lights went out and Nick got out of the car too.

		Shit. They were all going inside. Nick and Chantelle were going to use the spare room while Mark fucked Pamela in the master bedroom.

		My mind was working overtime. This was crazy.

		But then Nick followed Pamela and Mark into the house. Where was Chantelle? I waited there for a moment but still, she didn’t emerge from the car. The house’s front door closed behind Nick and I realised she wasn’t there.

		It was just my wife and the two men. Chantelle wasn’t with them.

		No fucking way.

		My wife was going to fuck both of them.

		

	
		Chapter 6

		

		The first thing I did was sneak up the road, trying to stay out of view of the windows of my house until I reached Nick’s car. I looked through the windows. Maybe Chantelle had fallen asleep, drunk or something. That seemed ludicrous but something inside told me that it was a possibility that I needed to rule out.

		The car was empty, of course. They must have dropped Chantelle off at her home before coming here. I looked up at the house. The front window was lit although I couldn’t see through because they’d drawn the curtains. My wife was in there with two men. It seemed insane to even consider she’d do this, but it was happening.

		I took a step away from the house for a moment and looked at the upstairs window and right as I did, I had to duck out of sight behind Nick’s car. The light came on and almost at the same moment, Pamela appeared in view, looking outside for a moment before pulling the curtains shut.

		I watched for a moment longer. The bedroom light didn’t go off. This was it. She hadn’t wasted much time before taking them upstairs. Wow.

		What did I do? I felt my fists ball by my sides in anger. These two guys thought they could just do whatever they wanted with my wife. They were taking advantage of me being away.

		I had my key. I could just walk in and catch them at it right now. But what if they weren’t doing anything? What if they were just chilling out with some more drinks? I’d look crazy.

		My laptop was in the car. I could look through the cameras from there and see what they were doing, so I sneaked away, rounded the corner of the road and got back into the driver’s seat. My heart was once again thumping in my chest as I drew the laptop out of where I’d stored it beneath the seat and switched it on.

		As soon as I opened the camera app, I saw them. Pamela was lying on her front, on our bed, already topless. Her dark blue dress had been pulled down and was gathered loosely around her waist. Her arms were folded beneath her, covering her ample breasts from the view of the two men sitting at the end of the bed, talking to her. I turned the volume up.

		“Why so shy tonight?” Nick, my black boss asked as he stripped off his shirt. “It’s not like we haven’t seen you naked already.”

		“I’m nervous,” my wife replied with a shy giggle. “I’ve never done anything like this before.”

		“But you’ve slept with both of us,” Mark countered. He was undressing now too, peeling away his shirt to reveal a surprisingly toned torso. “Nothing’s any different apart from us both being here at the same time.”

		“Which makes everything different,” Pamela replied. She said something further but too quietly for the small microphone in the hidden camera to pick up as the two men moved closer, the muscled back of Mark obscuring my view for a moment.

		“I can just watch if that makes you feel better,” said Nick. That surprised me. If either of the men was just there to watch, I’d have guessed it would be Mark.

		“No, that would be weird,” Pamela replied, again so quiet that it was almost inaudible .”We’re all here, so we might as well try this.”

		When she went quiet for a minute, I realised why. I heard Mark sigh and realised his dick must be in her mouth. He still had his jeans on but must have pulled his cock out of his zipper. All I could see what the back of him, so it hadn’t been instantly obvious what was happening. Nick was still sitting on the edge of the bed nearby and his eyes were fixed on what she was doing.

		I felt my cock stir in my pants.

		Fuck. I didn’t know Pamela had it in her to do this kind of thing. It was a turn-on, in a way, that she did. She was sucking someone’s cock while another guy watched and while it felt wrong - she was cheating on me, for fuck’s sake - it was also strangely hot.

		Finally, Mark changed his position, turning sideways to the camera so I could see my wife taking his dick in her mouth. At the same time, Nick pulled his own dick out of his trousers and began to play with himself while he watched.

		There was no way Pamela wasn’t getting fucked tonight. That much was obvious but would they both do her? Or would it be like this? Just one guy getting his way with her while the other sat on the sidelines watching?

		Nick reached over from where he was sitting and my wife allowed him to pull down the dress so she was only wearing her panties but they didn’t stay on for long either. Once he tossed the dark blue garment to the floor, he reached over and slipped her underwear down next so that she was naked between the two men.

		“You’re so good at sucking cock,” I heard Mark murmur through the small speakers in the laptop.

		“Let’s see if she’s as good while she’s getting fucked, shall we?” Nick said, kicking off his trousers and kneeling on the bed.

		Was she really going to do this? I watched as my wife rolled onto her back, exposing her fully naked body to the two men properly, and then she spread her legs to make room for my boss to move between them.

		Shit. It’s going to happen.

		I had the perfect view from the camera hidden high above the wardrobe as Nick’s long, black dick pressed against my wife’s pink slit for a moment before sliding inside her. I heard her moan, quickly stifled as Mark offered her his cock again and she wrapped her mouth around it.

		I looked away, staring through the car windows at the darkened street outside. I couldn’t bear to watch any more. The sound of her moans filled the car as the two men began to fuck her between them, Nick enjoying her pussy while Mark fed her his cock into her mouth.

		A taxi drove past me, pulling up nearby, someone else on a night out, I supposed. Theirs was probably a mundane night. Drinks, dancing, food, home. Why couldn’t my wife be more like that? Why did she have to bring two guys home to fuck in her marital bed?

		I looked away, in the opposite direction, watching the empty road while listening to the sounds of Pamela being fucked. She was moaning loudly, the sound muffled by the dick in her mouth and the slap-slap-slap of balls against her ass was loud in the small space of the car.

		Still, I couldn’t look down at the camera feed. I heard Nick and Mark talk about swapping ends and then my wife encouraged them to do so and after a moment of quiet, the sex noises started up again and I finally looked back at the screen.

		Pamela was on all fours on the bed. Nick was kneeling in front of her, holding her long, dark hair out of the way so he could watch her suck his big, black dick. My other work colleague, Mark, was behind her, ramming his closer-to-average cock into her from behind.

		It was difficult for my brain to comprehend what I was seeing. It didn’t seem possible. I almost pinched myself to make sure this was really happening and that it wasn’t some bizarre masochistic fantasy or nightmare. I closed my eyes for a moment, squeezing them tight but when I opened them, the image on the laptop was still there; of my wife being screwed at either end by two men.

		I pressed the record button. This was all the evidence that I could ever want to confront them; all three of them together, fucking on our marital bed.

		I watched a moment longer but then I saw Mark grab Pamela by the hair, tugging back her head and driving his cock into her savagely and I had to look away again because I could tell by the look on her face that she was close to orgasm.

		“Aaah, fuck,” I heard her groan deeply, followed by the high-pitched whimper that signalled that she was coming. I glanced at the feed and saw Mark holding himself buried inside her as her back arched and her legs trembled against him.

		When her climax subsided, the two men switched ends again and I saw them share a grin as they exchanged places.

		A knock on the window made me almost jump out of my skin and I looked sideways to see someone standing by the window.

		Chantelle.

		Oh, shit. I slammed the lid of the laptop down.

		“What are you doing?” Pamela’s blonde friend asked as I wound the window down.

		“I was just on my way home,” I tried to explain, my mind racing. “I decided not to stay over and-”

		“What were you watching on your laptop?” Chantelle asked. “Why are you parked up here?”

		“I was supposed to send an… an email,” I stammered. “I remembered just as I was-”

		“I saw it,” Chantelle shook her head and raised her voice. She sounded shocked but also angry. “You were watching Pamela with Nick and Mark. What’s going on?”

		I felt my heart sink almost into my stomach. I didn’t say anything. There was no way out of this. She’d seen it.

		Chantelle walked around the car to the passenger side, opened the door and climbed into the seat next to me.

		“Start talking,” the pretty woman ordered, crossing her arms across her chest and staring at me hard.

		“I suspected something was going on,” I admitted. “So I put a couple of cameras in the house and pretended that I had a work trip. I thought she might do something but I didn’t think she’d have a threesome.”

		That was only half of the truth, but I wasn’t going to confess to everything. Certainly not to being weirdly turned on by seeing my wife with other men. It was humiliating enough that I’d been caught in this situation, my indecision and inaction over the situation revealed to my wife’s best friend.

		“Did you record it?”

		I nodded. “So I can prove it.”

		“Are you going to divorce her?” Chantelle asked, her tone lower now, softer.

		“I don’t know what to do,” I replied honestly. “I know I have to confront them but I don’t know what I’ll do after that.”

		“Do you love Pamela?”

		I looked at the blonde-haired woman sitting next to me. “Of course I do.”

		“Even though she’s fucking other men behind your back?”

		“Love isn’t like a light switch,” I retorted. “You can’t just turn it off and on like that. What are you doing here anyway?”

		That made Chantelle pause. “I came in here in a taxi,” she replied, seemingly deciding to tell the truth. “Pamela and the guys invited me back for a party at your place but I said ‘no’ and went home instead.”

		“Then you changed your mind?” I guessed.

		My wife’s best friend nodded, then bit her lip. “I thought Nick was cute,” she admitted.

		“So you were going to have a foursome, huh?” I couldn’t help but ask.

		“I wasn’t planning a foursome,” Chantelle shook her head and frowned at me “I don’t know what was going to happen. It was just supposed to be a party.”

		“You knew that Pamela was fucking Nick and Mark,” I pointed out. “You thought you were being invited back for an innocent party. Really? I’m not stupid, Chantelle.”

		“I’m sorry,” the woman finally apologised for being compliant in my wife’s infidelity.

		I lifted the lid on the laptop and stared down at the scene in the bedroom. Pamela was on top of Nick, riding his cock while sucking Mark, who was standing on the bed next to them.

		“Holy fuck,” Chantelle gasped, her eyes wide as she looked at what was happening on the screen. “I didn’t expect to see that.”

		“Neither did I,” I sighed.

		We sat there in silence for a few minutes, watching the threesome, both of us obviously wondering what to do next.

		“So what happens now?” Chantelle asked eventually.

		“I guess I walk into the house and spoil their fun,” I replied.

		“You’re not going to let them finish?”

		I turned and looked at Pamela’s friend. “What difference does it make?”

		“If I let you fuck me,” the blonde suggested. “Would you leave them alone?”

		“What?” I asked in disbelief. Was she being serious?

		“Give me a chance to talk to her,” she continued. “I’ll tell her that you’re onto her. If she knows that you’re suspicious, she might stop. She told me last week that she’s just getting a few things out of her system. She loves you. She’s got no plans to leave you or anything. She’s just… experimenting, I think.”

		“Experimenting?” I laughed bitterly. “That’s one way to describe it, I guess.”

		On the screen, the three figures changed positions one more time. Mark took Nick’s place on the bed and Pamela got on top of him, sliding down onto his dick. Then Nick knelt down behind my wife and between Mark’s legs, moving so that his dick was close to his friend’s.

		“She going to take both of them,” Chantelle gasped. She was right. We watched as Nick forced his cock alongside Mark’s and inside my wife, who groaned loudly in response to being filled with two dicks at once.

		“What’s going on?” I breathed in astonishment. “This isn’t Pamela. Since when is she into threesomes?”

		“I don’t think she is,” Chantelle repeated herself. “I told you, she’s experimenting. Just let me talk to her. Once this is all out of her system, she’ll be back to the normal Pamela again, I’m sure.”

		“Things will never be normal again,” I disagreed but as I was about to say more, Chantelle stopped me by pulling down the front of her black dress, exposing her breasts in a lacy, see-through bra.

		“Then get even,” Pamela’s friend said in a low voice. “Fuck me. I’ll never tell her, as long as you promise to let me try to talk her into ending this fling… affair… whatever you want to call it.”

		She opened her legs and lifted the hem of the dress to show me her gauzy panties. Even in the dim light filtering through the street lights outside, I could see she was shaved.

		“Chantelle,” I resisted the urge to take her up on her offer. “You don’t have to do this.”

		But now her hand was on my zipper and she felt my erection through the front of my trousers.

		“Sshhh,” she purred quietly, pulling my cock out and then as she lowered her head into my lap, I gave in and let her take me into her mouth.

		

	
		Chapter 7

		

		Iwatched the screen in wonder, fascinated by how my wife’s pussy could take two large cocks at once. Pamela was sandwiched between Nick and Mark who both had their dicks inside her, moving in rhythm to shove them both in at the same time.

		“I can’t believe she’s doing this,” I said, listening to the loud groans she was making through the speakers of the laptop we were watching her on.

		“Mmhmm,” Chantelle agreed, her voice muffled around my hard cock which was in her mouth. “She looks like she’s enjoying it too.”

		“I’m going to cum,” we heard Pamela say, her voice urgent and desperate. “I’ve never felt this before. My pussy feels so stretched and filled up. Oh, fuck…”

		Then she wailed loudly and pushed back onto the two men for a moment, before falling forward on top of Mark and shaking violently as her orgasm rippled through her.

		“Oh, my God,” my wife’s friend gasped around my cock, stopping to watch. “She came so hard.”

		“I know,” I nodded. “I’m not surprised with those two big dicks inside her at once.”

		“This is making me horny,” Chantelle sighed. “I think it’s time you fucked me now. Let’s get in the back seat. There’s more room.”

		I looked at Pamela’s best friend. I’d always thought she was hot, with her almond-shaped face, light eyes and shortish blonde hair but right now, with my blood full of raging testosterone, she looked like a goddess.

		“Okay,” I murmured, waiting for her to move so I could fasten up my trousers and then we both got into the back seat. I looked out of the windows at the houses around the car. “I hope no one can see us.”

		“If you don’t want to be seen, then you need to hurry up,” Chantelle replied, tugging my trousers back down before wriggling out of her panties.

		A moment later, she was lying on her back next to me, her legs open, her shaved pussy glistening invitingly.

		“Are you sure about this? I thought you had a new boyfriend or something?”

		“I thought you had a wife,” the blonde countered. “Now shut up and fuck me. Get even with Pamela. Do me hard and rough. That’s how I like it.”

		As I settled myself between her soft, slim thighs, I pulled down the front of her dress, exposing her white bra and then I slipped down the straps so that her ample tits spilled free. Her nipples were a soft pink and erect in the cool air inside the car.

		I hadn’t been with another woman since Pamela and I first started dating, all those years ago, so it felt strange as the head of my dick pushed against her softness and then slipped inside.

		“That’s it,” Chantelle urged me. “Fuck me. You can cum inside. I’m on the pill.”

		I thrust deeply into her, enjoying the sight of her tits bouncing back and forth as we started to fuck. She was tight and hot and wet and my cock stiffened even further inside her at the exquisite feeling.

		She slithered a hand between our bodies, her fingers finding her clit and then she turned her head to look at the laptop still playing on the front passenger seat.

		“They’re both going to cum on her face, I think,” Chantelle said softly and I turned to look at the screen. Pamela was on her back in the middle of the bed, alternating between sucking the two men kneeling on either side of her.

		I looked down at Chantelle’s wet slit and my dick sliding in and out of it. This was too much. I wasn’t going to be able to last long, so I rammed her as hard and fast as I could, enjoying it as my jackhammer motion finally drew the blonde’s attention from the screen to what I was doing to her.

		“Yeah, that’s it,” she moaned, her voice raising a semi-tone higher. “Fuck me hard.”

		Chantelle’s fingers were rubbing her clit furiously, seeking out her own orgasm and a minute later, she came, her thighs quivering for a moment before wrapping around my lower back.

		“Cum inside me,” she breathed. “Just do it. Fuck me until you cum.”

		I looked sideways at the screen just at the precise moment that Mark pulled his cock out of my wife’s mouth to cum all over her bare breasts.

		“Mark’s cumming on her tits,” Chantelle gave me a running commentary as I continued to pound her. “I think Nick’s cumming in her mouth.”

		He was. My black boss’s balls tightened and I saw Pamela’s jaw tighten as she sucked hard on his cock, swallowing his seed as his shaft twitched between her lips.

		“I’m cumming,” I announced, feeling my dick harden and then with one last deep thrust, I let myself shoot into the blonde woman beneath me.

		“That’s it,” she soothed me. “Fill me with your cum. I want every drop inside me.

		I stared down at Chantelle as I held myself there for a moment, letting my dick finish twitching inside her pussy. I’d never known she was this dirty and vocal in bed. Part of me wondered if she’d been the one to put Pamela up to… what was the word she used? Experimenting, that was it.

		“I hope you’ve got some tissues in the car,” she said, after a long moment of me staring down at the gorgeous woman beneath me.

		“In the glove box,” I nodded, letting my cock slide out of her.

		“That was fun,” she replied, tucking her breasts away and straightening her dress. “Can you pass me some?”

		I realised I was still kneeling there as if frozen. The enormity of what happened tonight had hit me the moment I’d cum. Not only had my wife cheated on me with two men at the same time, but I’d cheated too, with her best friend.

		I got out and back into the driver’s seat, reaching across to get the pack of tissues before tossing them into the back seat for Chantelle to clean herself up. Once she’d done that, she joined me in the front of the car, gazing at me from the passenger seat.

		“So, what happens now?” she said, positioning the laptop on her knee. Pamela and my two work colleagues were lying on the bed, seemingly exhausted by the threesome.

		“I don’t know.” I shrugged. “I promised you I wouldn’t say anything just yet, and now that I’ve just fucked you, I guess I have to keep that promise.”

		“Unless you want me telling Pamela what we just did,” Chantelle nodded. “Yes, you do. Let her fuck who she wants. Let her get this stuff out of her system. Until then, you can keep fucking me with that nice cock of yours whenever you want because that-” she glanced over her shoulder at the back seat, “…that was fun.”

		“My cock isn’t as nice as theirs though, is it?” I said, looking forlornly at the two men on my bed. Their dicks were flaccid now but were still longer and thicker than mine even when soft.

		“I’m not as fussy about dick size as Pamela,” Chantelle replied, her hand reaching across to stroke the front of my trousers. “Yours is fine for me.”

		“What about your boyfriend?” I asked. “What does this mean for you and him?”

		“Oh, I don’t know.” The blonde looked into the rearview mirror to fix her hair. “He’s loaded but that’s about all he’s good for. I’ll keep him around for now. He doesn’t have to know about any of this, of course.”

		“Of course,” I nodded, shocked again by her behaviour. I realised I didn’t know Chantelle half as much as I thought I did.

		“It looks like they’re staying over,” the blonde pointed out, turning the laptop so I could see the screen better. The three people in my bedroom were getting under the covers and I watched as Pamela reached into the drawer, pulled out her phone and then turned off the bedside lamp, casting the bedroom into darkness.

		“Oh, fuck,” I cursed. “Be quiet. I think she’s going to call me.”

		A second later, my phone rang in my pocket and I pulled it out and answered it as Chantelle sat there and listened.

		“Hey baby,” my treacherous wife said as though nothing was wrong. “I’m going to sleep now. I just wanted to tell you that I love you and check that Carlton wasn’t getting you into too much trouble.”

		“No, it was just a standard boys’ night out,” I lied, feeling awkward in front of Chantelle. “Nothing to write home about. What about you?”

		“I’m in bed,” Pamela replied. “Missing you. Okay, I’m going to sleep. Call me in the morning and let me know what time you’re coming home?”

		The camera had night vision and I could see the two men listening and smiling at everything she was saying. My blood felt like it was boiling in my veins with anger.

		“I will. Good night.”

		“I love you,” Pamela repeated. “Aren’t you going to say it back?”

		I looked at Chantelle for some reason and she nodded.

		“I love you too,” I said, hoping my wife couldn’t tell that I was saying it through gritted teeth.

		The truth was that I did love her. I was angry and jealous of the two men, smirking through the whole conversation with the knowledge that they’d both just fucked my beautiful wife.

		“You can stay at mine,” Chantelle said softly once I’d hung up. “Me and my boyfriend aren’t at the living together stage. “Drive me home. I have some wine in the fridge. We can drink and you can forget about those three fuckers for a while.”

		I nodded. That sounded like a good idea. Chantelle only lived a couple of miles away and as I drove, we watched Pamela, Mark and Nick talk for a while before all three of them rolled over to get some sleep and they all seemed to be asleep when we got to the house.

		“Wine or beer?” Chantelle asked once we were inside.

		“Beer,” I replied, making my way to her front room and collapsing onto her comfy, soft settee. “As much of it as you have.”

		“No. You’re not getting drunk,” the blonde replied, returning from the kitchen with a cold bottle in one hand and a glass of white wine in the other. “You can have a couple to take the edge off, but I’m not having you spew your guts all over my expensive rug.”

		I looked down at the deep pile, burgundy rug that separated the sofa from the open fireplace.

		“I can handle my drink,” I informed her as she lit the fire, then sat next to me and kicked off her high-heeled shoes to reveal her dainty feet. “What I can’t handle is what’s happened tonight.”

		“Which part?” Chantelle asked, taking a sip of her wine. “The part where your wife took two men’s cocks in her pussy or the part where you ploughed me like a man possessed?”

		“All of it,” I said, taking a long pull of the beer before wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “I don’t know how we got here. We were happily married. Nick was my boss, Mark was my work colleague, and you were Pamela’s best friend. Now we’re all mixed up in this crazy situation and I don’t know what to even think, never mind what to do about it.”

		“I know I said things will go back to normal,” Chantelle began slowly, staring down at her red-painted toenails. “Once Pamela has worked all this stuff out of her system, but you’re right, it won’t. It won’t ever go back to what it was.”

		“And that’s what scares me,” I nodded, also looking at her toes. She had very cute, sexy little feet.

		“But it doesn’t have to.” The blonde turned her pale eyes to my face. “You make a new normal. A normal where Pamela sometimes has sex with other guys, maybe. A normal where you sometimes have sex with me.”

		“That could never be normal,” I replied with a vigorous shake of my head. “Normal is where husband and wife have sex together, with no one else involved. That’s normal. This… Pamela and Nick and Mark… you and me… this isn’t normal.”

		“Didn’t you enjoy having sex with me?” Pamela pushed a short lock of blonde hair behind one ear and gazed at me.

		“Of course I did.”

		“More importantly, didn’t you enjoy watching Pamela get fucked by Nick and Mark?”

		She knew. Chantelle knew that somehow, watching my wife with other men turned me on.

		“Maybe,” I admitted. “But it also makes me angry. It hurts. She’s cheating on me and those two bastards are laughing at me behind my back. How am I supposed to go to work, knowing what they’ve done?”

		“You mean… knowing that they’ve double penetrated your wife?” Chantelle took another sip of the wine. “So what if they have? They don’t get to be married to her. You do. You get all the benefits of marriage plus you get to fuck her too. Look at it this way, Nick and Mark can’t be happy at home either if they’re having to turn to your wife for sex, can they?”

		I didn’t know if that was true or not but it made sense in a roundabout sort of way.

		“It’s just all so fucking messy,” I complained, finishing off the beer and placing the empty bottle on the table next to the sofa. “My head is fucked.”

		Chantelle got another beer and topped up her wine while I fetched the laptop from the car and then we sat there in silence for a while, watching the open fire in front of us and listening to the log pop and crackle.

		“Do you know something?” she said, a grin slowly appearing on her face.

		I’d opened the laptop to see that Pamela, Mark and Nick were awake again. It was hard to tell because they were beneath the covers but it looked like Nick was between my wife’s legs, fucking her while Mark watched in the darkness next to them.

		“What?” I asked, my eyes watching the shape of Nick’s ass move up and down and listening to Pamela’s quiet moans.

		“I’ve never had sex on this rug.” Chantelle swept one dainty foot across the soft, woollen surface. “And I think I want to.”

		From the other shapes beneath our bed covers, it looked like Mark was jerking off while watching Nick and Pamela. He was probably getting his dick hard for when it was his turn with my slutty wife. I looked at Chantelle, then down at the rug, then back at the pretty blonde.

		“You really think we can make this a new type of normal?”

		Chantelle nodded, then stood up before sitting down in front of me in the centre of the large rug. When she slipped off her dress, I noticed she hadn’t put her panties back on. I made a mental note to make sure she hadn’t left them in the car before I went home tomorrow.

		As Chantelle removed her bra so that she was naked, I took my clothes off too, pleasantly surprised to find my dick already hard for a second time. Then I joined her on the rug and kissed her softly on the mouth.

		I’d made a decision: I was going to go home tomorrow. Home to my slut wife and my new normal. A normal where I let her fuck other guys while I secretly watched with my new secret lover.

		On the laptop screen, Nick rolled away and Mark got on top of my wife, taking his turn with her pussy. I turned my attention to the blonde woman by my side, who was already playing with herself while waiting for me to take charge.

		Where all of this would lead, I didn’t know but as I shoved my cock into Chantelle for the second time tonight, I realised that it was going to be fun finding out.
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